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PUBLISHER'S    PREFACE. 


TUB  great  popularity  acquired  by  the  Short  Patent  Sermons  of  'Dow,  JR.,'  publish* 
ed  originally  in  the  New  York  Sunday  Mercury,  and  where  each  week  they  still  are, 
and  will  be,  continued,  first  suggested  the  idea  of  giving  them  to  the  public  in  a 
volume  ;  and  no  sooner  was  the  intention  advertised,  than  it  was  caught  up  and  reite 
rated  by  a  large  portion  of  the  press  throughout  the  country.  The  merits  of  the  ser 
mons  have  forced  themselves  into  the  notice  of  the  public,  and  have  elicited  the  high 
est  praise  from  the  most  distinguished  periodicals ;  nor,  in  the  many  notices  which 
have  been  given,  have  any  spoken  to  condemn.  They  teach  morality  in  so  exquisite 
a  manner — with  such  a  mingling  of  humor  and  pathos — that  they  find  their  way  where 
works  of  graver  matter  are  seldom  read,  thereby  teaching  the  illiterate  and  improving 
the  vicious — rooting  out  the  rank  weeds  of  corruption,  and  implanting,  in  their  stead, 
flowers  of  virtue  and  sobriety.  *  There  is  not  a  line  but  which  savors  of  the  purest 
doctrine  and  the  soundest  maxims,  fit  to  be  perused  by  the  most  fastidious  of  any  sect 
or  creed,  without  causing  a  feeling  of  repugnance  in  the  heart,  or  a  blush  of  shame  on 
the  cheek,  of  the  most  delicate — while  the  quaint,  racy  and  original  phraseology  which 
the  author  employs,  is  unsurpassed  by  any  past  or  present  writer.' — [Vide  Ladies1 
Companion.]  Many  will  read  them  who  would  not  listen  to  a  sermon  delivered  from 
the  pulpit,  or  pore  over  the  sentences  of  a  prosy  and  common  place  moral  essay. 
Scriptural  texts  and  allusions  have  been  avoided,  nor  in  any  instance  has  the  author 
allowed  himself  to  speak  irreverently  of  religion. 

That  the  sermons  possess  talent  of  the  highest  order,  is  evidenced  by  the  many 
testimonials  which  have  appeared  in  their  favor,  and  « Dow,  Jr.'  has  proved,  that,  for 
original  humor  and  genuine  wit,  he  is  scarcely,  if  at  all,  exceeded  by 'Box.'  Me 
teaches  IhG '  misanthrope  to  look  with  a  more" clietjrful  eye,  and  a  better  heart,  upon 
the  world  and  the  beings  around  him,  and  to  believe  that  the  pall  of  gloom  hangs  not 
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so  heavy  or  so  thick  upon  the  fair  face  of  creation,  He  cautions  the  gay  and  the 
thoughtless  to  beware  of  the  charmed  bowl  and  seductive  pleasures,  and  to  choose  tha 
straight  and  smooth  path  to  virtue  and  happiness.  To  the  aged  ho  renews  the  youth* 
ful  scenes  in  which  they  once  participated ;  and  their  eye  brightens,  and  their  step 
grows  lighter,  as  they  behold,  through  the  vista  of  memory,  the  once  familiar  faces  of 
their  gay  companions.  To  the  vicious  children  of  crime,  his  voice  is  like  a  warning 
knell,  starting  them  in  their  abodes  of  infamy  and  vice,  and  causing  them  to  reflect 
upon,  and  shun,  ere  it  be  too  late,  the  inevitable  and  certain  fate  which  awaits  them. 
To  all  classes  and  all  ages  'Dow,  Jr.*  has  furnished  a  vast  fund  ot  entertaining  and 
instructive  matter,  for  which  the  public  will  be  indebted  to  him,  and  which  will  secure 
him  many  warm  friends  and  true  admirers. 

With  these  considerations,  the  publisher  has  been  induced  to  launch  the  book  upon 
the  sea  of  public  favor,  trusting  to  the  intrinsic  merits  of  the  contents,  and  to  the  al 
ready  unprecedented  popularity  which  the  Short  Patent  Sermons  of  *  Dow,  Jr.'  have 
acquired  in  all  parts  of  the  country, 

New  York,  August  6,  1841. 
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NUMBER  I. 

ON  DELUSION. 

TEXT. — Ala* !  it  is  delusion  all, 

The  future  cheats  us  from  afar, 
Nor  can  we  be  what  we  recall, 

Nor  dare  we  think  on  what  we  are. — BYRON. 

MY  HEARERS — This  world — a  mere  spec  of  dirt  upon  the  broad  sheet 
of  creation,  upon  which,  we,  poor  insignificant  mites !  are  destined  to 
crawl  for  a  day — is  made  up  of  a  compound  of  vanity  and  deceit,  mere 
ly  rubbed  with  the  evanescent  turpentine  varnish  of  pleasure.  In  vul 
gar  parlance,  it  isn't  what  it's  cracked  up  to  be  by  libertines,  epicures, 
and  the  children  of  prodigality  who  grow  fat  and  saucy  upon  its  pap ; 
yet,  with  all  its  moonshine  delusions,  we  are  remarkably  attached  to  it, 
which,  I  must  allow,  is  very  natural,  since  we  look  upon  it  as  a  mother 
to  us  all,  from  whose  womb  we  sprang,  and  from  whose  breast  we  de 
rive  our  nourishment.  But,  my  friends,  allow  me,  occasionally,  to  raise 
your  thoughts  with  the  spike  poles  of  truth  and  reason  a  few  feet  above 
it,  in  order  that  you  may  see  things  as  they  are,  and  look  straight  down 
into  the  empty  vessels  of  earth,  and  be  satisfied  that  they  are  filled  with 
just  nothing  at  all.  Alas !  nearly  all  is  delusion,  except  pain,  care,  sor 
row  and  disappointment ;  and  these  are  some  of  the  stern  realities  of 
life.  Man,  poor  infatuated  man !  wanders  up  and  down  the  gay  ave 
nues  of  the  earth  and  falls  in  love  with  every  thing  he  sees ;  but  as 
soon  as  he  becomes  wedded  to  the  objects  of  his  delight,  he  sits  down 
by  the  wayside,  and  cries  :  Vanity !  vanity !  O  -how  false  and  yet  how 
fair  are  all  the  gewgaws  that  one  purchases  in  the  great  mock-auction 
shop  of  the  world !  From  among  fretful  thorns  he  plucks  the  flowers 
of  hope,  and  they  wither  in  his  grasp — he  takes  a  bite  at  the  apple  of 
indulgence,  and  is  obliged  to  spit  it  out,  for  fear  of  crushing  a  big  worm 
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to  death  between  his  masticators — he  looks  into  pleasure's  fairy  lake 
and  fancies  that  its  crystal  waters  sleep  upon  the  calm  blue  of  a  nether 
firmament ;  but  he  puts  down  a  stick,  and  the  hard  bottom  of  disappoint 
ment  rises  up  to  meet  him — he  follows  the  will  o'  wisps  of  his  own  car 
nal  desires  into  the  midst  of  the  bogs  and  quagmires  of  misery,  where 
he  finds  out  too  late  that  they  arc  but  torches  to  light  him  to  an  untime 
ly  grave.     O,  my  dear  friends !  don't  you  be  deceived  by  the  tinfoil 
and  tinsel  of  this  hypocritical  world.     There  is  scarcely  any  thing  that 
is  really  what  it  appears  to  be.     The  vivid  lightening,  that  seems  to 
crack  the  shell  of  the  h'rmament  hither  and  thither,  and  the  loud  thun 
der  which  tumbles  headlong  down  the  alpine  clouds  of  heaven,  setting 
the  globe  itself  into  r>gue  fits,  are  no  great  shakes  after  all,  when  philo 
sophically  explained.     They  are  mere  startling  eflects  in  the  great  dra 
ma  of  Nature,  caused  by  the  diagonal  concatenation  of  electricity,  sem- 
piturnally  forming  an  equalization  in  the  most  demijestically  raritied  and 
surcharged  atmosphere.     Those  myriads  of  stars — those  blinking,  ce 
lestial  eyes  of  love — are  not  "what  they  seem  to  be, — they,  too,  are  a 
delusion.     They  look  like  so  many  brilliant  drops  of  water  glittering 
upon  the  black  umbrella  of  night,  or  like  a  multitude  of  astral  lamps 
suspended  from  the  dome  of  heaven's  high  hall ;  but,  my  friends,  if  you 
could  obtain  a  loan  of  the  wings  of  omnipresence  and  pay  a  visit  to 
them  all,  you  would  find  them,  like  this  world  of  ours,  dead,  dull  and 
opaque  bodies,  susceptible  of  no  more  polish  than  the  frost-bitten  heel 
of  a  Guinea  nigger.     The  girls,  also,  those   gaudy  winged  butterflies 
that  flit  around  the  blooming  bowers  of  love,  are  all  a  fleeting  show — to 
day  sporting  in  the  sunshine  of  fashion  and  pleasure,  and  to-morrow 
mere   grubs  crawling  along  the  common  paths  of  society,  divested  of 
their  charms,  and  as  leufless  and  bare  as  a  gooseberry  bush  in  winter. 
There  is  a  fatal  delusion  in  the  inebriating  glass.     When  I  see  a  young 
man  with  his  probocis  as  red  as  a  boiled  lobster's  claw,  I  know  that  ho 
has  immersed  it  too  often  in  the  fire  of  liquid  torment,  and  that  his  mo 
ral,,  physical  and  intellectual  faculties  are  in  a  fair  way  to  be  scorched, 
if  not  wholly  consumed.     When  you  feel  your  spirits  weighed  down 
with  the  leaden  weights  of  grief  or  anxiety,  don't,  I  pray  you,  flee  to 
the  illusive  bowl,  and  hold  such  riotous  bacchanals  in  the  sacred  temple 
of  your  hearts,  that  temperate  Reason  is  obliged  to  retire  in  disgust,  and 
lodge  out  for  the  night ;  for,  depend  upon  it,  that  shortly  after,  you  will 
be  arraigned,  tried  and  condemned  at  the  bar  of  your  own  consciences, 
and  the  black  demons  of  horror  will  cause  each  hour  of  soberness  to 
.seem  longer  than  everlasting,  spliced  to  the  latter  end  of  eternity. 
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My  friends  •  -the  future  is  more  of  a  cheat  than  the  present.  .The 
days  that  are  yet  unborn  in  'the  pregnant  matrix  of  Time,  are  full  of 
hope  and  promise  for  us,  poor,  deluded  creatures,  and  yet  how  often  are 
we  sucked  in  and  disappointed  the  moment  we  behold  them  rocked  in 
the  cradle  of  the  present.  How  often  does  fond  anticipation  discover 
in  the  future's  dark  wilderness  bright  and  sunny  spots  where  weary 
Fancy  can  repose  in  peace,  and  still,  how  often  do  they  turn  out  to  be 
overgrown  with  the  briars  of  care,  trouble  and  perplexity !  O,  trust  not 
to  the  future — it  is  an  explosive  humbug !  If  we  right  about  face,  and 
turn  the  nose  of  remembrance  to  the  past,  we  imagine  that  we  behold 
roses  blooming  in  the  wild  waste  of  memory  that  do  not  and  never  did 
exist  there.  They  are  but  ideal  blossoms  of  imagination,  which  have 
sprung  from  a  fictitious  soil  to  teazo  the  mind,  and  make  the  rude  pros 
pects  of  manhood  look  more  barren  than  they  rcully  are,  Ihit  there  is 
no  use  in  dwelling  on  the  past — we  can't  recall  what  has  been,  nor  hin 
der  what  is  to  be.  O !  my  dear  friends !  there  is  so  much  deception 
connected  with  every  thing,  I  don't  wonder  that  man  is  afraid  to  view 
himself  as  he  is.  I  have  no  doubt  but  if  some  of  you  were  to  look  upon 
yourselves  as  you  really  are  you  would  feel  as  miserable  as  a  yoked 
pig  dying  with  the  scurvy.  Strip  oft*  all  your  hypocritical  trappings  of 
vanity  and  conceit,  and  you  will  feel  yourselves  unworthy  even  of  this 
dung-hill  in  the  great  solar  system  of  worlds.  You  will  bo  obliged  to 
leave  them  behind  you,  as  you  tumble  one  by  one  into  the  grave ;  for, 
beyond  that,  nothing  but  plain  reality  abides,  and  that  which  is  lovely 
will  remain  lovely,  forever  and  ever.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER  II. 

ON  THE  UNION  OF  SOULS. 

TEXT. — Swift  as  the  wheel  of  Nature  rolls, 
I'd  fly  to  meet  and  mingle  souls, 

And  wear  the  joyful  chain. — INDIAN  PHILOSOPHER. 

MY  HEARERS — I  want  to  draw  you  by  the  cords  of  persuasive  elo 
quence,  all  into  a  hard  knot — into  a  slip  knot,  that  will  grow  tighter  and 
tighter  in  proportion  as  you  kick  and  struggle  amid  the  adversities  of  a 
conflicting  world.  I  want  to  solder  you  all  together  with  such  a  unison 
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of  heart  and  feeling,  as  no  petty  earthquakes  of  personal  animosity  can 
ever  shake  asunder.     In  order  to  do  this,  I  must  try  to  strengthen  the 
bonds  of  social  union  by  telling  you  plainly  that  you  are  all  brothers  and 
sisters  by  consanguinity,  and  that,  although  you  may  each  claim  sepa 
rate  fathers,  grandfathers  and  great-grandfathers,  still  Adam  was  the 
great-great-grandfather  of  the  whole  troop  of  you.    You  are  all  related 
to  one-another.     The  same  blood  that  circulates  in  the  veins  of  the 
dwarfish  Greenlander — of  the  swarthy  inhabitant  of  the  equator — and 
of  the  giant  Patagonian,  derives  its  source  from  the  same  fountain  as 
that  which  flows  through  the  carnal  canals  of  us  more  refined,  and  still 
more  degenerate,  Gothamites.     You  belong,  then,  tp  one  fraternity,  by 
nature,  and  why  don't  you,  my  friends,  live  together  in  love,  harmony 
and  peace,  as  a  fraternal  band,  whose  individual  interests  are  watched 
over  and  protected  by  the  general  whole  ?     Why  is  it  that  man  will  re 
vile,  traduce,  cheat  and  murder  his  own  dear  brother  man  ?     I  can  see 
nothing  within  the  limits  of  my  telescopic  comprehension  that  will  be 
gin  to  justify  him  in  so  doing.     He  must  be  destitute  of  even  the  curd 
led  milk  of  philanthropy,  to  haul  down  ready  made  curses  on  the  head 
of  one,  whose  original  father  was  his  father,  and  whose  mother  was  the 
primitive  mother  of  all  mankind.     Though  many  of  you  are  bound  to 
gether  by  Hymen's  silken  cord,  in  pairs,  still  these  are  only  sub-divi 
sions  in  the  great  human  family ;  and  they  ought  not  to  molest,  in  the 
least,  that  good  will  and  brotherly  kindness  which  should  ever  exist 
among  kindred  beings,  whose  souls  are  leavened  with  the  same  leaven, 
and  whose  bodies  are  manufactured  from  one  material,  the  same  as  se 
parate  cakes  are  derived  from  a  large  lump  of  dough.     But,  I  ask,  with 
the  Indian  Philosopher,  why  is  it  that  the  soft  and  delicate  hymcnial  cord 
so  often  proves  a  chain  of  iron  ere  the  wane  of  the  honey-moon  ?  why 
is  it,  that  that  physico-magnetic  power,  which  binds  millions  of  hearts 
in  the  flowery  wreaths  of  affection,  should  so  soon  afterward  leave  them 
at  such  a  monstrous  loose  from  love  ?     Ah !  my  friends !  I  can  pene 
trate  the  mist  of  the  mystery.     You  too  frequently  marry  for  the  suko 
of  that  seducing  trash,  called  money,  which  has  the  despotic  power  of 
estranging  man  from  man,  and  of  banishing  Peace  forever  from  her 
heavenly  possessions.     "When  this  stuff  is  allowed  to  bear  sway  at  the 
nuptial  altar,  you  only  join  hands  and  approximate  carnally,  while  your 
hearts  are  as  far  apart  and  as  cold  as  the  two  poles  of  the  globe.     Sil 
ver  nor  gold  alone  can  never  solder  hearts  together :  but  even  if  they 
are  apparently  one,  in  what  sense  can  they  be  considered  so  ?     Why, 
in  the  same  sense  that  the  cold  oyster-shells  and  the  still  colder  rocks 
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with  which  they  have  become  amalgamated,  may  be  reckoned  as  one 
— without  mutual  feeling,  without  reciprocal  love,  and  without  that  men 
tal  and  moral  attachment,  which  is  the  main  pillar  whereon  the  fabric 
of  connubial  happiness  is  based.  Sometimes,  too,  you  are  snatched 
away  from  the  objects  of  your  own  choice  by  too  anxious  parents,  and 
compelled  to  marry,  as  it  were,  against  the  grain  and  gizzard.  Parents ! 
I  appeal  to  your  sympathies.  If  you  drive  your  sons  and  daughters 
into  a  matrimonial  engagement  repugnant  to  their  own  natural  desires, 
depend  upon  it,  they  will  forever  after  be  as  miserable  as  a  couple  of 
caged  patridges,  and  you  will  have  to  answer  for  it.  Instead  of  behold 
ing  them  sit  lovingly  together  beneath  the  bower  of  conjugal  attachment, 
you  will  see  them  wander,  up  to  their  knees  in  the  deep  snows  of  dis 
content  ;  the  world  for  them  shall  bear  neither  bud  nor  blossom — they 
shall  lie  down  on  a  bed  of  nettles  at  night,  and  they  shall  scold,  fret  and 
chafe  during  the  day,  like  a  young  child  with  a  tow  shirt  on  its  back ; 
aye,  they  shall  go  down  to  the  grave,  Indian  file,  and  when  arrived  at 
its  verge,  one  shall  kick  the  other  in,  and  then,  after  squeezing  out  a 
few  formal  crocodile  tears,  cut  stick,  rejoicing.  Oh !  my  young  friends ! 
you  who  are  about  entering  the  green  field  of  matrimony,  around  which 
so  many  thorns  and  thistles  are  spread,  I  beg  of  you,  as  you  value  future 
peace  and  contentment,  not  to  let  the  old  folks  interfere  in  the  least 
with  your  tender  arrangements  ;  especially  if  your  affections  are  well 
dove-tailed  together.  Like  two  bounding  brooks,  that  rush  down  the 
hill  side  to  meet  iu  the  lovely  vale  below,  so  ought  you  to  leap  forward, 
propelled  by  the  tenderest  and  holiest  of  passions,  to  meet  together  and 
mingle  your  hearts,  souls  and  sympathies,  like  the  calm  waters  of  the 
valley,  that  flow  gently  on,  with  the  sun  of  peace  shining  brightly  upon 
their  bosom. 

My  friends !  Swift  as  the  wheel  of  Nature  rolls,  I'd  fly,  if  I  had  the 
wings  of  an  eagle,  into  the  presence  of  my  Maker,  to  meet  and  mingle 
souls,  and  wear  the  golden  chain  of  joy.  I  know,  by  experience,  that  a 
unison  of  fooling,  even  between  two  individuals,  is  a  more,  pleasurable 
sensation  than  to  be  scratched  where  one  itches.  My  good  wife,  Mrs. 
Dow,  poor  creature  !  and  I  were  one — her  wants  were  my  wants — her 
feelings  my  feelings ;  and  although  she  was  one,  and  I  was  one,  yet, 
were  you  to  add  these  up,  you  couldn't  make  two  of  us  any  how  you 
could  fix  it.  When  I  saw  that  the  lees  of  her  beautiful  existence  began 
to  run  low,  I  said  to  her :  Good  wife  !  you  are  about  to  lie  down  to  sleep 
in  the  dark  chamber  of  the  grave.  I  shall  tell  the  old  sexton  to  make 
your  bed  wide,  for  I  feel  that  I,  too,  shall  go  there  soon,  as  I  am  too 
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tired  and  weary  to  sit  up  and  ponder  over  a  volume  of  misery  by  the 
flickering  glare  of  life's  tallow  candle  !  She  only  said  amen !  and  slid 
— and  here  I  am  caged  up  within  the  walls  of  the  world's  prison ;  and 
the  only  consolation  that  I  now  enjoy,  is  that  I  can  stick  my  long  nose 
through  the  bars,  and  take  an  occasional  snuff  of  the  perfume  of  eter 
nity  !  O,  my  friends  !  only  think,  if  two  carr  be  so  happy  by  the  min 
gling  of  souls,  what  the  whole  of  our  race  would  be  in  the  same  predi 
cament  !  Pompous  self  would  lose  all  its  arrogant  gas — the  wreaths 
of  mutual  attachment  would  put  forth  fresh  leaves  of  happiness — every 
thing  would  go  on  like  clock-work  in  the  social  family — and  Heaven 
itself  would  weep  dewy  tears  of  joy  over  the  now  riotous  and  conflict 
ing  sons  of  earth.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    III. 

ON    THE    DAYS    OF    AUTUMN. 

TEXT. — O,  there's  a  charm  in  mild  autumnal  days ! 
Though  Nature  droops  and  silently  decays ; 
Yet,  Christian  like,  she  calmly  yields  her  bloom, 
'  And  smiles  before  the  universal  tomb. — ANON. 

MY  DEAR  friends — when  I  preach  metaphorically,  figuratively  or  para*  ' 
bolically,  you  mus'n't  take  me  just  as  I  say,  but  just  as  I  mean.  Dotft 
pervert  my  meaning  ever,  and  get  things  wrong  end  about,  as  an  Old 
rum  drinker  did  once,  when  he  wanted  to  so  say,  over  a  resolution  to 
drink  nothing  but  wine,  *  the  spirit  is  willing  but  the  flesh  is  weak,'  and 
said,  *  the  flesh  is  willing  but  the  spirit  is  weak.'  So  pull  the  cotton  out 
of  your  ears,  and  harken  unto  my  words.  We  all  know,  my  friends, 
that  the  silk- worm  lays  its  eggs  and  dies ;  and  so  it  is  with  Nature — 
she,  also,  drops  her  ovaries  upon  the  ground,  and  crawls  into  her  an 
nual  sepulchre.  She  is  now  expiring  upon  her  autumnal  couch,  and 
her  faded  wardrobe  lies  scattered  about  in  every  room,  closet  and  cor 
ner  of  the  universe.  Her  summer  glories  are  fading  fast  away,  but  she 
goes  smiling  down  to  the  grave,  and  blushes  at  the  approach  of  the 
bridegroom,  Death,  as  a  young  and  beautiful  bride  blushes  before  the 
hymenial  altar,  and  over  the  tomb  of  her  past  virgin  delights.  Ere  she 
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breathes  her  last,  the  pine,  the  hemlock,  the  mountain  fir  and  the  laurel, 
shall  twine  together,  and  crown  her  withered  brow  with  an  evergreen 
wreath,  which  shall  flourish  through  the  long  gloom  of  winter,  like  the 
bays  of  faith,  which  the  Christian  wears,  untouched  and  untouchable  by 
the  hoar  frosts  of  time.     Not  long  ago  the  infant  flowers  sucked  at  the 
breast  of  Spring  and  quietly  snoozed  in  their  mossy  cradles,  fanned  by 
the  balmiest  of  breezes ;  then  Summer  comes — dresses  them  in  frocks 
of  deeper  green — nurtures  them,  like  a  kind  mother,  beneath  her  foster- 
ing  care,  and  sees  them  arrive  at  maturity :  but  where  are  they  now  ? 
They  are  dying  of  age  and  the  yellow  jaundice — they  have  lived  their 
appointed  time,  which  is,  in  common  with  that  of  the  human  tribe,  just 
long  enough  to  propagate  their  species.     Yes,  my  friends,  the  rose  has 
cohabited  with  the  rose — the  male  and  female  pumpkin  blossoms  have 
slept  together  beneath  the  same  leaf — yea,  every  little  flower  has  ac 
complished  the  great  aim  of  its  existence,  and  is  now  going  the  way 
of  all  vegetables.     There  is  a  moral  to  this,  and  I  want  you  to  reflect 
upon  it,  for  you  are  a  reasoning,  if  not  a  reasonable  set,  and  can  pick 
out  the  few  grains  of  wh'eat  from  the  chaff  of  my  discourse,  just  as  well 
as  to  have  me  do  it  for  you ;  but  don't  be  too  smart.     I  detest  egotism 
and  vanity,  as  a  cat  does  a  wet  floor.     I  know  there  are  some  vain  fools 
in  this  world,  who,  after  a  long  incubation,  will  hatch  out  from  the  hot 
bed  of  pride  a  sickly  brood  of  furzy  ideas,  and  then  go  strutting  along 
in  the  path  of  pomposity,  with  all  the  self-importance  of  a  speckled  hen 
with  a  black  chicken.     I  have  an  antipathy  to  such  people — and  my 
antipathies  are  bound  together  with  iron  hoops — they  can't  be  broken. 
Oh !  that  July  thunder  would  loan  me  its  lungs  in  order  that  I  might 
proclaim  to  the  world  how  I  despise  a  man  whose  boiler  is  so  over 
strained  with  the  steam  of  self-conceit  that  his  superiors  in  mind  and 
intellect  must  give  way  before  the  everlasting  clangor  of  his  wordy  trip 
hammer  !     Oh !  that  I  had  the  wizard  power  to  straddle  a  broom-stick, 
and  ride  from  Patagonia  to  the  butt-end  of  Time,  to  blast  the  fair  pros 
pects  of  his  posterity,  and — stop !     I'll  take  that  back  before  you  swal 
low  it — it's  a  little  too  savage  :  at  any  rate,  I  don't  like  such  a  man — 
enough  said.     But  I  find  I  am  running  off  the  track  of  my  text. 

My  dear  friends !  there  is  a  charm  in  the  mild  days  of  autumn  that 
tranquilizes  my  old  soul  and  mellows  the  heart  down  to  the  substance 
of  a  fall  pippin !  These  days  are  fast  gathering  round  us,  Soon  the 
glorious  Indian  summer  will  come,  with  breathless  silence,  to  set  the 
house  of  Nature  in  order,  for  she  shall  die  and  not  live.  Then,  angels 
of  mildness  shall  wave  their  blue  handkerchiefs  from  the  lower  balco- 
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nies  of  heaven,  while  the  versicolored  mountains,  like  dying  dolphins, 
are  mingling  their  crimson,  yellow  and  purple  with  the  russet  of  the 
rocks.  Then  the  patridge  shall  drum  for  joy  apon  his  favorite  log— 
the  rabbit  skip  and  dance  upon  the  faded  carpet  of  the  grove— the  little 
squirrel  shell  his  nuts  in  contentment  upon  the  hickory  bough,  and  every 
creature  rejoice  that  Providence  deigns  to  favor  it  with  a  few  glori 
ous  days  of  grace  to  prepare  them  for  the  long  gloom  of  winter.  Oh ! 
the  mildest  day  of  autumn  seems  to  coax  heaven  itself  down  to  implant 
a  rapturous  kiss  on  the  blushing  cheek  of  earth,  and  send  a  thrill  of  ec- 
stacy  through  the  very  heart  of  the  universe !  My  friends — Pomona 
has  brought  aprons  full  of  her  choicest  apples  and  emptied  them  upon 
the  old  women's  fruit  tables  at  the  corners  of  the  streets  ;  the  more 
crabby  ones  she  grinds  up  to  make  hard  cider  for  the  whigs  ;  the  sickle 
of  Ceres  has  been  put  to  the  golden  grain  ;  bottle-nosed  Bacchus  sits 
loafing  by  the  way  side,  feasting  on  grapes  and  wine,  and  Nature's  ta 
ble  is  loaded  down  with  the  rarest  of  luxuries.  To-morrow  the  festi 
val  will  be  over ;  the  leaves,  stems  and  scattered  fragments  will  be 
strewn  over  the  fields  in  the  wildest  confusion— but  they  wont  lie  there 
long.  No,  Boreas,  with  his  zephyr  broom,  will  sweep  them  all  into  the 
corners  of  the  fences,  and  keep  on  sweeping  till  the  white  napkin  of 
winter  is  spread  for  the  season. 

My  friends — when  you  see  the  verdure  of  the  trees  all  fading,  just 
think  how  soon  your  cabbage  heads  will  wilt  and  decay  beneath  the  au 
tumnal  frosts  of  age.  Look  at  my  flaxen  capsule  and  calculate  accord 
ingly.  When  you  see  the  leaves  falling  to  the  ground,  one  after  another, 
dead  as  a  door-latch,  think,  I  beseech  you,  upon  the  frailty  of  human 
life,  and  live  as  though  you  expected  Death  to  knock  at  the  door  of 
your  miserable  hovels  every  moment.  When  you  behold  the  peace, 
the  loveliness  and  the  glory  with  which  autumn  expires,  just  say  to 
yourselves  :  Thus  is  the  last  hour  of  the  good  man  encircled  with  the 
iris  of  hope,  while  the  golden  rays  of  happiness  shine  through  the  win 
dows  of  eternity,  and  a  sweet  voice  whispers  in  his  soul's  ear,  that  the 
morning  of  immortality  has  dawned,  and  breakfast  is  ready.  So  mote 
it  be! 
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NUMBER    IV. 

»  : .       . .  . 

ON    THE    BEAUTIES    OF    EVENING    TWILIGHT. 

TKT.— Methinks  it  were  no  pain  to  die, 
On  such  an  eve,  when  such  a  sky 

O'ercanopies  the  west ; 
To  gaze  my  fill  on  yon  calm  deep, 
And,  like  an  infant,  sink  to  sleep 

On  earth,  my  mother's  breast. 

-         •  -       .  '•;.'•'• 

There's  peace  and  welcome  in  yon  sea 
Of  endless  blue  tranquility — 

Those  clouds  are  living  things : 
I  trace  their  veins  of  liquid  gold, 
I  see  them  solemnly  unfold 

Their  soft  and  fleecy  wings.— GLUCK. 

MY  HEARERS- — If  you  don't  say  that  my  text  is  most  magnificently 
beautiful,  then  there  is  no  poetry  in  your  heads,  nor  music  in  your  souls. 
I'm  a  pretty  good  judge  of  horseflesh,  but  a  better  judge  of  poetry ;  and 
I  solemnly  declare  that  you  can't  find  in  the  whole  sweep  of  the  Eng 
lish  language  such  beautiful  simplicity,  and  at  the  same  time  such  easy- 
winged  sublimity  as  it  contains.  I  feel  as  if  it  were  a  subject  too  sa 
cred  to  be  hacked  up  by  my  buck-saw  eloquence  ;  but  I  have  laid  it  on 
the  altar  of  sacrifice,  and  must  do  the  deed. 

My  dear  friends — as  to  whether  it  is  actually  a  pain  to  die,  is  more 
than  I  can  tell,  as  I  never  have  died  in  my  life,  and  am,  therefore, 
not  experienced  in  the  business  ;  but  when  I  come  to  philosophise  on 
the  matter,  I  am  pushed  into  the  belief  that  always  more  or  less  pain  is 
felt  when  the  soul  and  body  are  compelled  to  dissolve  partnership,  and 
leave  their  accounts  to  be  settled  up  by  the  Great  Arbitrator  of  all  human 
affairs.  I  know  that  nature  will  struggle  for  a  hold  upon  existence  till  the 
very  last ;  and  if  the  spirit  is  loth  or  afraid  to  depart,  it  makes  it  ten  times 
as  bad.  On  the  other  hand,  when  the  soul  has  grown  weary  of  the 
world,  tired  of  its  time-shattered  tenement,  and  longs  to  be  away — then, 
my  hearers,  is  the  pain  of  dissolution  lessened.  When  Hope  and  Faith 
— those  twin  sisters  of  love — descend  from  heaven  to  invite  the  mother 
Spirit  to  tea,  Nature's  fretful  babe  falls  gently  asleep  in  the  cradle  of 
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the  grave,  and  there  sweetly  slumbers  till  lifted  out  by  the  arras  of  Im 
mortality. 

My  friends — a  calm  summer's  evening  does  considerable  toward 
coaxing  the  spirit  of  man  from  its  earthly  home.  When  twilight  throws 
down  its  witching  smile,  the  soul  flutters  to  be  released  from  its  com 
fortless  cell — to  break  the  bondage  of  a  sorrowing  exile,  and  return  to 
its  own  native  realms.  Oh!  there  is  something  so  fascinating  in  the 
first  blush  of  evening,  just  after  the  sun  has  shaken  his  last  golden  fea 
thers  upon  the  hill-tops  !  It's  enough  to  make  a  man  strip  off*  his  jac 
ket  of  mortality,  and  swim  the  gulf  of  death,  for  the  sake  of  reaching 
the  splenderiferous  splendors  that  decorate  the  opposite  shore !  I  have 
seen  some  evening  twilights,  my  friends,  that  take  the  shine  off  of  every 
thing  below,  and  clap  on  a  few  extra  touches  of  their  own.  I  have  sat 
and  admired  the  western  firmament,  when  it  seemed  as  though  ten  thou 
sand  dye-pots  of  glory  had  been  upset  in  the  chamber  of  heaven,  while 
their  gorgeous  contents  leaked  through  and  stained  the  fleecy  clouds  be 
neath  with  colors  not  to  be  mocked  with  the  daubing  pencil  of  art. 
Then  my  imagination  would  take  wings  and  play  truant  up  aloft,  like 
a  wayward  child  ;  but  always  sure  to  return  with  a  sprig  of  comfort, 
plucked  from  the  evergreen  of  ideality.  Oh !  there  is  inviting  peace 
in  yon  ocean  of  blue  tranquility !  I  can't  look  upon  it  without  feeling 
my  suspenders  stretch.  I'm  sure  if  they  were  to  give  way,  I  should  go 
up  like  a  balloon,  and  leave  nothing  but  my  breeches  and  boots  be 
hind  !  Those  clouds  are  living  things.  The  lesser  ones  are  gold-fish, 
swimming  about  in  the  celestial  sea.  The  larger  ones  are  the  dying 
dolphins  of  heaven,  disclosing  new  beauties  with  every  wave  of  the  fin, 
and  brightening  as  they  expire  in  the  dark  billow  of  night.  Below 
them  is  the  mud  of  corruption,  in  which  we,  poor  mortals,  lie  morally 
rotting  ;  but  above  them,  my  hearers,  is  an  eternal  sky  of  purity.  There, 
no  lightnings  flash — no  thunders  roll — no  tempests  lower — no  angry 
elements  pick  quarrels  with  one  another,  and  kick  up  rows  in  the  sa 
cred  attic  of  the  universe.  All,  all  there  is  continual  peace  and  quiet 
ness.  It  is  an  immense  region  of  glory — broader  than  it  is  long,  and 
longer  than  a  streak  of  sunshine.  Its  boundaries  have  never  yet  been 
laid  down  on  the  chart  of  human  conception,  and  never  will  be.  It 
wont  answer  for  a  child  to  think  of  it ;  for  the  thought  of  a  full  grown 
man  has  to  stop  and  rest  by  the  way  a  hundred  times ;  and  then  it  is 
apt  to  get  forever  lost  in  such  a  wilderness  of  immensity.  There  are 
millions  of  worlds  all  rolling  there  in  their  respective  circumdicumferen- 
ces — one  a  piece  for  all  the  inhabitants  that  ever  lived,  or  ever  will  live. 
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But  I'll  tell  you  what,  my  friends  ;  you  may  never  be  lucky  enough 
to  lodge  on  a  single  one  of  them  if  you  don't  behave  yourselves  proper 
ly,  and  leave  off  cutting  up  such  didos  as  you  do.  You  love  money 
too  well :  you  worship  the  earth  for  a  god,  and  the  things  belonging  to 
it :  you  are  too  fond  of  cheating— and  I  have  no  doubt  but  you  would 
cheat,  if  you  could,  your  Maker  out  of  six  or  seven  years  of  existence : 
but  you  can't  come  it.  There  is  a  stick  stuck  up  where  each  of  your 
graves  are  to  be  dug,  and  there  is  no  removing  it.  So  make  the  most 
of  life  while  you  have  it,  and  brush  up  a  little  hereafter.  Put  up  the 
ladder  of  Faith  against  yon  golden  cloud  ;  let  deeds  of  honesty  and 
uprightness  prop  it  at  the  bottom,  and  your  way  to  happiness  is  com 
pleted  at  once.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER  V. 

ON  THE  LANGUAGE  OF  NATURE. 

TKZT. — And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt, 

Finds  tonguea  in  trees,  hooka  in  the  running  brooks, 
Sermons  in  atones,  and  good  in  every  thing.— SHAK>PBAIK. 

Mr  HEARERS — Life  may  derive  many  useful  and  moral  lessons  by  turn 
ing  carefully  over  the  leaves  in  the  great  encyclopedia  of  Nature. — 
Every  thing,  from  a  grain  of  sand  on  the  sea"  shore,  up  to  the  universe 
itself,  is  capable  of  imparting  knowledge  to  even  wiser  heads  than  mine. 
Good  can  be  extracted  from  evil,  and  evil  from  good,  however  absurd 
and  preposterous  the  notion  may  seem  to  your  ideas  of  matters  and 
things  in  general.  Here  is  a  potatoe  that  I  have  brought  with  me  in 
my  pocket  for  the  purpose  of  illustrating  the  foundation  of  my  discourse. 
A  potatoe,  as  you  all  know,  is  a  good,  nutricious  article  of  food,  and  is 
in  general  use,  not  only  among  Irishmen,  but  among  other  civilized  and 
enlightened  nations ;  and  it  never  was  known  to  kill  a  man  unless  he 
happened  to  swallow  one  whole.  Now,  you  would  naturally  suppose 
that  pure  milk  might  just  as  easily  be  squeezed  out  of  a  brick-bat  as  that 
whiskey  could  be  drawn  out  of  this  potatoe  ;  but,  my  friends,  in  this  you 
would  err.  Enough  whiskey  can  be  obtained  from  a  bushel  of  potatoes 
to  exftunctificate  a  full-grown  man  and  a  boy.  Thus  evil  cometh  out 
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of  good — and  in  like  manner,  good  can  be  drawn  out  of  many  other 
substances  that  are  evil  in  their  natures.  So  much  for  the  philosophi 
cal  part.  Now  I  will  commence  fiddling  on  the  moral  string.  You  be 
hold  those  trees,  yonder,  waving  their  green  mantles  in  the  gentle 
breezes  of  the  south.  Well,  they  have  a  language  too  plain  to  be  mis 
understood,  even  by  the  truant  school  boy  who  don't  know  his  great  A. 
It  is  neither  Dutch  nor  Greek,  but  plain  English.  They  whisper,  au 
dibly,  that  the  spring  and  summer  of  man's  existence  are  crowned  with 
the  brightest  of  verdure — that  then  he  flourishes  in  the  genial  atmos 
phere  of  hope  and  love,  while  ambition,  like  a  cucumber  vine  upon  the 
garden  fence,  sticks  in  its  young  tendrils,  and  braves  the  rough  blasts 
of  misfortune.  Look  at  them,  again,  when  that  old  codger  autumn  has 
squirted  his  yellow  dye-stuff  on  their  beautiful  drapery,  and  they  will 
tell  you  how  soon  that  life  must  put  on  the  pale  jacket  of  decay,  and 
sit  shivering  in  the  hoar  frosts  of  age.  You  can  find  carved  upon  the 
adamantine  rocks  of  the  mountain  the  name  of  Omnipotence,  and  tho 
floods  of  time  can  no  more  cflace  it  than  the  negro  can  wash  himself 
white  with  the  pump  water  of  Gotham.  The  mild  zephers  waft  the 
perfume  of  flowers  into  the  windows  of  the  gay — then  come  the  wintry 
tempests,  to  burst  open  their  nectarine  cells,  and  bear  their  sweetness 
away  forever — allbrdmg  this  lesson  to  man :  that  the  purse  of  his  gol 
den  joys  which  he  doats  upon  to-day  may  be  snatched  from  him  to-mor 
row,  and  leave  him  a  pauper  on  the  parish  of  heaven.  Go  down  to  the 
wave-washed  strand  where  the  sea-shells,  cast  from  the  false  bosom  of 
the  ocean,  are  left  decaying  upon  the  beach,  and  you  can  read  how  spu 
rious  Friendship  has  often  left  her  unfortunate  votaries  to  perish  in  the 
withering  sirrocco  of  w*ant — administering  no  comfort  to  the  frantic 
mourner,  Despair,  as  she  stands  wailing  over  the  death-couch  of  Hope. 
There  is  a  lesson  for  you,  my  friends !  and  if  you  can't  or  wont  learn 
it,  you  are  as  stupid  as  a  man  made  of  shingles  and  shavings,  and  ob 
stinate  as  a  hog  in  harness.  Go  into  the  hall  where  fiddling,  frolicking 
and  dancing  enliven  the  midnight  hour — where  roses  are  wreathed,  and 
the  red  wine  flows,  and  tho  pale  sweat  oozes  from  the  white-washed 
brow  of  Beauty — and  there  you  may  learn  how  sad  are  the  after  claps 
that  merriment  and  jollity  invite.  Take  a  peep  in  there  just  before  they 
burst  up — when  the  gentlemen  are  dancing  a  Bacchus  reel,  and  the 
crimsoned  cheeks  of  the  ladies  begin  10  grow  pale  in  streaks — when 
the  roses  have  fallen  from  their  hair,  and  false  teeth  and  false  whiskers 
lie  kicked  about  on  the  floor — and  then  say,  if  you  can,  that  there  is 
not  something  taught  here.  Ay — the  scroll  of  vanity  is  unrolled  before 
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you,  and  in  flaming  capitals  you  may  read  how  false  and  how  fleeting 
are  earthly  pleasures  when  courted  at  the  shrine  of  fashion  and  folly. 

My  dear  friends— let  us  go  to  the  running  brooks,  and  read  on  their 
silvery  pages  how  pure  morality  flows  on  through  the  vale  of  iniquity 
untarnished  by  the  vices  that  beset  it  in  its  course.  The  brook  that  si 
lently  meanders  among  the  filthy  bogs  of  the  meadows,  and  yet  reflects 
the  calm  blue  sky  from  its  lucid  breast,  is  truly  an  emblem  of  that  beauti 
ful  damsel,  Virtue,  upon  whose  heart  the  very  image  of  heaven  is  indel- 
libly  stamped.  There  is  a  meaning  and  a  moral  to  every  thing :  and  O ! 
it  is  delightful  to  ponder  over  the  various  inscriptions  on  the  inanimate 
objects  of  Nature,  or  to  go  out  from  the  public  haunts  of  two-legged 
rascals  and  hold  a  friendly  chit-chat  with  the  more  interesting  portion 
of  God's  creatures.  The  language  of  frogs,  grasshoppers  and  katy-dids 
is  not  all  Greek  to  me  by  half  a  dozen  idioms.  I  can  understand  them 
like  a  book  ;  and  break  my  spectacles  if  I  haven't  learnt  from  them  that 
this  world  never  tumbled  itself  together,  but  was  rolled  into  its  globular 
form  in  tho  plastic  palm  of  Omnipotence  ;  but  not  from  a  patent  ma 
chine,  like  the  universal  pills  of  the  present  day.  There  are  sermons 
in  stones.  They  preach  loud  to  every  passer  by  who  hath  ears  made 
to  hoar,"and  not  for  ornament,  like  those  of  a  jackbottom's.  The  stones 
of  the  grave-yard  preach  not  to  the  sleeping  congregation  below,  but  to 
the  grief-shot  mourners  who  go  there  to  probe  anew  the  wounds  that 
forgetfulness  has  partially  healed.  These  stones  are  the  boundary 
marks  between  time  and  eternity,  beyond  which  is  a  disputed  territory 
claimed  by  all  denominations  of  Christians,  and  also  claimed  by/ione. 
They  are  erected  upon  human  mould,  and  convey  a  solemn  lesson  to 
vain,  mortal  man.  They  tell  him  that  his  last  earthly  home  is  the  dark, 
cold  sepulchre — that  he,  too,  must  don  the  white  night-gown  of  death, 
and  lie  down  to  sleep  upon  a  couch  of  clay,  and  from  which  there  is  no 
getting  up  to  breakfast — that  his  own  body  shall  add  nourishment  to  the 
long  grass  that  \vaves  on  the  graves  of  his  fathers,  and  that  his  chil 
dren's  children  shall  pile  up  stones  to  distinguish  the  sacred  dirt  of 
mortality  from  the  common  dust  of  the  fallow. 

Now,  my  dear  friends!  the  time  will  soon  come  when  we  shall  all 
be  crushed  beneath  the  iron-shod  foot  of  the  monster  Death — so  let  us 
try  to  take  lessons  of  good  from  every  object  around  us,  so  that  the 
night  of  the  grave  may  not  come  upon  us  and  find  us  with  scarcely  a 
two-pence  worth  of  oil  in  our  cans.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER    VI. 

ON    LOVE ITS    MISCHIEFS    AND    ITS    KVANESBNCE. 

TRXT.—Love  is  witty, 

Love  is  pretty, 
Love  is  charming  while  it's  new ; 

But  it  soon  grows  old, 

And  waxes  cold, 
And  fades  away  like  the  morning  dew. — ANON. 

Mv  HEARERS — There  is  no  mistake  about  Love's  being  pretty,  coaxing 
and  fascinating ;  but,  for  all  this,  it  is  awfully  dangerous  stuff  to  med 
dle  with.  No  one  ought  ever  to  approach  it,  unless  he  is  provided  with 
a  box  of  matrimonial  pills  ;  for  it  exhales  such  delicious  poison  that  a 
body  isn't  aware  of  danger  till  the  disease  has  reached  its  climax :  and 
then  the  only  way  to  eradicate  it  will  be  to  take  a  warm  bath  at  the 
altar  of  Hymen,  and  forever  after  keep  sipping  of  the  iced  water  of 
matrimony — or  else  take  an  injection  of  pistol  powder  at  once,  and  be 
certain  of  a  cure.  Oh !  my  heart  sinks  clear  into  my  trowsers*  pocket 
when  I  think  of  all  the  mischief  that  Love  has  stirred  up  in  this  amora- 
cious  world !  Go  ask  those  shattered  wrecks  of  humanity  who  are 
now  swarming  in  our  lunatic  asylums,  what  it  was  that  fired  the  city  of 
their  senses — drove  Reason  from  her  throne,  and  spread  anarchy  over 
the  vast  empire  of  the  mind — and  they  might  answer  truly :  Love,  the 
tyrant  Love !  Behold  the  miserable  sot,  suffering  a  self-matyrdom, 
with  the  liquid  fire  of  damnation  starting  through  his  carbuncle  nose ! 
Ask  him  why  he,  in  the  prime  of  life,  is  about  to  throw  himself  upon 
the  funeral  pyre  of  his  hopes,  and  appear  fuddled  at  the  bar  of  Judg 
ment  ?  and  he  will  say,  it  is  all  for  love !  Go  read  upon  the  stones  of 
yonder  church-yard  how  many  of  Love's  victims  have  been  consigned 
to  the  dark  chambers  of  death,  and  have  taken  the  worms  of  the  clod 
as  their  bosom  companions !  Behold — lovers  are  weeping  upon  the 
very  turf  beneath  which  lovers  are  sleeping.  I  grieve  for  the  sleepers, 
and  O  !  my  friends,  I  tremble  for  the  weepers  !  They  are  made  of  soft 
material — kisses,  tears,  saw-dust  arid  soft  soap — and  heaven  only  knows 
how  soon  they,  too,  may  dissolve  and  amalgamate  with  their  original 
clay. 
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My  friends !  methinks  I  can  see,  through  the  spectacles  of  imagina 
tion,  a  folorn  specimen  of  decayed  feminine  beauty  wandering  over  the 
sea-shore  cliffs  at  midnight.  She  cuts  a  pretty  figure,  I  don't  think, 
with  her  long  hair  streaming  in  the  wind,  tattered  frock,  cat-owl  eyes, 
and  nothing  but  bare-foot  on  her  feet.  Now  she  sings  a  wild  ditty  to 
the  moon,  and  anon  calls  franticly  on  one  who  cannot  hear — and  I  doubt 
whether  he  would  if  he  could.  Poor  thing !  Kate  is  crazed !  She  let 
her  tender  passion  run  away  with  her  senses,  shoes  and  stocking,  shim 
my  and  all — and  now  see  what  she  is !  Girls,  do  you  hear  that  ?  Be 
ware — beware !  But  to  return.  Love,  like  the  boy's  candy,  is  too 
good  to  last  long.  Soon  after  marriage  it  is  apt  to  grow  cold,  and  fade 
away  from  the  full-blown  blossom  of  the  heart,  as  fades  the  morning 
dew  from  the  damask  corolla  of  the  rose ;  but  before  the  affections  are 
bound  in  the  nuptial  wreath,  there  is  no  danger  of  Love's  dying  a  na 
tural  death.  On  the  contrary,  he  becomes  more  and  more  obstinate  in 
his  attacks,  and  will  hang  on  like  an  eel  to  a  dead  'possum.  I  advise 
you,  my  young  congregation,  to  beware  of  piano-forte  music  and  moon 
light  evenings,  if  you  have  a  touch  of  the  tender  lurking  about  your 
vitals ;  for  they  are  sure  to  call  that  little  rascal  Cupid  forth  in  quest  of 
prey ;  and  when  he  comes,  your  breasts  are  made  pin-cushins  of,  less 
than  no  time.  He  shoots  his  arrows  with  unerring  aim  as  he  flies,  and 
mocks  at  the  agonies  of  his  wounded  victims.  He  is  the  mischief- 
making  child  of  Venus,  that  artful  daughter  of  Jove,  who  used  to  sport 
her  golden  chariot,  drawn  by  sparrows,  over  the  fleecy  clouds  of  heaven 
— whose  railroad  track  down  to  Olympus  consisted  of  the  rainbow. 
She  was  the  mother  of  all  flirts,  and  created  more  trouble  in  the  courts 
of  love  than  ever  Lucifer  kicked  up  in  the  temple  of  righteousness. 
But  she  is  dead  now,  and  her  son  Cupid  reigneth  in  her  stead. 

My  dear  young  friends — you  must  contrive  to  love  moderately  if  you 
wish  to  have  it  last  long,  and  not  grow  cold  with  the  wane  of  the  honey 
moon — just  as  Mrs.  Dow  and  I  did  when  she  was  pretty  Miss  Betsy 
Wheeler.  We  didn't  squander  all  our  affections  amid  the  foolish  ex 
travagancies  of  courtship,  but  let  off  little  at  a  time,  and  they  conse 
quently  lasted  the  longer.  Like  cattle  that  masticate  their  food  a  se 
cond  time,  so  we,  till  the  day  that  death  brought  in  a  bill  of  divorce  in 
her  favor,  could  sit  beneath  the  bowers  of  connubial  happiness,  and 
chew  the  cud  of  our  first  love  over  and  over  again.  Why  don't  you  do 
likewise,  and  thus  ensure  many  days  of  comfort  and  happiness,  rather 
than  dry  up  the  fountain  of  future  attachment  by  indulging  for  a  short 
time  in  scorching  ecstacy.  Moderation  should  always  be  your  guide 
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in  the  affairs  of  love — no  matter  whether  that  love  he  sexual,  fraternal, 
alcoholical  or  spiritual.  By  drinking  too  deep  from  the  cup  of  either 
you  become  intoxicated,  and  are  soon  compelled  to  swallow  the  bitter 
dregs  of  wo  and  despair.  It  is  a  melancholly  truth  that  I  have  even 
known  persons  to  become  so  inebriated  with  the  love  of  religion,  that 
their  reason  has  left  them  in  disgust,  and  sought  an  asylum  in  the  de 
sert  region  of  no  where  ;  but.  the  love  of  morality,  virtue  and  honesty  is 
subject  to  no  such  excesses,  and  the  stronger  your  affection  for  them  is, 
the  wiser  and  happier  you  must  be — I  don't  care  who  says  to  the  con 
trary  ;  but  in  your  love  for  the  sexes,  plumb  pudding  and  spurious  holi 
ness,  be  careful — be  moderate  !  and  you  may  make  it  hold  out  till  you 
are  borne  to  that  land  where  love  never  fades  away  nor  even  waxeth 
old.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    VII. 

ON    CRUELTY    TO    ANIMALS. 

TEXT. — Aa  I  walked  out  by  the  light  of  the  moon, 
So  merrily  singing  this  old  tune, 
I  came  across  a  big  racoon 

A  hitting  on  a  rail, 
And  sleeping  very  Bound. 

At  this  old  'coon  I  long'd  to  peep, 
Because  he  was  so  fast  asleep  ; 
So  up  to  him  I  gently  creep, 
And  catch  him  by  the  tail, 
And  pull  him  on  the  ground. — POPULAR  SONG. 

MY  HEARERS — We 'find  it  recorded  on  the  page  of  sacred  history,  that 
man  shall  hold  dominion  over  the  beasts  of  the  field  and  the  fowls  of 
the  air — and  so  ho  does,  with  a  vengeance  that  is  sickening  to  mercy, 
revolting  to  humanity  and  frightening  to  crows.  What  is  man  more 
than  a  'coon  that  he  should  set  his  arms  akimbo,  and  stick  his  elbows 
clear  through  both  sides  of  creation,  exclaiming :  The  whole  earth  is 
mine,  and  all  that  inherit  it  must  succumb  to  the  puissance  of  the  almighty 
mandate  of  my  will  ?  Yes,  I  ask,  why  is  it  that  he  should  do  this, 
while  the  very  worms  at  his  feet  are  peeping  from  the  clods  and  laugh- 
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ing  him  to  scorn,  saying :  Old  chap,  you  may  crow  and  triumph  in  your 
vanity,  but  the  time  will  come  when  we  will  make  oat  meal  of  you  and 
your  household,  just  as  we  have  breakfasted  upon  the  flesh  of  your 
forefathers.  Man  is  nothing  more  than  a  lump  of  dirt  in  the  scale  of 
animated  nature,  and  when  he  dies  he  mingles  his  ashes. with  those  of 
the  reptiles  of  the  earth ;  and  I  feel  well  assured  that  even  Professor 
Silliman  himself  could  not  pick  out  two  panicles  of  once  organized  dust, 
and  swear  that  this  is  reptiferous  and  that  human.  It  is  true  that  man 
is  endowed  with  intellect  and  reason,  which  is  denied  the  beasts  ;  but 
this  only  adds  a  thicker  coat  of  shame  to  the  disgrace  of  wantonly  mo 
lesting  or  torturing  them  while  they  are  quietly  snoozing  in  the  comfort 
able  lap  of  Nature  who  provides  for  them  with  maternal  tenderness  and 
care,  as  being  her  first-born,  and  legitimately  entitled  to  her  love  and 
protection.  If  cats  and  dogs  do  sometimes  come  to  tooth  and  claw  with 
each  other,  and  kick  up  bloody  rows,  we  can  forgive  them,  because 
they  know  no  better ;  but  for  reasoning  man  to  purposely  crush  the  in 
sects  in  his  path  beneath  his  high-heeled  boots  of  arrogance,  or  to  an 
noy  dumb  animals  in  any  manner,  is  wholly  inexcusable,  and  he  ought 
to  suffer  for  it.  He  should  take  a  lesson  from  what  Uncle  Toby  said 
when  he  opened  the  window  and  told  the  poor  fly  to  go,  for  the  world 
was  wide  enough  for  him  and  it.  Why,  my  friends,  I  believe  that 
'coons,  skunks  and  'possums  are  the  true  aborigines  of  America — the 
real  natives  of  Columbia's  soil — that  they  have  a  better  right  to  its  un 
limited  possession  than  either  you  or  1  have  ;  and  it  is  a  hard  case  that 
they  should  be  chopped  up  and  made  soup  of  by  a  blood-thirsty  race  of 
savage-civilized,  carniverous,  two-legged  beings. 

My  friends — this  venerable  old  'coon,  alluded  to  in  my  text,  it  ap 
pears,  was  soundly  sleeping  upon  his  favorite  rail,  in  the  silvery  light 
of  the  moon,  and,  perchance,  sweetly  dreaming  of  his  lady-love  who 
was  far,  far  away.  There  he  was,  quietly  reposing  in  his  own  valley 
of  contentment,  while  the  wings  of  the  zephyrs  brushed  the  balmy  dew 
drops  from  the  leaves  upon  his  chestnut  pillow — aye,  upon  the  very 
spot  which  contained  the  bones  of  his  ancestors,  and  which  had  been 
bequeathed  him  by  the  God  of  nature.  He  felt  himself  secure  upon  his 
elevated  couch,  and  yet  whenever  he  thought  upon  his  latter  end,  he 
was  fearful  that  thereby  hung  a  tail,  which  might  prove  a  plague  to  his 
peace :  and  so  it  turned  out — for,  ere  the  midnight  moon  had  reached  the 
climax  of  her  ambition,  a  wandering  loafer,  full  of  wine,  mirth  and  mis 
chief,  crept  slyly  up,  and  laying  hold  of  the  posteriorial  ornament  of 
the  poor  defenceless  'coon,  hauled  him  upon  the  ground  and  abused  him 
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in  such  a  ruffianly  manner,  that  he  was  glad  to  escape  with  a  bunged 
eye  and  bloody  nose.  What  business  had  he  to  pull  the  inoffensive 
'coon  by  the  tail  while  his  carcase  was  unprotected  by  his  senses,  which 
were  drowned  in  oblivious  slumber  ?  How  would  you,  my  friends,  like 
to  be  served  in  the  same  way.  Ah  !  you  would  squeal  for  vengeance, 
and  invoke  ten  thousand  curses  upon  the  head  of  him  who  did  it.  Such 
inhumanity  is  steeped  in  the  deepest  dye  of  censure,  and  places  a  con 
temptible  grease  spot  upon  the  bright  escutcheon  of  a  civilized  commu 
nity.  It  appears  to  me  that  because  the  sins  of  the  human  race  are 
visited  upon  after  generations,  you  want  to  make  innocent  'coons  be 
come  responsible  for  a  portion  of  them,  since  they  have  no  iniquities  of 
their  own  to  answer  for.  O,  shame,  where  didst  thou  get  so  much 
cheek ! 

But,  my  dear  friends,  this  poor,  persecuted  old  ?coon  is  still  living  in 
the  sunshine  of  a  wide-spread  fame  and  undying  honor.  While  his 
brethren  are  every  day  falling  victims  to  relentless  politicians,  and  the 
skins  of  his  kindred  hang  parching  on  the  gable  ends  of  log  cabins,  he 
is  allowed  to  roam  abroad  in  the  green  cornfield  of  freedom,  venerated 
and  respected  by  all.  When  the  time  shall  draw  nigh  for  him  to  take 
his  gray  hairs  down  to  the  grave  in  peace,  he  will  glory  in  the  consola 
tion,  that,  although  he  once  lost  a  comfortable  snooze  by  a  wallopping, 
still  he  gained  immortal  renown  by  a  cruel  and  unjust  -persecution.— 
Beware,  my  friends,  how  you  torment  creatures  beneath  you  because 
they  are  not  endowed  with  the  gift  of  the  gab,  and  have  no  way  of 
manifesting  all  the  tortures  they  feel.  I  shall  raise  my  leather-lined 
lungs  in  their  defence.  I  sha'n't  even  permit  you  to  treat  them  as  you 
do  one-another ;  for  they  are  worthy  of  more  respect  and  decency.  As 
my  friend  Mr.  Morris  would  say,  so  say  I  : — Old  'coon,  while  I've  a 
hand  to  save,  a  loafer  shall  harm  thee  not ;  and  I  otter  the  same  pro 
tection  to  the  whole  quadruped  kingdom,  from  a  tit-mouse  up  to  the  be 
hemoth  himself. 

My  friends — wherever  you  make  tracks  upon  the  sandy  desart  of 
life,  let  Mercy  lead  you  with  her  rosy  bands  of  love,  and  your  paths  to 
the  grave  shall  not  be  wholly  barren,  neither  shall  the  sun  of  existence 
go  down  in  the  midst  of  the  dark,  boding  clouds  of  doubt.  So  mote 
it  be! 
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NUMBER    VIII. 


ON  THE  PROGRESS  OP  IMPROVEMENT. 

TEXT.—  Come  bright  Improvement  on  the  car  of  Time, 

And  rule  the  spacious  world  from  clime  to  clime  ; 
Thy  handmaid  Art  shall  every  wild  explore, 
Trace  every  wave,  and  culture  every  shore. 
On  Erie's  banks,  where  tigers  steal  along, 
And  the  dread  Indian  chants  his  dismal  song  — 
Where  human  fiends  on  midnight  errands  walk, 
And  bathe  in  brains  the  murderous  tomahawk—- 
•      There  shall  the  flocks  on  thymy  pastures  stray, 

And  shepherds  pipe  at  summer's  opening  day.—  CAMPBELL. 

Mr  HEARERS  —  The  spirit  of  improvement  in  the  arts,  sciences,  agri 
culture  and  commerce,  is  going  ahead  like  wild  fire  on  a  prarie,  and 
there  is  no  end  to  it  —  no  stopping  it  —  no  such  thing  as  a  goal  of  per 
fection.  But  before  I  proceed  further,  allow  me  to  remark,  that  we 
don't  improve  in  every  thing  quite  so  fast  as  we  think  we  do  :  if  we 
did,  we  men  should  all  have  become,  ere  this,  gods,  barely  lacking  om 
nipotence,  and  the  women  angels,  without  wings.  The  world  is  too  apt 
to  think  that  every  new  feather  in  the  cap  of  Fashion  —  every  new  wheel 
in  the  complicated  machinery  of  Art  —  every  deriliction  from  the  plain 
paths  our  fathers  trod  —  are  all  decided  improvements  ;  but  the  idea  is 
jao  more  correct  than  a  wooden  watch.  What  we  gain  on  the  one  hand, 
my  friends,  we  often  lose  oae  the  other  —  and  so  things  remain  in  statue 
quo,  as  the  lawyers  say.  For  instance,  as  we  improve  intellectually 
and  mechanically,  we  digress  morally  ;  for  (I  hate  to  say  it,  but  it  must 
come  out)  moral  corruption  and  wealthy  refinement  have  ever  inhabited 
together  the  splendid  palaces  of  the  East,  and  are  even  now  co-dwellers 
in  the  costly  mansions  of  the  West.  In  short,  half  of  our  modern  im 
provements  amount  to  no  more  than  would  an  attempt  at  making  a  rope 
longer  by  cutting  a  piece  from  one  end  and  tying  it  on  the  other. 

But,  my  dear  friends,  I  mean  to  speak  of  the  spirit  of  improvement 
in  general  terms,  as  relating  to  enlightenment,  the  advancement  of 
knowledge,  and  progress  in  the  arts  and  sciences.  In  this  respect,  it 
is  like  the  rolling  avalanche,  that  leaves  detached  portions  of  its  bulk 
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by  the  way,  and  yet  keeps  augmenting  in  its  circumvolutionary  course. 
Hardy  Enterprise  first  goes  forward  as  a  pioneer  in  the  untracked  wil 
derness,  and  commences  fight  with,  the  mighty  trees  of  the  forest,  cut 
ting  them  olT,  some  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  others  in  a  green  old  age, 
and  compelling  them  to  spill  their  sap  upon  their  country's  soil.  Then 
walks  Agriculture  into  them  'ere  diggins,  with  spade,  harrow  and  hoe, 
and  scatters  the  seed  of  promise  hither  and  thither,  assuring  the  hope 
ful  settler  that  his  children's  children  shall  sop  their  hard-earned  crumbs 
in  the  real  gravy  of  the  land.  The  hand-maid  Art  then  comes  forward, 
erects  edifices  of  splendor,  and  leaves  her  ornaments  of  skill  on  every 
side — builds  studios  for  the  scholars  of  science,  and  throws  facilities  in 
their  way  for  increasing  their  wisdom,  or  for  making  egregious  fools  of 
themselves. 

Such,  my  hearers,  is  the  spirit  of  improvement.  Like  the  overflow 
ing  of  o  stream  that  covers  and  enriches  the  valley,  it  betters  the  na 
tural  and  social  condition  of  man,  opens  wide  the  avenues  to  the  tem 
ple  of  reason,  and  expands  the  young  buds  of  prosperity.  Brush  away 
the  fog  of  a  couple  of  centuries,  and  take  a  look  at  this,  our  native  land, 
as  it  then  appeared.  Here,  upon  the  Atlantic  shore  the  scream  of  the 
panther  arose  on  the  midnight  air  with  the  savage  war-whoop,  and  the 
pale-faced  pilgrim  trembled  for  the  safety  of  his  defenceless  home.  He 
planted  his  beans  in  fear  and  gathered  them  in  trouble — his  chickens 
and  his  children  were  plundered  by  the  foe — and  life  itself  was  in  dan 
ger  of  leaking  out  from  between  the  logs  of  his  hut,  even  if  it  were 
fortified  with  three  muskets,  a  spunky  wife  and  a  jug  of  whiskey.— 
Yes,  my  friends,  this  was  then  a  wild,  gloomy  and  desolate  place. 
Where  the  Indian  squaw  hung  her  young  papoose  upon  the  bough  and 
left  it  to  squall  at  the  hush-a-by  of  the  blast,  the  anglo-saxon  mother 
now  rocks  the  cradle  of  her  delicate  babe  on  the  carpet  of  peace,  and 
in  the  gay  parlor  of  fashion.  The  wild  has  been  changed  to  a  blooming 
garden,  and  its  limits  are  expanding  with  the  mighty  genius  of  Liberty. 
On  Erie's  banks  the  flocks  are  now  straying  o'er  thymy  pastures,  and  a 
few  Dutchmen  (but  no  shepherds)  are  already  piping  there.  The  yells 
of  fierce  savages  now  faintly  echo  from  beyond  the  waters  of  the  Mis 
sissippi,  and  the  time  is  not  far  off  when  the  last  Indian  will  leave  his 
bones  to  bleach  on  the  rock-bound  coast  of  the  Pacific. 

My  hearers — this  damsel  Improvement,  who  drives  ahead  so  on  the 
car  of  Time,  is  working  astonishments  in  this  little  world  of  ours  ;  but 
I  believe  the  day  will  come,  as  it  has  before,  when  one  single  pun0  from 
the  bellows  of  Fate  will  sweep  all  her  fancy  work  into  the  dust-pan  of 
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oblivion,  and  leave  her  to  commence  anew,  even  as  the  rough  gale 
snaps  the  frail  cordage  of  the  spider's  morning  task,  leaving  him  to  be 
gin  again,  under  the  protecting  bankrupt  law  of  nature. 

To  conclude,  my  dear  friends,  permit  me  to  remark  that  all  outward 
improvements  are  of  but  little  real  use  to  man  and  benefit  to  the  world, 
unless  the  internal  arrangements  are  improved  also.  I  don't  mean  such 
internal  improvements  as  arise  from  plumb  puddings,  pork  and  beans, 
beef  steak  and  other  etceteras ;  but  such  as  spring  from  a  proper  cul 
ture  of  the  heart.  It  is  the  mind  that  needs  improving  the  first  of  all ; 
because  on  that  hook  are  hung  our  characters,  our  honors,  and  our  ever 
lasting  happiness.  It  is  contemptuous  folly  for  us  to  take  so  much  pains 
in  titivating  o(T  the  perishable  things  around  us  with  the  ornaments  of 
art  while  the  intellect  remains  an  uncultivated  waste,  overgrown  with 
the  rankest  weeds  of  depravity.  There  is  too  much  spurious  morality 
in  the  market,  and  it  ought  to  be  detected.  If  you  were  to  shut  yourselves 
up  in  the  dark  dungeons  of  your  own  souls  for  a  few  moments,  and 
there  be  haunted  by  the  demons  of  vice  that  frequent  them,  I  am  sure 
you  would  struggle  to  break  loose  from  their  horrors,  and  court  the 
friendship  of  the  fair  goddess,  Virtue,  whose  abiding  place  is  earth,  but 
whose  home  is  beyond  the  regions  of  the  sun,  eternal  in  the  heavens. 
So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    IX. 

ON    DESPAIR. 

. 

TEXT. — Despair  is  never  quite  despair, 

Nor  life  nor  death  the  picture  closes ; 
And  round  the  shadowy  brow  of  care, 
Will  Hope  and  Fancy  twine  their  rotes. — HBNANS. 

Mv  DEAR  friends — That  wretched  infidel,  Voltaire,  once  said  that  the 
Almighty  couldn't  make  hills  without  valleys.  This  may  be  all  true 
enough,  in  a  philosophical  sense,  but  then  he  had  no  business  to  have 
said  it ;  for  it  is  the  very  cream  of  sauciness,  and  showed  that  he  hadn't 
religion  enough  in  his  soul  to  keep  it  from  putrefaction  three  days  after 
death.  Without  calling  in  question  the  powers  of  the  universal  Archi- 
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tect,  we  know  full  well  that  hills  are  not  made  without  valleys ;  so  in 
like  manner  are  the  loftiest  summits  of  Hope  surrounded  by  the  deepest 
ravines  of  Despondency.  The  whitest  foam  dances  upon  the  darkest 
billow,  and  the  stars  shine  the  brightest  when  surrounded  by  the  black 
est  of  thunder  clouds,  even  as  a  diamond  pin  glistens  with  the  greatest 
effulgence  when  fastened  upon  the  ebony  bosom  of  an  Ethiopian  wench. 
So  hope  mirrors  its  most  brilliant  rays  in  the  dark  wave  of  despair,  and 
happiness  is  never  so  complete  as  when  visited  occasionally  by  the 
ministers  of  misery.  These  ups  and  downs  in  the  pathway  of  man's 
existence  are  all  for  the  best,  and  yet  he  allows  them  to  vex  and  tor 
ment  his  peace  till  he  bursts  the  boiler  of  his  rage,  and  scalds  his  own 
toes.  I  have  no  doubt  but  the  common  run  of  people  would  like  to 
have  a  railroad  built  from  here  to  the  grave,  and  go  through  by  steam  ; 
but  if  they  all  worked  as  easy  in  life's  galling  collar  as  I  do,  they  would 
have  things  just  as  they  are :  some  ups  and  some  downs — some  sweet 
and  some  bitter — some  sunshine  and  some  storm ;  because  they  consti 
tute  a  variety.  I  wouldn't  give  a  shinplaster  penny  to  have  the  road 
of  existence  perfectly  level ;  for  I  should  soon  become  tired  of  a  dull 
sameness  of  prospect,  and  make  myself  miserable  in  the  idea  that  I 
must  experience  no  material  change,  either  for  better  or  for  worse.— 
Plumb  pudding  is  most  excellent  stuff  to  wind  off  a  dinner  with ;  but 
all  plumb  pudding  would  be  worse  than  none  at  all.  So  you  see,  my 
friends,  the  trouble  and  and  trials  of  life  are  absolutely  necessary  to  en 
able  us  to  judge  rightly  of  genuine  happiness,  whenever  it  happens  to 
enliven  the  saturnine  region  of  the  heart  with  its  presence.  If  we  ne 
ver  were  to  have  our  jackets  and  shirts  wet  with  the  cold  rain  of  mis 
fortune,  we  should  never  know  how  good  it  feels  to  stand  out  and  dry 
in  the  warm  rays  of  comfort.  You  needn't  hesitate  ever  to  travel 
through  swamps  of  trouble,  for  fear  of  sinking  over  head  in  the  mud  of 
despondency ;  for,  as  my  text  says,  despair  is  never  quite  despair.-— 
No,  my  friends,  it  never  comes  quite  up  to  the  mark  in  the  most  despe 
rate  cases.  I  know  the  prospects  of  man  are  sometimes  most  torment- 
Hi  gly  conglomerous  ;  but  the  clouds  eventually  clear  away,  and  his  sky 
again  becomes  clear  and  quiescent  as  a  basin  of  potatoe  starch.  His 
sun  of  ambition  may  be  darkened — his  moon  of  memory  turned  to  blood 
— and  the  star  of  his  peace  blotted  from  the  firmament  of  his,  I  don't 
know  what :  but  he  is  not  entirely  a  gone  goose  even  in  this  situation. 
Those  semi-celestial  angels  of  light  and  loveliness,  Hope  and  Fancy, 
will  twine  the  sweetest  of  roses  round  his  care-wrinkled  brow  ;  and 
while  one  whispers  in  his  ear,  '  don't  give  up  the  ship,'  the  other  dresses 
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Up  for  him  a  bower  of  future  happiness,  and  festoons  it  with  the  choicest 
of  elysian  flowers.  The  very  darkest  cell  of  despair  always  has  a 
gimlet  hole  to  let  the  glory  of  hope  shine  in,  and  dry  up  the  tears  of 
the  poor  prisoner  of  wo.  Despair  is  never  quite  despair,  even  with  the 
wretched  culprit  who  stands  trembling  on  that  fickle  frame-work  which 
overlooks  the  dark  empire  of  eternity.  His  taper  of  hope  and  the  can 
dle  of  life  are  both  snuffed  out  together,  before  the  demon  of  despair 
bellows  in  his  ear  that  mercy  has  left  the  earth  forever,  and  winged  her 
flight  upward  to  plead  for  him  in  the  all-supreme  court  of  heaven.  My 
friends  !  in  yonder  whited  sepulchre  for  the  living,  called  the  Egyptian 
Tombs,  is  a  miserable  young  man,  whose  youthful  fingers  are  yet  stain 
ed  with  the  precious  blood  of  a  fellow  kin  ;  and  who,  I  fear,  is  destined 
soon  to  go  into  the  presence  of  his  Maker  ornamented  with  a  necklace 
of  hemp.  He  turned  up  his  nose  at  morality  :  he  associated  with  soap- 
locks,  and  partook  of  their  vices:  he  crushed  the  infant  buds  of  virtue 
as  they  sprang  up  at  his  feet,  and  wallowed  in  the  mire  of  licentious 
ness.  His  New  Year's  sun  of  1840  looked  upon  him  with  a  blood 
shot  eye,  and  that  of  1840-something  will  probably  shine  upon  his  ig 
noble  grave.  The  mercy  that  was  denied  his  murdered  victim  is  now 
denied  him.  There  he  sits,  in  his  solitary  cell,  shut  out  from  the  light 
of  heaven,  and  from  the  sympathy  of  the  world.  His  pet  poodle  cares 
ses  him  with  a  suspicious  look,  and  his  little  canary  sings  a  melancholy 
dirge  for  him  in  advance.  Now,  with  grim-jawed  death  staring  him  in 
the  face,  he  doesn't  begin  to  think  of  despairing — not  he.  His  hopes 
are  engaged  in  a  pugilistic  set-to  with  lu's  fears,  arid  he  considers  the 
chances  balanced.  I  don't  know  but  all  he  cares  for  is  to  live  through 
November  next,  and  then,  if  the  right  candidates  be  elected,  he  can  die 
in  glory,  and  go  hurrahing  out  of  the  world  with  a  vengeance.  Oh  !  I 
pity  him,  whether  any  body  else  does  or  not ;  for  I  can't  help  it.  My 
heart  is  very  spongy,  and  always  full  of  the  juice.  I  trust  he  will  not 
place  too  much  confidence  in  that  gay  deceiver,  Hope,  but  be  prepared 
for  the  worst  accident  that  may  happen. 

My  dear  friends  !  you  can  all  render  despair  comparatively  light  and 
trifling  by  just  living  as  you  ought — morally,  piously,  temperately — by 
minding  your  own  business,  and  not  fall  to  deeply  in  love  with  neither 
the  girls  nor  the  riches  of  this  world  :  by  keeping  out  of  debt  among 
yourselves,  and  not  run  up  too  large  a  score  with  your  Maker.  Mind 
these  trifles,  and  your  way  to  peace  and  happiness  is  as  smooth  as  ivory 
and  as  straight  as  a  pickerel.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER    X. 

ON    BEAVTY. 

TEXT. — Nought  under  heaven  BO  strongly  doth  allure 

The  sence  of  man,  and  all  his  minde  possesse, 
As  beauties  lovely  baite,  that  doth  procure 
Great  warriours  oft  their  vigour  to  represse, 
And  mighty  hands  forget  their  manlinesse ; 
Drawne  with  the  powre  of  an  heart-robbing  eye, 
And  wrapt  in  fetters  of  a  golden  tressc, 
That  can  with  melting  plcasuance  molifye, 
Their  hardened  hearts  cnur'd  to  blood  and  cruelty.—- SPENCER. 

MY  HEARERS — I.  suppose  that  all  of  you  have  often  felt  the  despotic 
power  of  Beauty,  and  have  had  your  obdurate,  adamantine,  calcined 
hearts  softened  down  by  its  omnipotency  to  the  yielding  substance  of  a 
pan-cake.  That  which  appertains  to  the  flesh,  is  most  arbitrary  and 
soul-fretting  in  its  influence  ;  but  that  which  belongs  to  Nature  alone — 
such  as  fills  the  whole  universe  with  its  allurements — is  calculated  ra 
ther  to  inspire,  and  raise  the  thoughts  up  to  that  concentrated  essence 
of  Beauty  which  sparkles  with  loveliness  from  the  beginning  to  the  end 
of  the  end.  I  shall  dwell  first  upon  the  beauties  of  nature  ;  but,  as  saith 
the  auctioneer,  I  can't  dwell  long,  for  my  discourse  must  be  condensed 
into  one  column  of  the  Sunday  Mercury,  beyond  which  limit  I  am  sel 
dom  allowed  to  trespass. 

My  dear  friends — it  matters  not  upon  whichsoever  side  we  turn  our 
eyes,  we  behold  such  beauty  in  its  primitive  nakedness  as  cannot  fail 
to  captivate  the  heart  of  every  true  worshipper  of  the  God  of  Nature, 
and  make  him  feel  as  though  ten  thousand  pismires  were  crawling  up 
and  down  the  ossified  railway  of  his  back.  Look  at  yonder  myriads 
of  stars  that  glitter  and  sparkle  from  the  dome  of  heaven's  high  concave  ! 
Say,  is  there  not  beauty  in  these  ?  Aye,  there  is  beauty,  magnificent 
in  these  little  celestial  trinkets  that  stud  the  ebon  brow  of  Night — shi 
ning,  as  they  do,  like  a  multitude  of  beacon  lights  of  glory  in  the  blue 
black  of  eternity,  or  like  so  many  cats'  eyes  in  a  windowless  garret. 
Observe  the  silvery  moon,  pale-faced  Cynthia,  wandering  Luna,  or 
whatever  you  choose  to  call  her — see  how  gracefully  she  promenades 
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the  self-same  path  which  was  laid  out  for  her  at  the  beginning  of  the 
world,  and  deviates  not  a  particle  from  it,  although  she  has  been  mali 
ciously  termed  the  strumpet  of  the  planets.  Look  at  the  resplendent 
sun.  See  how  it  has  maintained  its  unsullied  brightness  through  the 
rust-gathering  ages  of  time.  Not  a  single  thread  has  been  lost  from 
its  golden  fringe,  and  not  even  a  fly  speck  has  marred  its  splendor  ;  but 
is  to-day  the  same  beautiful,  lovely  object  that  it  was  when  it  first  burst 
upon  Paradise,  and  rolled  back  the  darkness  of  chaos  into  the  unknown 
regions  of  no  where.  There  is  beauty  at  sun-set.  "Who  can  look  at 
all  the  glories  of  an  autumnal  twilight  and  not  have  the  furze  upon  his 
hands  rise  up  in  rapture  !  O,  it  is,  by  all  odds,  the  grandest  and  subli- 
mest  picture  in  the  great  academy  of  Nature  !  At  the  festooned  gates 
of  the  West,  angels  of  peace  and  loveliness  have  furled  their  purple 
wings  and  are  sweetly  sleeping  with  their  heads  upon  pillows  of  amber, 
overcanopied  with  curtains  of  damask  and  crimson,  tempting  poor  mor 
tals  like  us  to  climb  up  the  ladder  of  imagination  and  steal  kisses  by 
the  bushel !  When  the  morning,  too,  as  my  friend  Hudibras  observes, 
like  a  boiled  lobster  begins  to  turn  from  brown  to  red,  there  is  beauty 
of  the  tallest  order.  Yes,  when  Aurora  hangs  out  her  red  under  gar 
ment  from  her  chamber  window,  prepares  her  perfumed  toilet,  and 
sweeps  out  the  last  speck  of  darkness  from  the  oriental  parlor,  there  is 
such  blushing  beauty  resting  upon  the  eastern  hill  tops  as  cannot  fail  to 
be  appreciated  by  any  one  whose  heart-strings  are  not  composed  of  cat 
gut  and  horse  hair. 

My  friends — I  speak  of  these  beauties  of  Nature  because  they  are 
unadorned,  and  consequently  are  the  most  beautiful.  You  might  hang 
a  necklace  of  diamonds  round  the  sun,  and  extra  jewel  the  stars — but 
would  they  appear  more  lovely  ?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  You  Gothamitcs  by 
dwelling  upon  these  may  receive  good,  and  have  your  ferocious  tempers 
completely  subdued ;  but  I  don't  want  to  have  any  thing  to  do  with  your 
down-east  Yankees.  I  have  understood  that  their  hearts  are  so  inclined 
to  wooden  nutmegs  and  singing  psalms,  that  they  have  no  idea  at  all  of 
the  sublime  and  beautiful.  They  wont  believe  what  I  tell  them,  be 
cause  of  their  stiff-neckedness.  I  do  think  that  if  an  angel  were  to 
come  down  from  heaven  and  swear  upon  a  wagon  load  of  comic  alma 
nacks  that  what  I  preach  is  true,  they  wouldn't  believe  it  any  the  sooner. 
Let  them  go. 

Now,  my  friends,  I  am  about  to  speak  of  beauty  where  it  exercises 
almost  unlimited  control  over  the  hearts  of  men.  It  is  when  it  is  con 
centrated  in  lovely  woman — when  it  flashes  from  her  dark  eye — when 
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it  lurks  in  her  raven  ringlets — when  it  mingles  with  the  rose  of  her 
cheek  and  the  lily  of  her  brow.  By  it  kings  have  been  brought  upon 
their  marrow  bones  at  the  foot  of  their  thrones — warriors  have  been 
spurred  on  to  battle,  and  kept  from  it  by  having  their  hearts  wrapt  in 
fetters  of  a  golden  tresse — young  biped  tigers  have  been  transmografied 
into  peaceable  lambs,  and  their  blood-thirsty  appetites  forever  allayed. 
But,  my  young  friends,  you  must  also  beware  of  a  beautiful  woman. 
She  is  a  snake  that  has  the  power  to  charm  such  fledglings  as  you ;  and 
when  you  are  once  captivated  you  are  a  gone  case.  The  delicious 
poison  which  you  drink  from  her  eye,  acts  as  a  stupifying  opiate  to 
your  reason  and  lets  the  passions  rush  recklessly  into  the  wilds  of  un 
restraint.  I  admire  a  pretty  female  face  and  figure  as  much  as  any  one  ; 
but  unless  they  are  unadorned  by  the  flummery  of  fashion  and  fancy 
shops — unless  the  heart  is  a  casket  for  the  gems  of  purity  and  truth— 
they  never  can  catch  this  old  bird.  O,  my  friends !  the  real  queen  of 
beauty  is  Miss  Morality.  Court  her  as  much  as  you  like,  but  don't  set 
up  after  midnight  to  do  it — walk  in  her  garden,  and  cull  the  flowers  of 
peace  and  contentment — tread  upon  her  trail  even  to  the  dividing  line 
between  time  and  eternity,  and  you  will  pay  the  debt  of  nature  respec 
tably,  and  in  the  full  hopes  of  a  glorious  reward.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER  XI. 

ON  DISCONTENT MAN  EVER  DESIROUS  OF  CHANGE. 

TKXT. — *  I  would  not  live  always — I  ask  not  to  stay 

Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  tho  way.' 

MY  HEARERS — The  word  always  means  from  everlasting  to  everlasting, 
through  all  eternity,  and  clear  into  the  middle  of  forever  and  ever.  If 
you  can't  put  on  sufficient  cogitative  steam  to  carry  the  car  of  Imagina 
tion  through  this  long  journey,  you  can  find  out  easily  enough  by  a  little 
reflection,  that  it  is  no  short  distance  from  one  end  of  always  to  the 
other.  It  is  such  an  eternal  jaunt  that  before  we  got  half  way  through 
it,  we  should  grow  weary  of  pleasure,  and  sigh  for  the  privilege  of  com 
mitting  suicide.  But  man  is  never  contented :  he  is  a  fretful  babe  of 
trouble  and  care,  and  he  will  continue  to  worry  and  fret,  no  matter  how 
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pretty  are  the  playthings,  or  how  sweet  the  lullabies,  with  which  Hea 
ven  essays  to  please  him.  He  will  sometimes  fret  merely  because  he 
can  find  nothing  to  fret  about.  If  he  were  bound  to  live  here  forever, 
he  would  fret  because  he  couldn't  die  and  go  to  the  other  world,  just 
for  a  change ;  and  now,  seeing  he  has  got  to  die,  and  no  two  ways 
about  it,  he  frets  like  a  caged  porcupine,  and  thinks  he  would  like  to 
live  always.  In  fact,  he  don't  know  what  he  wants,  no  more  than  Love 
did  when  he  first  felt  the  tender  passion,  left  his  roseate  bower,  and 
went  to  eating  thorough  wort,  thinking  he  had  a  touch  of  the  cholera 
inorbus.  Now,  my  friends,  if  we  had  been  made  up  and  warranted 
time  proof,  and  made  of  genuine  never-decaying  materials,  we  should 
consequently  have  been  forever  free  from  the  wear  and  tear  of  the 
thousand  and  one  petty  perplexities  that  rub  off  the  varnish  from  joy, 
and  knock  so  many  cogs  out  of  the  vast  wheel  of  life.  We  should  then 
have  no  occasion  for  clocks,  watches  and  other  time-pieces ;  for  our 
days  would  be  registered  in  the  same  book  with  our  Creator — our  years 
reckoned  with  his,  and  his  with  ours  :  the  sands  in  our  glasses  would 
run  through  all  eternity  without  the  necessity  of  changing  their  position, 
and  the  stream  of  existence  would  flow  on  with  the  same  pure  waters 
at  the  fountain  as  when  they  first  gushed  forth  from  tho  embryo  of 
chaos.  Centuries  might  then  be  numbered  with  the  sands  upon  the 
the  sea-shore,  passing  away,  as  single  grains  are  washed  off  with  the 
tide,  and  buried  in  the  oblivious  wave.  To  live  always,  then,  you  may 
see  is  no  joke  ;  unless  we  were  well  provided  for,  both  in  spirit  and 
body,  it  would  be  worse  than  to  lie  forever  digesting  in  the  bowels  of 
mother  earth.  My  dear  friends,  we  are  perishing  mortals,  and,  there 
fore,  can  have  no  reasonable  desire  to  live  always — especially  as  our 
soul's  garments  must  grow  worse  and  worse  rapidly,  like  a  shirt  washed 
with  potash,  and  soon  arrive  at  that  state  when  all  attempts  at  patching 
are  wholly  useless.  When  that  catterpillar,  Infancy,  has  just  eaten 
through  the  larvie  of  nonentity,  it  doesn't  know  but  this  world  is  its 
abiding  place  forever ;  and  even  after  it  becomes  the  youthful  butterfly, 
it  is  so  full  of  the  fond  anticipations  of  delight,  that  a  sublunary  eternity 
would  hardly  recompense  its  longings.  Yes,  the  youth,  I  know,  would 
like  to  live  always,  and  surfeit  on  the  sickening  sweets  of  this  world  ; 
but  ah !  perhaps  he  don't  know  how  soon  the  fair  flowers  that  grow  in 
the  garden  of  childhood  will  waste  their  perfume  upon  a  desert  air — 
how  their  sweetness  is  borne  up  with  the  morning  dew,  or  wafted  away 
in  the  gale  to  return  no  more  !  Perhaps  he  don't  know  how  soon  the 
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autumn  winds  will  strew  their  green  leaves  upon  the  ground,  or  send 
them  rustling  along  the  yellow  paths  of  age  !  Perhaps  he  don't  know 
that,  while  gathering  their  sweets,  he  may  imbibe  a  few  drops  of 
poison,  which  may  in  after  years  ulcerate  'upon  his  virtues,  and  per 
chance  render  him  a  sore-eyed  sucker  through  life.  Perhaps,  too,  he 
isn't  aware  that  the  wings  of  Joy  may  become  so  laden  with  the  honey 
of  early  dissipation,  as  to  be  wholly  incapable  of  flight  through  manhood 
— that  Beauty  may,  prematurely,  cease  to  nourish  her  roses,  and  the 
yellow  pond  lily  overspread  the  wan  cheek  of  Despair.  Then,  then,  I 
ask,  would  he  like  to  live  always  ?  No — nor  within  a  thousand  years 
of  it.  He  would  say :  Let  me  crawl  through  the  grave — leave  all  fol 
lies  and  vexations  behind  me — emerge  into  a  better  world — take  a  bot 
tle  of  experience  along  with  me,  and  try  the  game  over  again. 

My  friends — I  have  seen  about  enough  of  diis  world,  myself.  For 
scores  of  years  I  have  been  searching  every  nook  and  corner  for  some 
perennial  spring  of  happiness,  instead  of  which,  I  have  found  only  a 
few  flood-swollen  streamlets,  bearing  upon  their  surface  innumerable 
bubbles  of  vanity,  and  along  by  their  margins,  nests  of  young  humbugs 
are  continually  being  hatched.  I  have  drank  of  these  waters  nigh  un 
to  bursting,  and  always  departed  thirsty  as  ever  ;  for  a  draught  of  this 
world's  pleasure,  like  a  glass  of  grog,  only  whets  the  appetite  for  a  stif- 
fer  horn  next  time.  I  wouldn't  live  forever  upon  this  dirty  planet,  for 
a  mortgage  on  all  the  revenue  of  the  land,  and  a  promissory  note  for 
everlasting  peace  and  happiness — unless  I  could  become  young  again, 
and  have  nothing  to  do  but  lick  molasses  and  gather  boquets  of  joy  in 
the  elysian  fields  of  fancy.  I  have  been  kicked  about  like  an  old  hat 
— nearly  used  up  by  the  flagellations  of  Time,  and  am  now  feeling  the 
way  with  my  cane  down  to  the  silent  valley  of  death,  where  I  must 
soon  pile  up  my  poor  old  bones  in  the  mouldy  sepulchre ;  and  I  have 
no  doubt,  my  friends,  that  when  you  begin  to  grunt  beneath  the  burden 
of  age,  »,nd  find  storm  after  storm  rising  dark  o'er  the  way,  you,  too, 
will  bo  glad  to  quit  this  rust-gathering  world,  and  settle  down  for  eter 
nity  in  that  New  Jerusalem,  where  epidemics  are  unknown,  and  in 
which  sin,  sickness  and  sorrow  can  never  eater.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    XII. 

ON   MODERN    GENTLEMEN. 

TEXT.— Whom  do  we  dub  as  gentleman  ? 

The  knave,  the  fool,  the  brute— 
If  they  but  own  full  tithe  of  gold, 
And  wear  a  costly  suit. — ELIZA  COOK.     v 

MY  FRIENDS!  when  we  come  to  sort  out  the  vast  heap  of  humanity, 
belonging  to  the  he  creation,  we  find  that  three  separate  and  distinct 
piles  are  necessary  to  be  made — viz :  one  for  the  common  rubbish,  or 
loafers ;  another  for  the  spurious  gentlemen,  manufactured  by  tailors ; 
and  another  for  the  real  simon  pure  gentlemen,  wrought  from  heaven's 
best  material  by  the  all-skillful  hand  of  Omnipotence.  This  last  heap 
is  always  a  great  deal  smaller  than  the  other  two,  but  when  placed  in 
the  scales  of  real  worth  they  will  weigh  down  five  hundred  just  like 
them ;  and  it  is  upon  this  principle  alone  that  a  pound  of  lead  is  heavier 
than  a  pound  of  feathers.  The  drunken,  good-for-nothing  loafers  are 
no  gentlemen  at  all,  any  how  you  can  fix  it ;  and  those  who  are  tinkered 
up  of  broad-cloth,  buckram,  finger  rings,  safety  chains,  soft  soddcr, 
vanity  and  impudence,  are  no  gentlemen  either,  no  more  than  a  plated 
spoon  is  solid  silver  throughout.  They  are  only  so  called  by  the  fool 
ish  votaries  of  fashion — intended  as  a  cheat  and  a  dead  suck-in  for  the 
world's  great  market.  Why,  my  friends,  they  are  mere  walking  sticks 
for  female  flirts,  ornamented  with  brass  heads,  and  barely  touched  with 
the  varnish  of  etiquette.  Brass  heads,  did  I  say  ?  nay — their  caputs 
are  only  half  ripe  mushmellons,  with  monstrous  thick  rinds,  hollow 
within,  containing  the  seeds  of  foolishness  swimming  about  in  a  vast 
quantity  of  sap.  Their  moral  garments  are  a  double-breasted  coat  of 
vanity,  padded  with  pride,  and  lined  with  the  silk  of  urbanity ;  their 
other  apparel  is  all  in  keeping,  and  imported  fresh  from  Devil,  Beelze 
bub  &  Co's.  wholesale  and  retail  ready  made  clothing  establishment. 
Beneath  these  trappings  of  superciliousness  and  folly  may  be  found 
hearts,  rotting  in  the  scum  of  licentiousness,  and  as  much  blacker  than 
the  inner  surface  of  a  steamboat  pipe,  as  a  chimney  sweep  is  blacker 
than  the  mid-day  sun  in  the  heavens.  And  yet  these  over  blown  blad- 
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ders  of  iniquitous  show  are  called  gentlemen !  If  I  thought  I  numbered 
any  of  these  goats  in  my  flock,  I  would  preach  them  out  of  the  syna 
gogue  quicker  than  ever  lightening  chased  a  squirrel  down  a  hickory 
tree.  Bui  let  them  travel  off*  with  their  high-heeled  boots  of  self-con 
sequence  :  let  them  carry  their  bundles  of  dry  goods  down  the  Broad 
way  of  perdition :  let  them  flourish,  for  a  time,  like  poisonous  weeds 
upon  a  dunghill :  let  them  spit  upon  the  poor  beggar,  and  kick  his  dog, 
as  he  sits  perishing  at  the  golden  gate  of  oppulence :  let  them  get  so 
all  defyingly  stifl*  that  they  can't  bend,  like  a  young  sapling,  to  the  galo 
— and  they  will  find,  that,  should  the  storms  of  penury  beat  upon  their 
beavers,  they  will  snap  as  short  as  pipe  stems,  and  the  starch  will  eva 
porate  from  their  dickeys  of  pride  in  the  short  space  of  no  time  at  all. 
These  storms  will  most  assuredly  wash  out  the  gravel  from  the  founda 
tions  upon  which  their  humbug  qualifications  of  gentlemen  rest,  and 
down  they  will  fall,  to  be  reared  up  again  only  by  the  /hands  of  propi 
tious  fortune.  Yes,  my  friends,  I  say  let  them  go  about  thrusting  their 
spurious  certificates  of  honor  in  the  face  of  plain-clad  honesty;  but 
when  they  are  laid  low  in  the  dust  of  servile  dependence,  then,  I  guess, 
they  will  find  out,  for  a  certainty,  that  they  are  the  verriest  vermin  that 
ever  beslimed  the  paths  of  decent  society. 

My  friends — I  sha'n't  meddle  with  the  women  in  my  present  dis 
course,  because  they  were  never  intended  to  be  gentlemen.  Suffice  it 
to  say,  that  every  female  is  a  lady  in  the  parlor,  and  a  pot-sluer  in  the 
kitchen,  according  to  the  opinion  of  mankind  generally.  But  I  will  tell 
you  what  a  real  gentleman  is.  He  is  a  humble,  charitable,  philanthro 
pic,  honest,  upright  man — which,  you  all  know,  is  the  noblest  work  of 
God.  He  wears  the  ermine  robe  of  truth,  and  his  jeweled  star  is  his 
own  good  name :  he  weeps  over  the  widows  as  they  weep  over  the 
new-made  graves  of  their  husbands  :  he  feels  for  them  (in  his  pockets) 
when  they  are  compelled  to  gnaw  the  dry  crusts  of  adversity :  he 
pitches  pennies  into  the  laps  of  bare-footed  orphans,  and  pays  the  same 
respect  to  a  dog  with  a  muzzle  on  his  nose  as  to  one  with  a  gold  ring 
about  his  neck.  He  puts  no  molasses  on  his  tongue  to  attract  the  gild 
ed  flies  of  fashion,  nor  wounds  innocent  breasts  with  the  barbed  arrows 
of  slander.  He  venerates  the  gray  hairs  of  age,  and  leads  little  children 
by  the  hand  along  the  flowery  paths  of  virtue.  He  is  grave  with  the 
grave,  and  gay  with  the  gay,  but  never  burns  his  nose  in  the  fiery 
cup  of  dissipation,  nor  muds  his  trowsers  with  the  filth  of  lewdness. 
He  doesn't  frighten  four  days  out  of  February  by  joining  in  the  uproars 
of  Hard  Ciderites,  O.  Ks  and  Kinderhookers,  but  keeps  himself,  at  all 
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times,  as  quiet  as  a  clam  and  unoffending  as  a  kid.  Like  myself,  he 
dresses  plain,  neat  and  simple,  and  takes  more  care  to  adorn  his  immor 
tal  mind  with  the  laurels  of  learning,  than  to  rig  up  foolishly  that  clay- 
built  tabernacle,  the  body,Jtvhich  to-day  is  and  to-morrow  is  mingled 
with  the  common  rubbish  of  earth.  Such,  my  friends,  is  the  character 
of  a  genuine  gentleman  ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  that,  when  dame  Nature 
first  completed  one  of  the  kind,  she  came  near  bursting  her  corsets  with 
pride  ;  as  she  had  every  reason  to  be  proud  of  having  formed  a  mortal 
with  all  the  attributes  of  an  angel  destitute  of  wings. 

And  now,  my  dear  friends,  having  exhibited  to  you  the  difference 
between  mere  outside  show  and  internal  worth,  it  behooves  us  all  to 
doff  our  duds  of  vainness  and  pride,  and  put  on  the  clean  garments  of 
morality,  virtue  and  strict  integrity,  as  these  will  never  need  washing, 
nor  even  grow  thread-bare  through  the  countless  ages  of  eternity.  So 
mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER   XIII. 

ON  SINCERITY  AND  UNAFFECTED  SIMPLICITY. 

TEXT. — At  church  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace, 
His  looks  adorned  the  venerable  place  ; 
Truth  from  his  lips  prevailed  with  double  sway, 
And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff,  remained  to  pray. 
The  service  past,  around  the  pious  man, 
With  steady  zeal  each  honest  rustic  ran ; 
Even  children  followed,  with  endearing  wile, 
And  plucked  his  gown  to  share  the  good  man's  smile.— GOLDSMITH. 

MY  DBAR  friends — Don't  grow  bilious,  very  suddenly,  and  throw  up  all 
the  moral  food  I  have  given  you  for  a  long  time  past,  through  a  sicken 
ing  fear  that  I  am  going  to  meddle  with  religion  for  once ;  because  I 
intend  to  do  no  such  thing.  Preaching  the  gospel  isn't  in  my  line,  as  I 
have  said  before  :  I  could  do  it,  however,  on  a  pinch,  when  a  commu 
nity  is  hard  up  for  a  minister,  or  needs  some  extra  parson  power  to  get 
out  of  the  mire  of  sin  and  abomination — but  I  had  rather  not.  You 
have  had  preachers  of  the  gospel  among  you  from  time  immemorial : 
some  not  quite  so  good  as  they  should  be — some  a  little  better  than 
there  is  any  necessity  for — and  a  great  number  exactly  right— pure, 
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pious,  holy  and  intelligent,  whose  devout  hearts  glitter  in  the  bright  sun 
of  righteousness,  like  a  tin  roof  by  moonlight.  A  few  more  of  this  lat 
ter  class  wouldn't  do  much  damage  to  the  world.  The  first  sermon, 
my  friends,  ever  preached,  was  preached  by  the  devil  in  the  garden  of 
Eden,  to  all  the  inhabitants  in  the  world— but  a  slim  congregation  at 
that — consisting  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Adam,  and — I  believe  that's  all.  Mrs. 
A.  thought  it  full  of  eloquence,  beauty  and  truth,  and  came  near  falling 
in  love  with  the  spurious  preacher.  Mr.  Adam,  on  the  contrary,  didn't 
like  it  much — said  'twas  flat,  stupid  and  braggadocial,  and  tried  to  per 
suade  his  dear  wife  not  to  pay  any  attention  to  its  humbug  precepts  or 
invitations  ;  but  she  would  have  her  own  way,  (all  women  have  their 
own  way,)  and  now,  my  friends,  you  see  what  we  have  all  come  to! 
shattered  wrecks  of  piety !  almost  rotten  with  ruin !  and  were  it  not  for 
the  ministers  that  we  have  ever  since  been  obliged  to  employ,  we 
should  all  go  out  of  the  world  spiritual  bankrupts,  leaving  not  a  penny's 
worth  of  oil  behind,  for  posterity  to  trim  the  lamp  of  faith  with.  See 
ing  that  we  must  now  have  preachers  of  the  gospel,  they  ought  all  to 
take  pattern  from  the  one  described  in  my  text.  He  was  a  good  man, 
and  did  considerable  for  the  propagation  of  morals  and  murphies,  but 
a  vast  sight  more  for  the  eternal  salvation  of  Hibernian  souls.  The 
only  difference  between  him  and  me  is,  that  he  preached  truth  and  piety 
as  found  in  the  Bible,  whereas  I  preach  truth,  virtue  and  morality,  in 
terwoven  with  ideality,  sentimentality,  sublimity  and  homespun.  I  don't 
gather  my  materials  from  the  scriptures,  but  from  wherever  else  they 
may  be  found — either  in  the  great  storehouse  of  Nature  or  the  gay 
fields  of  Fancy.  Sometimes  I  clothe  myself  in  robes  of  light  and  love 
liness — take  the  wings  of  imagination,  and  soar  upward,  even  till  I  rub 
my  back  against  heaven's  high  dome.  There  I  brush  the  dews  of  in 
spiration  from  celestial  flowers,  revel  in  their  sweets,  and  then  return 
to  earth,  gladdened,  purified  and  refreshed.  Sometimes,  too,  I  conde 
scend  to  take  off  the  trowsers  of  fastidiousness,  and  wade  beyond  high 
water  mark  into  the  ponds  of  mud  and  mire,  to  fish  out  lilies  of  purity, 
for  your  own  dear  sakes.  Aye,  my  friends,  I  go  anywhere  there  is 
good  to  be  obtained — no  matter  whether  it  is  within  the  golden  walls 
of  Elysium,  or  among  the  offensive  gassworks  of  Pandemonium. 

My  hearers — -I  have  said  that  the  village  preacher  was  a  good  man. 
So  he  was — and  a  handsome  one  to  boot — for  his  natural  meekness 
and  modesty  adorned  the  place  of  worship  far  more  than  all  the  flum 
mery  that  ever  surrounded  the  pulpits  of  corrupted  taste  and  fashion  ; 
and  the  glory  that  radiated  from  his  silver  crown  lit  up  his  features 
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with  exalted  brightness  and  beauty.     Here,  again,  is  a  resemblance  to 
me,  as  you  all  know  ;  but  it  becomes  you  better  to  speak  of  that  than  I. 
I  think,  however,  that  I  can  pull  an  even  yoke  with  him,  with  regard  to 
mildness  and  meekness.     Gentleness  is  so  dissolved  in  the  vital  fluids 
of  my  corporacity,  that  it  will  and  must  predominate.     I  know  it  is 
easier  to  coax  a  pig  into  his  pen  with  an  ear  of  corn  than  to  drive  him 
with  a  cudgel.     No  personal  allusion,  my  friends,  permit  me  to  remark. 
Envy  nor  jealousy  shall  not  rest  in  this  old  bosom  of  mine.     I  often 
raise  a  female  angel  to  the  skies,  but  I  never  would  pull  one  down — 
even  if  I  saw  her  legs  sticking  through  Paradise,  and  could  jump  up 
and  catch  hold  of  them  just  as  well  as  not.     Like  the  venerable  man 
of  my  subject,  truth  from  my  lips  is  sure  to  prevail  with  double  sway, 
because  I  mix  it  with  a  little  soft  sodder,  and  pass  it  round  in  the  cup 
of  pleasantry,  offered  with  the  right  hand  of  fellowship.     Many,  very 
many  feather-brained  young  fools  have  come  to  hear  me  sentimentalize 
on  various  topics,  for  the  purpose  of  ridiculing  me  and  my  manner  ;  but 
when  I  came  to  launch  out  on  the  sublime,  O  mercy,  what  a  change 
would  come  over  the  spirit  of  their  intentions  !     Soon  they  would  be 
gin  to  lop  down,  straighten  out,  and  finally  wilt  all  away  beneath  the 
influence  of  my   electro-magnetic   eloquence !     Yes,   and  when  my 
weekly  discourse  is  finished,  they  all  gather  round  me,  each  anxious  to 
converse  about  sobriety,  virtue  and  morality,  and  the  best  method  of 
getting  snugly  through  this  world  of  care,  vexation  and  woe.     Little 
children  even  run  after  me  as  I  walk  the  streets,  pull  me  by  the  coat 
tail,  and  beg  me  to  smile  upon  and  protect  their  blessed  innocence  ;  arid 
I  reproach  them  not,  nor  turn  them  away  in  anger — only  when  they 
throw  stones  at  me. 

My  dear  hearers — you  well  know  the  amount  of  good  that  laborers  are 
working  in  the  religious  world,  and  I  take  it  for  granted  that  you  think 
me  of  some  value  in  the  moral  world.  Therefore,  let  us  all  go  on  to 
gether  in  peace,  love,  harmony  and  forbearance,  doing  all  the  good  we 
can,  till  I  am  called  upon  to  deliver  my  farewell  discourse  ;  when  I 
hope,  trust  and  believe,  that  you  will  all  come  forward,  and  thankfully 
acknowledge  that  the  labors  of  Dow,  Jr.  have  not  been  in  vain.  So 
mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    XIV. 

ON  SPRING. 

TCXT.— Again  the  wood,  and  long-withdrawing  vale, 

In  many  a  tint  of  tender  green  are  dressed, 
Where  the  young  leaves  unfolding,  scarce  conceal 

Beneath  their  early  shade,  the  half-formed  nest 
Of  finch  or  woodlark,  and  the  primrose  pale, 

And  lavish  cowslip,  wildly  scattered  round, 
Give  their  sweet  spirits  to  the  sighing  gale. — C.  SMITH. 

MY  HEARERS — Spring,  with  all  its  budding  beauties,  is  once  more 
among  us.  It's  had  a  pretty  tough  time  of  it  in  getting  a  foothold  this 
year.  It  has  advanced  and  retreated,  time  after  time,  like  a  weaver's 
shuttle  ;  but  it  is  here  now  in  prime  order,  waving  the  green  palm  of 
victory  over  the  silent  grave  of  Winter,  where  he  must  lie  till  the  resur 
rection  trumpet  of  Boreas  calls  him  forth  again.  In  the  mean  time  the 
lovely  virgin,  Spring,  comes  riding  up  from  the  sunny  south  in  her 
breezy  chariot,  drawn  by  a  pair  of  spangled- winged  Sylphs,  which  she 
fodders  with  rose  leaves  and  waters  with  nectar.  She  alights  from  her 
airy  carriage,  and  trips  up  and  down  the  Broadway  of  creation,  shaking 
butterflies  from  her  robe,  and  filling  the  whole  atmosphere  with  such 
perfume  as  can  only  be  purchased  of  the  apothecary  of  Nature.  She 
feels  as  proud  as  Lucifer,  with  her  new  green  slippers,  green  frock  and 
green  chapeau,  ornamented  with  violets,  buttercups  and  daisies,  which 
the  delicate  fingers  of  her  milliner,  Flora,  have  wrought.  She  cuts  a 
great  swell,  my  friends  ;  she  sticks  clear  out  at  the  corners — every  one 
falls  in  love  with  her,  and  she  plays  the  coquette  with  every  body  ;  and 
the  consequence  is,  she  never  gets  married.  She  flirts  away  the  days 
of  her  youth — laughs  at  the  hours  as  they  pass  by,  and  trifles  with  the 
moments  because  they  are  small.  She  soon  verges  into  ripened  wo 
manhood — grows  more  sedate,  and  shows  some  signs  of  repentance. 
She  no  longer  wishes  to  be  known  as  the  fickle  damsel,  Spring,  and  so 
calls  herself  Summer :  changes  her  dress  for  a  still  gaudier  one,  sticks 
a  new  feather  in  her  cap,  and  retires  to  her  shady  bower,  where  she  sits 
fanning  herself,  impatiently  waiting  for  somebody  to  come  and  woo. 
Enough  come  and  woo,  but  none  to  wed,  for  she  is  getting  past  her 
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prime :  all  her  blooming  charms  are  beginning  to  fade — her  raven  locks 
are  turning  gray,  and  she  is  fast  falling  into  what  the  poets  call  the  sere 
and  yellow  leaf.  She  is  now  the  old  maid  Autumn,  with  a  jaundiced 
countenance,  purple  under  the  eyes,  and  a  leather-like  look  round  the 
.mouth.  She  finally  goes  out  into  the  fields  to  die  like  an  old  horse, 
while  a  crow  from  the  pine  top  sings  a  dirge  to  her  memory.  Such, 
my  hearers,  is  the  personal  narrative  of  Spring.  I  don't  know  why  it 
is  that  I  am  so  apt  to  personify  every  thing ;  but  creatures  of  all  shapes 
and  forms  are  continually  dancing  in  the  sun-light  of  my  fancy,  and 
I  hail  them  as  they  appear.  The  wind  to  me  has  a  form  and  substance 
—there  is  a  ditty  in  every  breeze — the  stones,  trees,  brooks  and  rivers 
all  have  tongues — every  little  flower  whispers  a  language  that  I  under 
stand  :  I  build  houses  for  airy  nothing — coop  up  the  hours,  and  some 
times  catch  minutes  in  my  hat.  I  talk  to  things  inanimate  as  well  as 
to  animate  ;  and  not  un frequently  blow  up  the  moon  when  matters  don't 
go  right.  But  let  me  begin  anew. 

My  dear  friends — if  there  ever  is  a  time  when  we  should  feel  happy, 
gay  and  frolicksome,  it  is  in  mild,  gentle,  fair,  beautiful,  balmy,  lovely 
spring— when  the  fields,  hills,  woods  and  groves  are  weaving  themselves 
mantles  of  every  varied  tint  of  green ;  when  the  young  buds  swell  be 
neath  the  genial  showers  of  May,  the  same  as  our  hearts  ought  to  swell 
beneath  the  gentle  dews  of  heavenly  mercy  ;  when  vegetation  is  jump 
ing  into  a  joyful  existence  at  the  music  of  myriads  of  little  birds  that 
warble  forth  their  melodies,  just  as  natural  and  easy  as  a  pocket  organ ; 
when  the  doors  of  the  north  are  closed,  and  the  windows  of  the  south 
are  opened  to  ventilate  the  great  parlor  of  the  universe ;  when  every 
opening  blossom  gives  its  sweet  spirit  to  the  breeze,  and  the  warm  sun 
looks  down  from  its  high  Eden  above,  upon  ;t  lovely  Pariuliso  below. 
Yes,  my  friends,  then  is  the  time  for  mortals  to  feel  happy  and  content 
ed  ;  for  spring  whispers  peace  and  comfort  to  all ;  it  speaks  of  a  reno 
vation  of  decayed  joy,  and  tells  us  that  the  dull  winter  of  life  must  be 
broken  up  and  vanish  when  the  sun  of  immortality  shall  shine  over  the 
equinox  of  the  grave.  It  shows  us  that  the  earth  is  just  as  good  as  new, 
and  none  the  worse  for  the  wear  and  tear  of  numberless  by-gone  ages 
through  which  it  has  rolled :  that  not  a  spoke  has  been  lost  from  the  wheel 
of  nature — not  a  lynch-pin  gone — not  a  screw  loose,  nor  a  peg  missing, 
with  the  exception  of  the  lost  pleiade,  which  was  kicked  out  of  entity 
by  one  of  the  fiery  steeds  of  Pho?bus  when  they  ran  away  with  his 
apple  cart,  and  came  near  knocking  the  underpinning  out  from  the 
whole  universe.  O,  my  hearers!  Spring  is  the  very  shadow  of  a 
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brighter  and  a  better  world  than  this.  You,  whose  stomachs  have  not 
become  too  foul  with  eating  the  crude  apples  of  iniquity,  know  how  to 
enjoy  it,  and  may  feel  that  it  is  a  mere  taste  of  that  blissful  soup  which 
is  to  be  served  up  for  you  by  and  by.  ,  But  if  you  feel  joyous  and  hap 
py  here  for  only  a  few  short  months  at  a  skip,  only  think  what  that 
happiness  will  be  when  continued  on  through  all  eternity !  Eternity! 
why  you  don't  know  the  meaning  of  that  word,  nor  I  either,  hardly.  It 
is  forever  and  ever  and  ever,  and  five  or  six  everlastings  a-top  of  that. 
You  might  place  a  row  of  figures  from  here  to  sunset,  and  cypher  them 
all  up,  and  it  wouldn't  begin  to  tell  how  many  ages  long  eternity  is. 
Why,  my  friends,  after  millions,  billions  and  trillions  of  years  had  rolled 
away  in  eternity,  it  would  then  be  a  hundred  thousand  years  to  break 
fast  time !  O,  I  can  give  you  no  idea  of  it  further  than  to  say,  that 
you  can  be  happy  all  that  time  if  you  have  only  a  mind  to  try  for  it — 
happier  than  spring  can  make  you  hero.  All  you  loafers  who  lie,  cheat, 
swear,  play  cards,  chew  tobacco,  drink  rum,  and  love  money  better  than 
you  do  one  another,  live  in  perpetual  winter  of  discontent  and  misery, 
and  no  eternal  spring  will  ever  dawn  upon  your  heads ;  for  there  are 
no  virtuous  seeds  in  your  hearts  that  require  a  vernal  suif  to  sprout 
them  ;  and  as  for  your  vices,  they  will  all  soon  become  forever  ice 
bound  in  the  frosty  chains  of  death.  Heed  what  I  say,  alid  turn  ye 
from  your  evil  ways,  so  that  when  '  Spring  shall  visit  the  mouldering 
urn,''  something  more  than  the  sordid  dust  of  sin  can  be  gathered  there 
from.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    XV. 

ON    COWARDICE. 

TKXT. — He  that  fights  and  runs  away, 

May  live  to  fight  another  day. — ANON. 

MY  HEARERS — The  text  from  which  I  intend  to  spin  the  yarn  of  my 
present  discourse,  implies  mere  possibilities  :  there  is  nothing  truly  in 
dicative  about  it.  In  the  first  place,  a  man  whose  legs  have  betrayed 
his  first  inclination,  and  carried  his  carcase  far  from  the  field  of  danger, 
may  have  the  privilege  of  living  to  fight  again ;  and,  in  the  second 
place,  he  may  have  the  occasion  to  try  the  matter  over  again,  should  he 
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feel  so  disposed  :  but  there  is  a  doubt  loafing  about  my  mind,  whether 
he  will  or  not.     I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  such  a  fellow  must  lack 
the  pluck  of  a  pigeon,  and  would  forever  after  keep  his  nose  out  of  the 
smell  of  danger,  if  possible.     I  should  consider  him  to  be  the  high  wines, 
the  very  first  runnings,  of  cowardice—so  much  of  a  coward,  that  if  he 
were  ugly  featured,  he  would  stand  in  deadly  fear  of  looking-glasses, 
and  pray  for  a  divorce  of  shadow  and  substance.     Now,  my  friends, 
although  the  spurs  upon  my  digits  have  been  somewhat  extended  by 
age,  still  I  am  no  fighting  cock,  neither  by  nature  nor  by  instruction :  I 
am  merely  the  guardian  and  shepherd  of  a  flock.     I  only  tell  the  truth 
of  an  individual,  and  this  serves  either  as  a  wreath  for  his  brow  or  a 
rod  to  his  back,  as  the  case  may  be ;  but,  for  all  this,  if  my  dander 
should  happen  to  be  raked  up  by  the  comb  of  uncalled-for  insolence, 
roy  grit,  like  that  of  a  grindstone,  would  hold  good  even  to  the  axle.     I 
would  let  my  antagonist  know  that  there  is  as  much  virtue  in  my  sparse, 
flaxen  locks  as  ever  was  wrapt  up  in  the  long  raven  tresses  of  Sampson. 
There  would  be  no  back  out  with  me,  after  my  determination  had  once 
been  screwed  up  to  the  fighting  point.     No — I  should,  as  Mr.  Camp 
bell,  the  poet,  says — as  victor  exult,  or  in  death  be  laid  low,  with  my 
head  to  the  field  and  my  feet  to  the  foe  ;  and  not  think  of  trying  to  save 
my  bacon  by  absquatilating,  with  my  head  bent  for  home,  and  my  heels 
to  the  foe.     I  would  have  satisfaction,  any  how  you  could  fix  it.     If  I 
fell,  I  should  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  my  conqueror  might 
live  in  dishonor,  all  covered  with  shame,  while  I  looked  '  proudly  to 
heaven  from  my  death-bed  of  fame.'     But,  my  dear  friends,  there  is  no 
use  in  fighting  at  all.     The  beasts  of  the  forest  fight  for  mastery  over 
one  another,  but  it  was  designed  that  man  should  get  his  living  by  el 
bow  grease,  by  study  and  by  wit ;  that  he  should  work  easy  under  the 
yoke  of  fellowship,  and  not  get  his  leg  over  the  traces  at  every  fancied 
insult ;  but  live  with  his  fellow  men  as  peacefully  as  five  peas  in  a  pod, 
and  journey  on  together  through  life,  crowned  with  the  evergreen  bays 
of  mutual  love.     I  want  to  establish  a  sort  of  millenium  on  a  small 
scale,  and  see  how  it  works  ;  and  I  mean  to  push  ahead  in  the  good 
cause  till  all  written  libels,  slanders  and  challenges  are  transmografied 
into  love  letters — bowie  knives  are  beaten  into  buck-saws — and  playing- 
cards  are  transformed  into  psalm  books.     Then  love  and  harmony  shall 
prevail  among  the  discordant  creatures  of  earth  :  the  owl  shall  no  lon 
ger  hoot  at  the  dead  hour  of  night :  the  raven  shall  cease  its  croaking 
over  the  worm-powdered  bodies  of  the  slain :   bull  frogs  shall  sing 
Yankee  Doodle  with  all  its  variations :  and  land  tortoises  shall  dance  a 
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Virginia  breakdown  with  the  science-heeled  Elssler.  Then,  young 
maidens  shall  drive  hogs  from  the  gardens  with  pellets  of  roses :  old 
bachelors  shall  lie  down  upon  soft  couches  at  night  and  find  themselves 
married  when  they  awake  in  the  morning  :  fir  trees  shall  put  forth  seal 
skins,  the  leaves  of  the  oak  shall  be  treasury  notes— and  it  shall  blos 
som  with  silver  and  bear  acorns  of  gold.  Oh !  my  friends,  wont  this 
be  a  joyous  time !  Aye,  it  will — for  then  Peace,  that  gay  plumaged 
bird  of  Paradise,  will  come  down  from  her  celestial  bowers  in  Eden 
above,  and[  build  her  downy  nest  amid  the  thorns  and  briars  of  a  con 
flicting  world.  Every  heart  shall  then  lie  soaking  in  the  cordial  of  af 
fection,  and  the  bitter  bile  of  envy,  jealousy  and  spleen  shall  spill  itself 
on  the  ground,  and  disappear  forever. 

My  friends — I  mean  to  see  how  near  I  can  come  toward  bringing 
tliis  state  of  things  about ;  but  in  the  first  place  this  petty  fighting  busi 
ness  must  be  done  away  with.  So  long  as  you  persist  in  fighting  with 
an  individual  with  a  bloody  intent,  or  in  bunging  each  other's  eyes 
merely  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,  why,  then,  just  so  long  must  I  be  flaxed 
in  my  blessed  endeavors  ;  but  on  the  other  hand,  should  you  come  to 
the  sage  conclusion  that  there  is  just  as  much  disgrace  hooked  on  to 
the  character  of  a  person  who  fights  without  a  just  cause,  and  abides  to 
the  last,  as  there  is  upon  those  who  show  fight  and  take  leg  bail — then, 
perhaps,  when  I  come  to  take  my  bread  out  of  the  moral  oven,  I  shall 
not  find  it  all  dough.  Hearken,  then,  unto  my  words  :  live  like  a  band 
of  brothers — and  should  there  a  Cain  be  found  among  you,  banish  him 
to  that  land  of  Nod,  vulgarly  called  Texas  ;  but  don't  fight,  for  the  sake 
of  me,  my  cause,  and  your  own  dear  selves — except  when  your  country 
calls  ;  and  then  go  your  death.  Don't  think  of  living  to  fight  another 
day,  but  pitch  right  into  the  smoke,  and  never  mind  the  sulpher ;  for 
your  homes,  your  wives  and  your  children  are  all  at  stake.  Yes,  when 
an  invading  foe  pounces  upon  your  country's  dearest  rights,  like  a  hawk 
upon  a  chicken,  march  forth  to  the  battle  field,  with  a  firm  resolution 
either  to  be  offered  up  as  a  sacrifice  upon  the  altar  of  freedom,  or  return 
with  the  trophy  of  victory.  There  is  another  fight  which  I  want  to  see 
you  engage  in,  pluck  and  gizzard,  soul  and  body :  this  is  the  fight  of 
faith — faith  in  the  reform  which  I  mean  to  accomplish  through  your  in 
strumentality,  unless  you  get  frightened  and  run  away  too  soon.  Per 
severe,  my  good  brethren,  and  we  will  yet  gain  the  day,  even  though 
its  sun  be  destined  to  go  down  on  our  graves.  Then  we  can  icpose 
under  our  laurels  through  an  endless  hereafter,  and  forget  all  the  pains 
%ve  experienced  in  gathering  them  here.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER    XVI. 

ON  IMMATERIALITY. 

T«XT.—  O  that  I  were 

The  viewless  spirit  of  a  lovely  sound, 

A  living  voice,  a  breathing  harmony, 

A  bodiless  enjoyment — born  and  dying 

With  the  blest  tone  which  made  me  !— BYRON. 

MY  WORTHY  hearers — This  body  of  ours — this  load  of  sin-hardened 
clay,  which  we  have  so  far  to  carry  before  we  can  empty  it  in  the  grave, 
is  a  bother  and  a  vexation  to  the  soul.  Why  is  it  that  we  are  so  borne 
down  with  such  a  mass  of  worthless,  good-for-nothing  trash  ?  We 
know  very  well,  that  if  we  had  been  made  without  toes,  we  never  should 
be  troubled  with  corns  ;  and  thus,  were  the  soul  disencumbered  of  the 
flesh,  we  should  be  forever  free  from  the  ten  thousand  ills  that  flesh  is 
heir  to,  as  my  friend  Shakspeare  says,  As  the  eggs  of  the  tumble  bug 
are  centred  in  the  filthy  gatherings  of  the  barn-yard,  so  is  the  spirit  en 
cased  in  a  no  less  corrupt  body — a  body  that  appears  to  have  been 
given  us  half  made  up,  as  my  illustrious  friend  has  also  observed.  Yes, 
my  hearers,  I  say  half  made  up  ;  because  we  are  not  willing  that  it 
should  remain  in  its  plain,  unornamented,  primitive  state.  We  employ 
tailors,  hatters  and  shoe-makers  to  complete  the  work  which  we,  through 
iniquitous  pride,  consider  to  have  been  cast  from  the  hands  of  the  Crea 
tor  in  a  half-finished  state.  Thus  man  becomes  guilty  of  an  atrocious 
sin  by  ungraciously  attempting  to  perfect  perfection ;  or,  in  other  words, 
by  finding  fault  with  the  workmanship  of  the  great  Architect  of  the  uni 
verse.  O  sacrilegious  Fashion !  thou  hast  much  to  answer  for,  and 
may  yet,  one  day,  be  plucked  of  thy  plumes,  and  doomed  to  wander  a 
picked  goose  over  the  barren  banks  of  everlasting  misery !  For  my 
part,  I  came  into  the  world  suns  cullotte,  and  should  be  willing  to  go 
out  of  it  minus  boots  and  breeches,  were  it  not  for  the  contemptible 
ways  of  the  world  that  lead  a  fellow  by  the  nose  straight  down  to  the 
valley  of  vanity  and  vexation  of  spirit.  Knowing  all  this,  and  seeing 
that  the  body  is  a  patch- work  of  trouble  and  care — subject  to  multiplied 
pains,  and  susceptible  of  no  pleasure,  saving  an  occasional  scratch 
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where  it  itches — I  can't  help  exclaiming  with  my  text :  O  that  I  were 
the  viewless  spirit  of  a  sound,  untouchable,  uncomeatible  and  living 
while  I  live  in  the  same  happy  tone  that  made'me.     Let's  see,  then,  of 
what  sound  I  should  like  to  be  the  essence. ,  'Music  7     Aye,  that's  the 
sort !  but  not  such  music  as  they  make  nightly  in  front  of  the  museums. 
If  I  were,  I  should  die  of  the  horrors  of  a  guilty  conscience  at  the  first 
blast.     I  don't  want  to  be  any  of  your  crooked  rams-horn's  verberations  ; 
but  let  me  be  blown  out  straight,  good  and  strong — live  a  short  life  and 
a  merry  one,  and  then  die  away  in  the  dulcet  whisper  of  an  echo.     I 
shouldn't  like  to  be  the  spirit  of  the  tune  of  Old  Hundred  ;  because  then 
I  should  be  too  lazy  to  rise  even  to  the  first  leger  line  on  the  clef  of 
happiness ;  but  I  would  be  the  bodiless  enjoyment  of  Over  the  Hills 
and  Far  Away,  dancing  about  in  an  atmosphere  of  delight,  cheerful  and 
gay  as  the  zephyrs  that  waft  me.     What  instrument,  then,  do  you  sup 
pose  I  would  prefer  to  give  me  birth  ?     Methinks  I  hear  you  say,  a 
beautiful  lady's  piano.     No,  my  friends,  it  is  not  that,  because  with 
some  I  might  become  weary   with  a  never-ending  existence,  and  with 
others  be  bora  so  seldom  that  a  total  annihilation  would  be  full  as  desi 
rable.     But  I  will  tell  you  what  I  would  be.     I  would  be  the  viewless 
spirit  of  the  breeze — the  breathing  harmony  of  the  /Eoliau  harp— for 
ever  expiring,  and  forever  being  born  anew.     Then,  change  would  be 
the  order  of  the  day,  and  variety  the  real  spice  of  life.     Joy  would  look 
brighter  and  brighter  each  time  it  emerged  from  the  dark  wave  of  sad 
ness,  and  the  roses  of  happiness  would  smdl  sweeter  in  proportion  to 
the  pain  experienced  in  gathering  them.     At  one  moment  I  might  go 
moaning  through  the  hollow  pines,  sad  am1  disconsolate,  and  at  another, 
join  merrily  in  the  chorus  of  gay  little  birds  that  sport  in  the  grove,  and 
mingle  their  sweetness  with  the  perfume  of  flowers.     Sometimes  the 
harp  that  breathed  me  might  bo  set  in  the  branches  of  tho  willow  that 
weeps  o'er  the  grave  of  murdered  happiness,  where  worms  are  taking 
a  lunch  on  the  lover's  devoted  heart.     There  my  sister  robin  red-breast 
and  I  would  sigh  away  our  souls,  at  the  pensive  evening  hour,  singing 
a  requium  of  peace   for  the  ashes  of  the  dead,  and  filling  the  breast  of 
the  listening  mourner  with  a  host  of  excrutiating  sympathies.     Some 
times,  too,  I  would  perform  a  witching  serenade  around  the  moonlit 
bower  of  Love,  arousing  the  tiny- winged  god  from  his  rosy  couch,  and 
inviting  the  faries  from  their  hare-bell  homes  to  dance  to  the  music  of 
the  numbers  that  compose  me.     I  would  sing  at  the  lattice  where  beauty 
sleeps,  and  whistle  through  the  key-hole  to  frighten  naughty  children. 
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I  would  be  a  whisper  in  the  breeze — a  sigh  in  the  gale — a  moan  in  the 
storm — and  a  gall-burster  in  the  tempest !     • 

O,  my  dear  friends,  if  we  were  only  the  soul  of  a  sound,  how  happy 
we  should  be !  We  should  have  no  eleemosenary  bodies  to  provide,  for ; 
no  voracious  appetites  to  cloy  ;  no  shelter  to  procure,  and  no  ills  to  suf 
fer  ;  but  living,  like  camelions  and  celestial  spirits,  on  air — fashion, 
folly,  United  States'  bank,  and  the  sub-treasury,  might  all  rage  with 
desperate  fury,  while  we — bubbles  that  burst  and  are  born  again— would 
still  come  and  go,  just  the  same  as  ever,  and  enjoy  all  the  happiness  of 
heaven,  as  though  peace,  piety  and  plenty  ruled  the  world  below. 
These  bodies  of  ours  are  nuisances  to  the  soul,  and  the  sooner  wy  get 
rid  of  them  the  better  :  but,  my  friends,  I  fear  that  you  are  not  all  pre 
pared  for  this  yet.  You  are  not  willing  that  death  should,  at  this  mo 
ment,  unlock  the  prison  door  and  set  the  caged  spirit  at  liberty  ;  because 
it  never  can  enjoy  such  everlasting  freedom  till  it  repents  in  sorrow 
and  is  baptized  in  tears.  You  have  all  been  guilty  of  ten  thousand  lit 
tle  peccadilloes  that  look  small  in  your  own  eyes,  but  monstrous  in  the 
sight  of  Heaven  :  you  have  yet  to  answer  for  breach  of  promises  in  the 
affairs  of  matrimony,  money,  morality,  meekness  and  mercy  ;  therefore 
I  beg  you  to  reform  the  spirit  while  in  that  house  of  correction,  the 
flesh — so  that  when  it  is  let  loose  in  the  broad  realms  of  eternity,  it  may 
never  be  doomed  to  suffer  more.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    XVII. 

ON  THE  NOTHINGNESS  AND  UNCERTAINTY  OF  LIFE. 

TEXT.— Oh  how  uncertain  and  how  brief  is  life, 
And  yet  how  full  of  sweetness ! 

MY  HEARERS— The  more  I  reflect  upon  the  matter  the  more  fully  am  I 
convinced  of  the  evanescence  rmd  the  nothingness  of  life.  What  is  it 
but  a  bubble  floating  down  the  stream  of  time  ?  Now  it  glides  over  a 
placid  surface — now  it  dashes  to  and  fro  amid  the  rough  breakers — and 
now  it  bursts  up  and  disappears  in  the  dark  wave  of  eternity !  What 
is  it  but  a  vapor  that  creeps  for  a  while  along  earth's  checkered  vale, 
and  then  rises  to  its  native  heaven  ?  What  is  it  but  an  empty  dream — 
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an  imaginary  entity — as  void  and  as  vacant  as  the  deserted  shell  of 
hope  ?  It  is  any  thing  that's  fleeting,  brittle  or  unsubstantial.  And 
what  is  man  ?  Nothing  but  a  mass  of  dirt  scraped  up  from  the  fallow, 
and  destined  to  dance  and  skip  for  a  short  time,  under  the  influence  of 
life's  exhilarating  gas,  then  to  be  carried  back  upon  death's  sable  cart, 
and  emptied  upon  the  soi!  from  whence  it  was  gathered. 

Oh,  my  dear  friends  !  when  we  look  about  us  and  behold  what  multi 
tudes  are  daily  entering  the  dark  portal  of  the  tomb — and  how  even  the 
mourners  themselves  are  hourly  casting  off  the  black  habiliments  of  sor 
row,  and  donning  the  white  robes  of  the  grave,  we  cannot  but  be  im 
pressed  with  the  solcmncholly  idea  that  our  turns  must  all  soon  come  to 
partake  of  the  same  cold  supper — which  means,  as  my  friend  Shak- 
speare  says,  not  to  eat,  but  to  be  eaten.  The  worms  of  the  clod  will 
soon  hold  a  festival  in  the  skull  that  is  now  peopled  with  a  thriving 
generation  of  ideas  ;  and  every  heart,  now  beating  with  the  fullness  of 
hope,  must,  ere  long,  forever  cease  to  throb.  The  thin  casement  that 
encloses  the  immortal  spirit  of  man  is  as  brittle  as  glass  ;  and  a  gentle 
rap  of  disease,  if  it  do  not  entirely  demolish  it,  may  so  shatter  ii  that 
all  the  medicated  putty  in  the  universe  can't  hold  it  together.  The  gos 
samer  threads  that  are  woven  in  the  web  of  man's  mortal  existence  are 
so  fine  in  texture  and  so  feeble  in  strength  that  the  slightest  breeze  of 
physical  affliction  will  sometimes  snap  them  asunder,  and  leave  them 
dangling  in  the  dusky  sepulchre,  like  so  many  superannuated  cobwebs  in 
the  corners  of  a  miser's  hovel. 

My  friends — the  uncertainty  of  life  is  as  certain  as  quarter-day.  I 
have  seen  new-born  babes  imbibe  the  poison  of  death  with  the  very 
gasp  that  gave  them  existence.  I  have  seen  infancy  creep  into  the 
grave,  and  give  back  its  life  into  the  hands  of  its  Maker,  unused  and  un 
damaged.  I  have  seen  childhood  and  youth  kicked  out  of  the  world  as 
though  they  were  committing  depredations  in  its  flowery  garden,  and 
had  no  business  to  occupy  even  a  niche  in  the  broad  empire  of  anima 
ted  nature.  I  have  seen  manhood  fall  from  the  topmost  cliffof  ambition 
ker-siL-ash  into  the  depths  of  nonentity,  and  lie  forever  buried  in  the  tur 
bid  wave  of  oblivion.  I  can  now  see  old  age  knocking  at  the  door  of 
the  tomb,  and  begging  to  rest  his  weary  frame  within  its  sacred  walls, 
where  no  earthly  jars  can  disturb  its  slumbers.  Yes,  my  friends,  old 
Time,  in  his  mowing,  takes  a  sweep  from  one  side  of  creation  to  the 
other,  and  all  that  comes  within  the  reach  of  his  scythe  must  fall  to 
fade  and  wither.  Before  it,  life's  fragrant  posies  yield  up  their  sweet 
ness  like  new-mown  clover,  and  the  incense  is  borne  to  tho  realms  of 
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that  Almighty  Power  which  gave  it.  How  unwelcome  the  thought  that 
life,  so  full  of  the  highly  concentrated  compound  extract  of  sweetness, 
should  be  so  brief! — that  the  candle  of  existence  should  so  frequently 
cease  to  burn  before  the  tip  end  of  the  tallow  is  fairly  consumed  ! — that 
it  should  so  soon,  at  best,  flicker  in  its  socket,  and  the  melted  grease  of 
mortality  run  down  upon  the  cold  clay  of  the  grave  ! 

My  dear  friends !  on  this  occasion,  all  the  lighter  feelings  that  per 
tain  to  human  nature  have  deserted  the  domain  of  my  heart,  and  have 
left  nothing  instead  but  a  vacuum  of  solemnity.  A  man  is  dead !  he 
was  nothing  more  than  a  man — but  it  is  something  to  be  a  man  in  these 
degenerate  days  of  hypocrisy,  conceit  and  selfishness.  Yes,  the  man 
whom  we  had  but  lately  chosen  from  a  body  of  seventeen  millions  to 
preside  over,  govern  and  direct  the  political  affairs  of  this  free  and  inde 
pendent  nation,  is  now  no  more  !  His  immortal  spirit  has  flown  to  join 
companionship  with  those  of  his  five  illustrious  predecessors,  whose 
souls,  I  have  reason  to  believe,  are  in  heaven — whose  bodies  have  re 
turned  to  dust — whose  noble  virtues  are  embalmed  with  the  incense  of 
memory — and  whose  names  are  written  high  upon  the  obelisk  of  fame, 
to  be  read  and  remembered  by  the  children  of  posterity.  Yes,  my 
friends,  he  who  but  yesterday,  as  it  were,  was  crowned  with  the  cost 
liest  coronet  of  honor,  has  now  gone  to  furnish  no  better  food  for  the 
worm  of  the  valley  than  the  beggar  who  dies  for  the  want  of  a  crust. 
Those  eyes  that  so  lately  surveyed  the  thronging  multitude,  and  wit 
nessed  the  sincere  manifestations  of  a  nation's  respect,  are  now  fasten 
ed  together  with  the  adhesive  glue  of  death,  to  gaze  no  more  upon  the 
world's  busy  scene.  Those  hands,  which  formerly  received  the  con 
gratulations  of  thousands,  are  crumbling  to  ashes  in  the  mouldering  se 
pulchre  ;  and  that  generous  bosom,  once  warmed  with  the  fires  of  pa 
triotism  that  blazed  upon  the  heart's  living  altar,  is  now  as  cold  and  in 
animate  as  the  marble  that  covers  it.  1  hear  a  funeral  dirge  in  every 
breeze  :  the  sun,  to  me,  is  clothed  in  sackcloth :  the  eagle  perches 
upon  the  cypress,  and  droops  its  wings  in  sorrow  :  the  stars  that  span 
gled  upon  liberty's  banner  are  darkened  with  the  emblems  of  grief: 
mourners  fill  the  streets  :  and  a  wail  is  heard  throughout  the  land  for 
the  loss  of  one,  who,  through  the  all-wise  dispensations  of  Providence, 
yielded  up  the  trust  confided  to  him  by  his  fellow  countrymen  while 
the  blossoms  of  hope  were  in  their  fullest  bloom. 

Such,  my  friends,  is  the  frailty  of  life — such  the  insignificance  of 
human  greatness — and  such  the  vanity  of  all  earthly  expectations. 
Death  shows  no  preference  for  the  humble  tiller  of  the  soil  over  the 
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king  on  his  throne.  The  high,  the  low,  the  rich,  the  poor,  the  beautiful, 
the  ugly,  the  fat  and  the  lean,  are  all  slaughtered  indiscriminately,  and 
packed  away  in  that  turf-covered  house  appointed  for  all  living.  Man 
surely  is  but  a  shadow  and  life  a  dream ! 

Reflect,  my  friends,  upon  what  feeble,  dying  insects  you  are,  that 
crawl  for  a  day  along  the  sunny  path  of  existence,  and  then  are  crushed 
into  the  dust  to  inhabit  the  earth  no  more.  Oh,  think  of  this,  and  live, 
while  you  live,  in  the  daily  expectation  of  dying,  so  that  when  you  die, 
you  may  die  in  the  expectation  of  living.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    XVIII. 

ON  THE  PLEASURES  OF  MEMORY. 

TKXT. — Lighter  than  air,  hope's  summer  visions  die, 
If  but  a  fleeting  cloud  obscure  the  sky  ; 
If  but  a  beam  of  sober  reason  play, 
Lo  !  fancy's  fairy  frost-work  melts  away  ! 
But,  can  the  wiles  of  ait,  the  grasp  of  power, 
Snatch  the  rich  relics  of  a  well  spent  hour  ? — ROGER*. 

MY  DEAR  friends  ! — After  preaching,  on  a  peculiar  plan,  for  so  long  a 
time  as  I  have,  you  might,  perhaps,  suppose  that  if  I  were  to  rake  my 
brains  with  a  fine  toothed  comb,  I  couldn't  dig  out  any  thing  more  than 
the  skin  of  a  dead  idea.  Now,  ideas  are  gregarious — there  is  always  a 
plenty  of  them  sleeping  together  in  the  chambers  of  the  head,  and  when 
one  breaks  loose,  like  a  flock  of  sheep,  a  dozen  more  are  sure  to  fol 
low.  So,  I  find  it  is  no  use  ever  to  rest  my  chin  on  my  knuckles, 
and  try  to  think  over  what  I  must  say,  before  I  get  up  to  preach,  be 
cause  I  shouldn't  say  it,  just  as  like  as  not,  if  I  did.  Therefore,  when 
the  moment  arrives,  I  just  untie  the  bag  of  my  discourse,  and  let  the 
beans  rattle  out  themselves,  without  any  other  agency  than  the  agita 
tion  of  that  spirit  and  feeling  which  I  allow  to  operate  upon  them.  My 
friends — moments  are  the  small  change  of  time,  small  in  their  indivi 
dual  amounts,  but  of  immense  importance  in  forming  hours,  days, 
months,  years  and  ages.  If  we  employ  them  usefully,  our  hearts  will 
be  stored  in  after  years  with  that  wealthiest  of  all  wealth,  peace  and 
contentment,  which  neither  the  gold  bedded  rivers  of  Africa  nor  John 
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Jacob  Astor  could  ever  buy ;  but  if  we  toss  them  into  the  pool  of  prodi 
gality  as  fast  as  they  fall  at  our  feet,  we  shall  .stand  a  fair  chance  of 
carrying  about  as  big  a  bundle  of  misery  from  this  world  to  the  next  as 
we  can  well  stagger  under.  One  single  hour,  well  spent,  is  the  parent 
of  more  pure  and  lasting  joy,  than  can  be  derived  from  a  small  eternity 
of  unhallowed  pleasures  and  grovelling  delights.  Yes,  my  friends,  a 
well  spent  hour  is  a  glittering  link  in  the  rusty  chain  of  time  ;  and  it 
will  continue  to  shine,  even  when  the  twilight  of  the  grave  gathers 
round,  and  the  star  of  memory  is  fast  sinking  below  the  horizon  of  life. 
One  by  one  fancy's  beautiful  bubbles  burst  upon  the  calm  wave  of  rea 
son  and  disappear  forever  ;  the  colors  of  the  rainbow  are  no  more  per- 
manent  than  sixpenny  calico — they  soon  fade  away  from  the  broad 
bosom  of  the  shower,  and  are  lost  in  the  great  indigo  bag  of  na 
ture  ;  hope's  brightest  visions  absquatulate  with  their  golden  promises 
before  the  least  cloud  of  disappointment,  and  leave  not  a  shinplaster  be 
hind  ;  but,  my  hearers,  when  the  floods  of  time  have  rolled  over  a  well 
spent  hour,  its  precious  relics  will  be  cast  by  the  billows  on  memory's 
peaceful  strand,  to  be  gathered  up  and  cherished  in  the  heart,  as  valu 
able  fragments  of  former  delight.  They  are  as  imperishable  as  the 
adamantine  rocks  of  truth — they  form  a  pleasing  picture  in  the  half- 
closed  volume  of  life  :  a  picture  that  shall  exhibit  all  its  finest  touches 
to  the  last,  unsoiled  by  the  greasy  fingers  of  forgetfulness.  When  a 
man  spends  his  hours  as  they  ought  to  be  spent — in  providing  the 
greatest  good  for  the  greatest  number,  as  the  politicians  say — he  not 
only  feels  happier  for  it,  but  it  lends  him  a  cudgel  to  knock  down  trou 
bles  which  fain  would  waylay  him  in  the  dark  woods  of  woe.  It  gives 
him  the  courage  to  take  thunder  by  the  ears,  and  whip  it  to  death  with 
its  own  lightening — to  halter-break  hurricanes,  and  to  stir  up  an  earth 
quake  with  a  short  pole.  It  sharpens  his  optics,  and  enables  them  to 
pierce  through  the  mists  of  doubt,  and  rest  where  eternal  sunshine  gilds 
the  snow-clad  peaks  of  ambition.  For  the  man  who  spends  his  present 
hours  according  to  the  rules  as  they  are  laid  down  in  the  decalogue  of 
Gunter,  Hope  plucks  a  quill  from  her  own  eagle  wings,  and  writes 
upon  the  blank  page  of  futurity  that  his  latter  end  shall  be  crowned  with 
the  olive  of  peace,  and  that  memory  shall  bring  up  the  rich  relics  of 
by-gone  days  to  serve  as  playthings  for  reflection  when  he  shall  have 
verged  into  the  childhood  of  age. 

My  friends !  why  don't  you  spend  your  hours  more  usefully,  and 
have  a  chance  to  shout  glory  to  the  lambs,  while  the  old  ones  are 
in  the  tallest  of  fodder  ?  The  wheels  of  your  lives  creak  awfully  on 
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their  axles.  They  want  more  of  the  oil  of  morality :  every  well  spent 
moment  is  a  drop,  and  a  constant  dropping  will  cause  your  corporeal 
cars  to  run  over  the  track  of  existence  with  a  smoothness  and  stillness 
that  shall  never  arouse  the  sleeping  demons  of  remorse  nor  call  round 
your  ears  the  vexing  musquetoes  of  care.  If  you  don't  do  it,  your  after 
lives  will  be  fraught  with  wretchedness — your  gardens  of  comfort  will 
be  sown  with  salt,  and  turn  out  a  good  crop  of  nothing  at  all :  instead 
of  having  precious  relics  of  the  past  to  joy  over,  famished  Memory  will 
find  but  few  dry  bones  to  pick ;  and  when  your  departing  hours  shall 
draw  nigh,  the  devil's  dog  will  howl  under  your  windows,  and  cause 
the  spirit  to  tremble  like  an  aspen  in  the  gale.  My  friends — I  lately 
saw  a  white  haired  sexton  shoveling  gravel  upon  the  hoary  head  of  a 
brother  sexton.  It  looked  to  me  like  the  dead  burying  the  dead,  and  all 
I  hoped  was,  that  their  past  hours  had  been  so  spent,  that  now,  as  one 
was  in  the  grave  and  the  other  tottering  on  its  verge,  they  could  say 
that  they  had  not  been  fed  with  mouldy  bread  all  their  lives,  nor  had 
drank  always  from  the  cup  of  misery. 

My  dear  friends  !  you  may  go  on,  and  do  just  as  you  please,  as  far 
as  concerns  me,  personally  ;  but  I  only  tell  you,  that  for  every  jig  you 
dance  in  the  hall  of  thoughtlessness  and  gayety,  down  must  go  a  shil 
ling  to  pay  the  fiddler ;  and  I  tell  you  furthermore,  that  if  you  spend 
each  hour  in  your  lives  in  doing  unto  others  even  half  as  well  as  you 
would  be  done  by,  I  doubt  whether  death  itself  could  ever  wipe  off  the 
record  of  such  holy  intentions  from  the  tablet  of  remembrance,  with  hot 
water,  soap  suds  and  the  rag  of  oblivion.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    XIX. 

ON    THE    FREEDOM    OF    MIND. 

TEXT. Think  they  to  chain 

A  spirit  such  as  thine  ? 
As  well  fling  fetters  o'er  the  main, 
Or  quench  the  sun  divine.— ANON. 

MY  DEAR  friends  ! — There  is  no  question  in  my  mind  but  you  are  all 
endowed  with  souls — in  fact,  I  know  you  are  ;  that  is  to  say,  you  pos 
sess  thinking,  reflecting  and  reasoning  powers.  You  are  as  much  ex- 
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alted  above  the  monkey  tribe  in  intellect,  as  monkeys  are  superior  to 
the  crustaceous  tenents  of  Oyster  Bay.  The  brute  creation  have  per 
ishable  bodies  without  souls — you  have  perishable  bodies  furnished 
with  immortal  souls — the  angels  have  imperishable  but  changeable  bo 
dies,  with  never  dying  souls — and  the  great  Creator  is  a  soul  in  its  pu 
rity,  unencumbered  and  unstained  by  a  particle  of  terrestrial  dust.  You 
see  by  this,  it  is  just  as  clear  as  a  cod's  eye,  that  you  stand  upon  next 
to  the  topmost  round  in  the  ladder  of  being,  and  consequently  can  be  no 
very  small  potatoes  in  the  sight  of  Omnipotence.  All  your  superiority, 
then,  consists  in  the  excellence  of  mind  over  matter  ;  that  spiritual  es 
sence  of  vitality,  one  drop  of  which  is  worth  more  than  a  cart  load  of 
the  vile  dross  that  contains  it.  It  is  this  that  exists  uncontaminated, 
after  death,  and  continues  fresh  through  the  endless  ages  of  eternity. 
It  is  this  that  makes  man  a  creature  of  uncontrollable  liberty—furnishes 
his  thoughts  with  the  swift  pinions  of  light,  and  enables  them  to  dart  to 
the  utmost  corner  of  creation  quicker  than  ever  a  cat  licked  butter. 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  checking  the  freedom  of  the  mind.  You 
may  incarcerate  the  body  in  the  stone  jugs  of  the  land,  but  the  spirit 
knows  no  confinement :  free  as  the  mountain  zephyr,  it  still  sports  in 
contemplation's  fairy  bowers — laves  its  burning  lip  in  the  fountain  of 
imagination — scrapes  fancy's  frost-work  from  airy  nothing,  and  flits  to 
and  fro  through  the  vast  empire  of  ideality,  till  sober  Reason  calls 
aloud :  Come  home,  you  wayward  child  of  air — your  anxious  mamma 
calls  !  When  floods  of  misfortune  descend,  and  man's  corporeal  ark  is 
drifted  about  on  the  waters  of  adversity,  that  dove  of  liberty,  the  mind, 
speeds  heavenward  its  flight,  aud  finds  no  rest  till  it  returns  with  a 
sprig  of  comfort.  It  is  ever  active — ever  on  the  wing — and  it  wont 
stay  tamed  any  more  than  a  young  partridge. 

My  hearers — when  Xerxes  cast  the  iron  fetters  into  the  roaring 
ocean  in  order  to  bind  its  Wrath,  it  still  raved  on,  as  though  nothing  of 
the  kind  had  happened ;  and  thus  it  is  with  the  unconquerable  spirit  of 
man,  when  his  Pharaoh  is  once  excited  to  a  state  of  effervescence.  It 
will  not  stay  confined  within  the  limits  of  oppression  ;  and  persecution, 
like  the  shaking  of  a  bottle  of  ginger  pop,  only  arouses  its  vigor,  and, 
perhaps,  causes  it  to  explode  in  an  instant.  The  great  Ruler  of  all 
things  can  alone  subdue  the  haughty  spirit  of  man,  and  render  it  as 
pliable  as  wax  in  the  hands  of  a  cobbler.  By  his  sending  down  sor 
row,  woe,  or  disappointment,  the  mind  becomes  submissive,  passive 
and  stupid,  and  lies  as  dormant  in  its  mud-built  cell  as  a  woodchuck 
during  the  deep  gloom  of  winter.  When  the  vernal  sun  of  happiness 
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thaws  it  out,  eternal  space  is  hardly  wide  enough  for  its  joyful  wander* 
ings.  It  exults  in  the  glories  of  unqualified  freedom — succumbs  to  the 
mandate  of  no  haughty  despot.  Yet,  I  know,  my  friends,  that  there  ia 
a  vast  difference  in  the  minds  or  natures  of  men.  Some  are  as  mild 
and  peaceable  as  lambs,  while  others  are  as  uproarious  and  rambunc 
tious  as  tigers.  Some  will  take  a  latteral  kick  as  composedly  as  a  bag 
of  bran,  and  others  will  shed  their  quills  at  the  bare  tickle  of  an  insinua 
tion  :  but  as  their  spirits  are  moulded,  so  they  must  ever  remain,  in 
spite  of  human  admonition,  instruction  or  flattering.  The  moral  and  in 
tellectual  energies  of  a  young  child  may  receive  various  inclinations  by 
early  culture  ;  but  I  tell  you,  my  friends,  once  for  all,  that  if  he  has  the 
devil  in  him  from  the  beginning,  you  couldn't  beat  it  out  of  him  if  you 
were  to  spank  him  in  his  cradle,  and  follow  him  to  his  grave  with  the 
cudgel  of  retribution. 

He  may  oftentimes  be  subdued,  but  never  conquered  ;  the  real  grit 
of  his  temper  cannot  be  wholly  washed  out  by  the  suds  of  instruction, 
nor  dissolved  by  admonishing  acids.  If  he  buds  a  thistle,  there  is  little 
hope  of  his  blossoming  a  rose — and  if  he  should,  the  thorns  will  still 
project  from  the  stem  after  the  petals  have  withered  in  tho  calyx. 
A  difference  exists  in  different  individuals,  and  they  are  no  more  born 
equal  than  a  bushel  of  potatoes  ;  and  all  the  colleges  in  Christendom 
can't  make  them  so.  Chalk  that  down  on  the  black  side  of  your  un 
derstandings. 

My  friends — if  the  spirit  is  free  while  the  body  is  chained,  the  time 
will  come  when  it  will  be  freer  still.  Its  habitation  may  crumble  to 
dust,  but  it  will  then  put  on  the  dress  of  immortality,  to  depart  for  its 
legitimate  home,  and  abide  there  forever.  It  is  immortal,  and  will  live 
on  when  the  lynch-pins  are  all  lost  from  the  wagon  of  Time,  and  its 
wheels  rolled  astray  into  the  ocean  of  Eternity.  As  soon  think  of 
squirting  out  the  sun's  everlasting  fire  with  No.  33's  engine  as  to  quench 
the  spirit  in  the  puddle  of  death.  It  will  rise  from  the  water  unharmed 
—if  you  keep  yourselves  morally  correct — speed  its  way  upward,  and 
there  dry  its  feathers  in  the  sunshine  of  eternal  glory.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER   XX. 


ON  THE  BEAUTIES  OF  NATURE. 

TEXT.— The  lake,  too,  like  a  garden  breathes, 
With  the  rich  buds  that  o'er  it  lie, 
As  if  a  shower  of  fairy  wreaths 

Had  fallen  upon  it  from  the  sky. — MOORS. 

MY  HEARERS — There  is  nothing,  to  my  mind,  more  bewitchingly  beau 
tiful  than  a  beautiful  woman,  a  beautiful  garden,  and  a  beautiful  lake 
beautifully  sleeping  beneath  a  beautiful  summer  sky.    A  little  lake, 
cradled  between  two  parent  hills,  and  reposing,  like  an  infant,  with  the 
warm  smile  of  Heaven  upon  its  breast,  is  the  very  otto  of  beauty.     How 
quiet,  how  humble,  and  how  lovely  it  sooms !     Beheld  at  a  groat  dis 
tance,  it  bears  the  subdued  aspect  of  a  pan  of  skimmed  milk ;  but  take 
a  nearer  squint  at  it,  and  it  looks  like  a  shining  crystal,  encompassed 
by  a  row  of  emeralds  ;  go  nearer  still,  and  it  changes  to  a  polished  mir 
ror,  that  seems  resting  on  an  artificial  world  below,  faithfully  copied 
from  the  natural  one  above.     O !  it's  enchanting  to  lie  down  on  the 
green  bank  in  a  mild  summer's  day,  and  dwell  on  the  beauties  of  this 
delightful  picture  in  the  great  portfolio  of  Nature  !     It  isn't,  my  friends, 
the  cold,  dull  picture  that  artists  make — it  has  life,  animation,  moving 
lights  and  shadows.     Painters  can  draw  birds,  but  they  wont  sing — 
trees,  but  their  branches  don'.1  wave — flowers,  but  there  is  no  smell  to 
them — no,  they  can't  paint  the  smell — and  that's  the  best  part  all  lost : 
neither  can  they  paint  a  breeze,  with  all  their  boasted  genius.     Here  a 
breeze  comes  sweeping  across  the  bosom  of  the  lake,  and  destroys  its 
transparency  by  a  thin  wash  of  silver  ;  but  it  soon  strikes  in,  and  the 
glassy  smoothness  again  prevails  ;  and  so  it  alternates  till  twilight  sets 
in  and  scatters  its  gold  dust  upon  the  placid  wave.     Oh  !  now  there  is 
beauty  magnificent !     Surely  some  angel  spirits  must  be  bathing  their 
snowy  limbs  beneath  the  gauzy  folds  of  yon  ambient  mist.     Methinks  I 
can  now  see  them  flap  their  purple  wings  in  the  uncertain  light  of  the 
sun's  last  ray.     It  seems  as  though  a  person  might  now  go  to  heaven 
horizontally — just  jump  into  a  skiff,  push  off,  and  paddle  straight  into 
Paradise.     Evening  beholds  herself  in  the  aquatic  mirror,  and  blushes 
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at  the  whispering  of  her  own  flattery.  Night  casts  it  zinc  upon  the 
water,  but  the  moon  and  the  stars  silver  it,  ere  it  sinks  beneath  the  sur 
face.  Thus  the  lake  hath  continual  beauty — aye,  and  it  breathes  fra 
grance,  too,  like  the  character  of  a  virtuous  man.  There  are  myriads 
of  flowers  that  grow  upon  the  margin  of  this  fancy  lake  of  mine.  They 
give  their  sweet  souls  to  the  breeze,  and  expire  without  a  murmur  when 
the  death-frost  settles  upon  them,  telling  how  calmly  and  silently  all 
Nature's  children  pass  away,  compared  with  the  agonizing  throes  that 
wait  on  man  in  his  expiring  moments.  Sometimes  the  rough  gale 
strips  the  young  buds  and  blossoms  from  their  parent  stems,  and  strews 
them  upon  the  water,  making  it  look  as  though  a  shower  of  fairy 
wreaths  had  fallen  from  the  sky,  as  my  text  says.  This,  my  friends,  is 
metaphorical  language,  the  same  as  when  we  say  it  rains  pitchforks, 
hails  pumpkins,  or  snows  bed-blankets.  All  the  wreaths  in  the  sky 
are  twined  round  the  brows  of  the  blest;  and  not  a  single  one  ever 
came  down  to  earth  since  Lucifer  threw  his  to  the  winds,  and  galloped 
down  to  perdition  on  a  streak  of  lightning. 

My  hearers — I  have  no  doubt  but  you  would  like  to  build  a  cot,  and 
pass  a  peaceful  hermitage  by  the  shore  of  some  such  lake  as  I  have 
been  describing  ;  but  you  must  recollect  that  the  most  beautiful  spot  on 
earth  would  prove  barren  in  happiness,  if  your  hearts  were  not  influ 
enced  by  moral  motives,  and  inclined  to  virtuous  deeds.  Virtue  is  a 
fragrant  llower  in  the  moral  world,  that  smells  the  sweetest  when  ruf 
fled  by  the  gale  of  adversity.  Vice,  on  the  other  hand,  is  a  skunk  that 
smells  most  awfully  rank,  when  stirred  up  by  the  pole  of  misfortune. 
You  ought  to  know  by  this  time,  that  to  be  happy  is  to  be  virtuous,  and 
to  be  miserable  is  to  keep  company  with  vice.  I  tell  you  all — old  men 
and  boys — old  women  and  girls — that  you  may  fancy  one  spot  in  crea 
tion  brighter  than  all  the  rest ;  but  you  go  there  with  your  evil  hearts 
and  sinful  natures,  and  a  cloud,  blacker  than  compound  darkness,  will 
hang  over  your  heads.  On  the  other  side,  again,  you  may  behold  a 
gloomy  looking  place  through  the  smoked  glass  of  depravity,  and  fear 
to  approach  it ;  but,  my  friends,  just  open  the  windows  of  your  souls, 
and  let  in  the  light  of  heavenly  wisdom,  and  then  see  how  things  look. 
Oh,  they  have  assumed  a  different  guise  ! — eternal  sunshine  gilds  every 
object — Peace  builds  her  downy  nest  in  the  thorn  tree — Joy  lights  up 
the  dark  dungeon  of  Sorrow — and  Hope  springs  from  the  cold  sepul 
chre  of  despair.  O,  there  is  nothing  like  virtue !  a  single  spark  of  it 
will  shine  amid  the  darkness  of  iniquity,  like  a  cat's  eye  at  the  bottom 
of  a  well.  Why  wont  you,  my  hearers,  take  mercy  on  yourselves,  lop 
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off  ten  thousand  branches  of  vice  and  folly,  and  become  better  and  hap 
pier.  Here  I  have  been  for  more  than  a  year  within  these  very  walls, 
trying  to  beat  morality  into  you,  and  I  don't  see  but  that  half  of  my  elo 
quence  has  been  spilt  upon  the  ground.  It  is  true  you  all  flock  to  hear 
me  preach — but  you  are  none  the  better  for  that,  unless  you  take  home 
with  you  a  belly  full  of  it,  and  digest  it  during  the  week.  Do  reform, 
my  friends,  and  keep  reforming  through  youth,  manhood  and  old  age  ; 
so  that  when  you  are  at  last  called  upon  to  yield  up  the  concerns  of 
life,  you  can  feel  as  happy  as  a  clam,  and  sing  yourselves  to  sleep  in 
the  arms  of  Death,  like  the  dying  swan  that  chants  its  own  requium  as 
it  floats  above  its  grave.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER  XXI. 

ON  THE  NEW  YEAR. 

TEXT. — It  is  well  for  man  that  the  dull  chain  of  existence  has  here  and  there  a  golden 
link,  at  which  we  are  permitted  to  pause,  for  the  relaxation  of  mind  and  heart, 
and  gather  strength  for  the  great  struggle  of  existence.  The  opening  of  the 
new  year  is  one  of  these  bright  occurrencies. — HARTLEY  STB  WART. 

BELOVED  friends — I,  for  this  single  time, 

In  a  poetic  strain  attempt  to  preach ; 
That  is  to  say,  I  give  a  dose  of  rhyme— 

A  purgative  that  I  prescribe  for  each, 

Which  works  its  way  through  all  that's  in  its  reach, 
Slips  down  the  throat  as  sleek  as  castor  oil, 

And  purifies  the  morals.     I  beseech 
You,  one  and  all,  to  neither  flinch,  nor  coil, 
Nor  turn  your  noses  up  at  Dr.  Muse's  toil. 

Another  year  is  even  now  beginning, 

For  Wednesday  last  was  happy  New  Year's  day ; 

And  now's  the  hour  for  us  to  leave  off  sinning 
In  a  degree,  while  at  this  link  we  stay ; 
For  age  and  sin  will  shortly  turn  us  grey — 


52  SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

And  Time,  that  old  bow-shinn'd,  bald-headed  loafer, 

With  scythe,  just  whet,  is  chasing  us  away, 
Into  corruption,  that  before  wo  go  far, 
We  all  shall  wish  that  we'd  not  travel'd  even  so  far. 

But  I  must  wink  at  all  those  little  crimes 

That  witching  New  Year's  heap'd  upon  your  backs ; 

Unless  you  mock'd  the  fashion  of  the  times, 
And  took  too  many  catty-cornered  tracks, 
Making  but  little  headway  with  the  tacks, 

While  calling  on  the  ladies — that  won't  do ! 
It  loosens  all  the  moral  screws,  and  racks 

Virtue's  slim  fabric,  when  a  man  gets  blue, — 
Shuts  up  his  reason — and  sometimes  his  clam-shell,  too ! 

I  made  some  calls,  and  some  I  did'nt  make — 
Because  the  chain  of  age  that  binds  my  feet, 

Is  very  short — and  yet  I  tried  to  take 
A  step  or  two  beyond  its  length,  to  meet 
Those  heavenly  female  smiles,  which  always  greet 

Me  with  a  joyous  welcome.  Would  that  I 
Could  burst  these  fetters  ! — then  I'd  eat 

Of  every  wholesome  pleasure,  far  and  nigh, 
And  feel  the  bliss,  but  not  the  curse  of  living  high. 

Time  used  me  pretty  fair,  that  day,  moreover, 

For  I  felt  young  about  the  heart's  domain ; 
And  revel'd  in  the  tallest  kind  of  clover ; 

And  should  have  thought  myself  a  boy  again; 

But  these  white  locks  pronounced  the  fancy  vain ; 
And  these  weak  knees  too  confidently  told 

That  nought  but  childish  folly  fired  my  brain  ;-— 
That  I  should  never  dance,  as  once  of  old, 
Amid  the  ring-tail,  rousing  storms  that  beat  so  cold. 

But  you,  young  folks,  can  dance,  and  drink,  and  sing, 
When  new  years  dawn  upon  your  careless  heads  ; 

Much  pleasure,  mirth  and  sport  to  you  they  bring- 
That  is,  if  they  don't  bring  you  to  your  beds  ; 
For  on  such  days  a  devil  is  loose,  who  weds 
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Many  to  disappointment,  sorrow,  woe ; 

And  such  a  devil  every  mortal  dreads, 

Who,  by  experience,  may  chance  to  know 

That  brandy  fire  is  just  the  same  as  that — below. 

Be  fonder  of  the  women  than  of  wine, 

But  don't  get  drunk  with  neither  one  nor  t'other : 
When  both  their  overwhelming  powers  combine, 

They  place  a  fellow  in  a  dreadful  pother ; 

For  both  are  sometimes  maddening : — so  they  bother 
The  better  sense  of  erring  man,  and  kill 

The  finer  feelings — lest  we  fairly  smother 
The  rising  flames,  ere  they  shall  scorch  the  will, 
And  leave  us  all  *  spirits  of  wine,'  or  ghosts  of  .ill. 

New  Year,  as  says  my  text,  is  a  good  place 

To  pause  and  gather  strength  for  the  next  shove 
Toward  the  grave,  where  we  must  end  the  race. 

Now  should  we  all  look  back,  and  each  reprove 

Himself,  if  wanting  charity  or  love, 
And  try,  henceforth  to  keep  as  pure  and  clean 

From  this  world's  filth,  as  any  harmless  dove ; 
For  with  a  half  an  eye  it  may  be  seen, 
That  we  must  not  depend  on  any  go-between. 

I'm  growing  old,  and  you  will  all  be  soon, 

Pitch'd  clear  into  the  middle  of  next  year  ; 
I  wouldn't  bet  the  hide  of  a  raccoon, 

That  the  great  final  day  is  not  close  here  ! 

At  any  rate  'twill  soon  enough  appear ! 
For  years  roll  round  most  thunderingly  quick : 

They  vanish  soon,  like  froth  on  new-drawn  beer, 
Or  like  the  dreams  of  night  they  cut  their  stick, 
And  leave  a  few  dry  bones  for  Memory's  dog  to  pick. 

Now,  brethren,  make  the  wise  determination 
To  strike  out  a  new  track  for  your  poor  lives, 

And  look  out  sharply,  now,  for  the  salvation 

Of  all  your  sweethearts,  daughters,  sons  and  wives, 
For  any  body  knows  that  he  who  strives, 
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Can  paddle  safely  out  the  evil  sea, 

And  land  upon  that  blessed  shore,  where  thrives 
Nothing  but  good,  through  all  eternity,   . 
Forever  and  forever  more.     So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    XXII. 

ON  THE  CLOSE  OF  LIFE. 

TKXT. — Time  and  sorrow  long  have  blasted 
Every  youthful,  pleasing  dream  ; 
Quivering  age,  with  youth  contrasted, 
O,  how  short  our  glories  seem  ! 
As  the  annual  frosts  are  cropping 
Leaves  and  tendrils  from  the  trees, 
So  our  friends  are  yearly  dropping 
Through  old  age  or  dire  disease.— GRIDLET. 

MY  FRIENDS!  life  is  sweet  till  it  grows  sour;  but  its  saccharine  dura 
tion  is  but  for  a  moment,  as  it  were.  A  few  drops  of  grief,  sorrow, 
pain  and  other  acids,  cause  it  to  bonnyclabber  quicker  than  buttermilk 
in  dog-days  ;  and  there  is  so  little  of,  it,  too — not  hardly  enough  to  pay 
for  the  trouble  of  being  born.  Like  the  Colossus  that  straddled  Rhodes, 
Infancy  stands  with  one  foot  in  the  cradle,  and  the  other  in  the  grave. 
At  any  rate,  no  matter  what  the  real  distance  is  to  the  last  link  of  life's 
chain,  it  seems  only  a  step  after  we  have  discovered  it.  For  myself,  I 
have  floated  down  the  stream  of  existence  nearly  to  its  farthest  extremi 
ty  :  over  the  calm  pelucid  surface  of  youth — the  rough  breakers  of 
manhood — and  am  now  fast  paddling  my  way  through  the  muddy  wa 
ters  of  age.  The  banks  on  either  side  wear  a  pale,  autumnal  aspect— 
my  sun  is  fast  declining,  and  were  it  not  for  that  eternal  star  of  hope 
which  silvers  the  dark  wave  of  death,  my  little  cargo  of  enjoyment 
would  all  have  been  pitched  overboard  long  before  this.  As  it  is,  I 
can't  tell  how  much  longer  my  provisions  will  hold  out ;  and,  in  fact,  1 
don't  much  care  how  soon  I  come  to  the  last  crumb  ;  for  life  isn't  to  me 
now  what  it  '  used  to  was  :'  it  has  lost  all  the  flavor  it  ever  had,  and 
that  lasted  about  as  long  as  the  smoke  of  a  hot  pudding.  The  cup  of 
pleasure  seems  to  have  been  snatched  from  my  lips,  even  before  I  got  a 
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fair  suck  at  it.  These  hoar  frosts,  which  you  now  see  settling  ou  my 
cranium,  once  came  gently  down  in  delightful  dews ;  but  they  have 
congealed,  you  see,  and  all  my  top-grass  is  withering,  to  flourish  no 
more  till  a  new  crop  starts  up  at  the  opening  of  an  eternal  spring. 
Every  youthful,  pleasing  dream  has  vanished — all  my  stock  of  former 
delights  have  been  pilfered  by  the  thieving  fingers  of  time,  and  I  am 
now  left  a  poor  old  pensioner  upon  the  charities  of  a  merciful  provi 
dence.  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  utter  a  syllable  of  complaint,  but  I 
can't  help  saying  it  confidentially,  and  before  man  alone,  that  life  is  all 
moonshine— ^a  monstrous  humbug — a  grand  suck-in.  My  young  friends, 
you  needn't  smile  at  the  remark.  There  is  more  truth  than  doggerel  in 
it ;  and  you  will  find  it  out  when  you  have  shed  your  last  green  leaves, 
as  I  have  mine,  and  are  not  quite  so  full  of  sap  and  sweet  cider  as  you 
now  are.  But  you  may  be  cut  off  while  the  first  buds  of  pleasure  are 
blossoming — ere  the  embryo  of  discontent  has  formed  itself  in  the  germ 
of  the  heart :  but  should  you  happen  to  steer  your  carnal  vessels  safely 
into  the  frigid  zone  of  longevity,  you  will  then  look  back  and  see  that 
life's  short  voyage  has  been  both  a  tedious  and  a  perilous  one.  There 
all  the  tender  sympathies  of  the  breast  will  be  forever  ice-bound  in  their 
polar  regions — Memory's  chart  will  present  a  dreary  waste — the  glass- 
spun  threads  of  Fancy  will  snap  in  the  hoar  frosts  of  age — Imagination, 
like  a  sick  turkey,  will  have  to  squat  twice  before  taking  wing,  and 
then  not  succeed  in  flight — Reason's  compass  will  vary — the  gay 
bird  of  Joy  will  shed  its  rich  plumage  and  die — and  no  splendor  will 
attend  you  there,  save  when  the  borealis  of  hope  and  faith  shall  light  up 
the  dusky  porch  of  heaven. 

But,  I  repeat,  my  friends — you  are  not  sure  of  living  for  any  decent 
length  of  time  :  nay,  to-morrow  you  may  be  cold  tallow,  done  up  in  a 
rag,  and  laid  aside.  Even  you,  little  babes — you  improved  specimens 
of  domestic  manufacture  !  you  two-quart  jugs  of  milk  !  you  may  spring 
a  leak  in  less  than  a  week,  and  let  life's  contents  soak  into  the  earth. 
And  you  older  ones !  the  hoops  may  fly  off  from  your  pork  barrels  be 
fore  you  know  it,  allowing  all  the  vital  brine  to  escape,  and  leave  you 
tainting  in  the  mouldy  sepulchre.  Time,  that  old  man-mower  by  pro 
fession,  is  in  the  midst  of  us  all,  whetting  his  scythe  for  the  next  fatal 
stroke.  I  know  not  the  victim  soon  destined  to  fall  before  his  keen- 
edged  bushwhacker,  or  I  would  point  him  out :  perhaps  it  is  myself,  for 
1  have  gone  to  seed  and  am  ripe  for  the  harvest ;  but  certain  it  is,  that 
some  one  must  shortly  go — for  on  every  side  we  continually  behold,  in 
the  great  family  of  mankind,  members  falling  in  the  dust  to  rise  no  more. 
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Oh !  it  is  a  melancholy  sight  to  see  so  many  of  our  friends  annually 
dropping,  like  leaves  and  tendrils  from  the  trees,  to  be  trod  upon  by  un 
hallowed  feet,  and  have  the  plough  of  posterity  intermingle  their  sacred 
ashes  with  the  vile  earth  that  nourishes  turnips,  potatoes  and  onions ! 
It  is  mournful  to  reflect  on  the  frailty  of  human  existence,  and  sadder 
still  to  think  that  the  beautiful  material  of  mortals  should  thus  be  cast 
to  the  four  winds  of  heaven,  or  left  to  rot  and  enrich  the  soil  from 
whence  they  sprang  and  gained  their  subsistence.  But,  my  friends, 
we  have  this  consolation  :  that  while  we  let  drop  a  tear  upon  the  dust 
of  former  friendship,  we  can  say  in  the  assurance  of  heavenly  hope— 
This  is  not  the  end  of  man.  So  mote  it  be  ! 

NOTICE. — I  have  observed  that  a  great  many  country  people  have 
lately  joined  my  congregation.  Let  the  good  work  go  on !  I  hope  to 
coax  a  few  more  such  sheep  into  my  fold,  before  I  preach  my  farewell 
sermon  ;  and  that  may  be  pretty  soon,  as  I  have  had  a  loud  $600  call 
elsewhere. 


NUMBER   XXIII. 

ON  THE  REMEMBRANCE  OF  FORMER  FRIENDS. 

TEXT. — O  dear,  dear  Jeanie  Morrison, 

Since  we  were  sindered  young, 
I've  never  seen  your  face,  nor  heard 

The  music  o'  your  tongue  ; 
But  I  could  hug  all  wretchedness, 

And  happy  could  I  die, 
Did  I  but  ken  your  heart  still  dreamed 

O'  bygane  days  and  me  ! — MOTHBBWILL. 

MY  HEARERS — It  has  been  written  in  a  book,  that  the  world  without 
friends  is  a  wilderness  ;  and  so  it  is — a  wilderness  of  woe,  tangled  up 
with  the  underbrush  of  petty  sorrow,  and  encompassed  by  a  gloomy 
horizon  of  uncertainty.  It  is  a  glorious  thing  to  be  remembered  by 
those  who  have  once  known  us — to  have  the  bliss  of  knowing  that, 
although  absent  and  far  away,  they  often  send  us  billets  of  love  by  the 
carrier  pigeon  Memory,  whose  fleet  pinions  droop  not  in  the  storm,  nor 
become  weary  by  flight :  to  know  that  the  very  wreaths  of  friendship 
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which  we  wove  together  in  days  gone  by,  are  still  blooming  untouched 
by  the  hoar-frosts  of  time,  and  yet  twine  round  the  hearts  of  those  we 
loved  in  youth.  For  my  part,  I  keep  on  good  terms  with  every  body. 
Those  who  once  ate  with  me  of  the  bread  of  true  love,  although  they 
may  have  become  estranged  by  the  seducing  wiles  of  the  world,  can 
now,  if  they  choose,  receive  large  slices  of  friendship  at  my  hand.  If 
I  have  enemies  I  know  them  not,  and  therefore  love  them  all— yea,  all, 
except  the  Evil  One,  that  great  enemy  of  all  mankind,  who  wanders  up 
and  down  the  earth,  trespassing  upon  the  fair  fields  of  piety,  sowing 
tares  among  the  wheat,  running  away  with  pretty  women,  and  buying 
up  the  frail  sons  of  men  at  prices  considerably  less  than  their  original 
cost.  To  him  I  wish  all  the  bad  luck  that  can  be  crowded  into  the  vast 
region  of  Pandemonium.  It's  a  nice  feeling,  my  friends,  to  experience 
the  good  will  of  one's  fellow  creatures — that  of  the  ladies  especially. 
It  puts  to  rest  all  the  carnivorous  cravings  of  appetite — silences  every 
clamor  of  fear  or  jealousy,  and  robs  conscience  of  its  weapons  of  re 
proof.  To  be  at  peace  with  the  whole  world — have  enough  to  eat, 
drink  and  wear — and  a  small  surplus  of  loose  change — are  about  the 
greatest  blessings  this  barren  earth  can  afford.  But  O,  my  dear  friends ! 
to  be  remembered  by  the  friends  and  companions  of  our  youth — by 
those  who,  perhaps,  are  borne  forever  away  on  the  steam-car  of  Time 
—to  know  that  the  dim  mazes  of  space  are  transparent  to  the  fond  eye 
of  Recollection — and  that  the  best  wishes  of  our  former  associates  often 
clandestinely  visit  us — is  bliss  indeed,  although  it  comes  to  us  tinged 
with  the  yellow  hue  of  solemnity.  Yes,  it  is  a  pleasing  but  melancholy 
reflection.  Now,  you  old  men,  whose  spines  have  become  curved  in 
climbing  up  the  rugged  mountain  of  life  :  you,  whose  wliite  hairs,  like 
mine,  can  be  numbered  with  a  slate  and  pencil ;  just  call  over  the  list  of 
those  who  joined  you  in  the  sports  of  childhood,  and  see  how  many  re 
spond  to  the  summons.  Where  are  they  ?  Eclio  answers,  not  here. 
Aye,  they  are  among  the  missing.  Some  of  them  have  taken  a  subter 
ranean  passage  to  another  world,  leaving  their  corporeal  dross  to  mingle 
with  its  native  mould  :  some  have  wandered  like  stray  lambs  away  from 
the  parental  fold,  and  are  scattered  over  the  broad  face  of  the  earth, 
never  more  to  meet  again  in  the  warm  glow  of  youth :  some,  perchance, 
may  cling  around  those  neglected  bowers  which  you  built  together  in 
friendship,  love  and  harmony ;  but  the  green  leaves  have  also  fallen 
from  their  brows,  the  frosts  of  age  are  settling  on  their  heads,  and  their 
youthful  fire  of  enthusiasm  has  long  since  become  extinct.  But,  for  the 
most  part,  my  contemporaneous  friends,  they  aru  scattered  hither  and 
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thither  ;  and  you  couldn't  call  them  together  again  if  you  were  to  drum 
from  now  till  the  daybreak  of  eternity.  Separated  as  they  are,  one  from 
another,  their  thoughts  often  concentrate  at  that  spot  where  the  happiest 
moments  of  their  lives  were  passed  ;  and,  with  the  silken  net  that  Fan 
cy  knits,  they  often  drag  you  in  to  join  them  in  the  repetition  of  those 
childish  sports  which  crowned  their  earliest  days  with  the  diadem  of 
happiness.  To  be  thus  bound  to  the  remembrance  of  early  friends  is  a 
pleasant  bondage  ;  and  I  know  that  the  oftener  the  chains  are  shortened 
the  better  you  like  it.  We  are  all  vain  enough  to  feel  proud  of  every 
little  attention  paid  us  while  on  earth  by  our  brother  pensioners  of  mor 
tality  ;  and  we  all  have  a  desire  to  be  remembered  when  we  shed  oar 
coats  and  breeches,  and  put  on  our  night-gowns,  for  a  long  sleep  in  the 
dark  chambers  of  death.  It  will  make  but  little  odds  to  me,  when  I 
shall  bid  a  final  good  night  to  all,  whether  I  live  in  the  bosom  of  poste 
rity  or  have  my  virtues  wiped  off  from  the  tablet  of  memory  by  the  rag 
of  oblivjon.  I  shall  leave  no  race  of  Dows  behind  to  perpetuate  my 
fame ;  and  as  for  my  good  works,  I  just  as  lief  they  would  all  follow 
me,  as  to  have  them  remain  here,  and  be  defiled  by  the  off-scourings  of 
vice  and  iniquity.  If  the  world,  however  should  find  it  perfectly  con 
venient  to  place  me  upon  its  record  of  illustrious  dead,  I  shall  have  no 
very  obstreperous  objections.  If  it  should'nt — so  be  it ;  for  I  feel  pret 
ty  confident  that  when  I  absquatilate,  I  shall  go  to  a  world  where  they 
use  half  a  dozen  such  hemispheres  as  ours  for  spit-boxes  to  furnish  a 
single  parlor  of  glory.  Yes,  my  hearers,  the  tomb  that  I  see  already 
built  for  me  in  the  distance,  is  covered  with  the  roses  of  Hope  ;  and  I 
shall  soon  be  there  to  pluck  them  :  new  ones  will  blossom  in  my  grasp 
if  I  then  know  that  absent  friends  do  but  dream  of  bygone  days  and  me, 
and  wish  me  a  happy  journey  to  the  confines  of  immortality. 

My  dear  friends — if  you  wish  to  be  respected  and  remembered  by 
the  virtuous  and  the  good,  you  must  walk  the  crack  of  sobriety — neither 
drink  rum  nor  chew  tobacco — do  the  handsome  to  all  your  fellow  mor 
tals — and  practice  nothing  but  what  is  laid  down  in  the  revised  edition 
of  Gimter.  Then  when  you  arrive  at  the  jumping-off  place  of  time,  the 
angel,  Faith,  will  lend  you  wings  to  soar  aloft  to  where  the  unfading 
flowers  of  friendship  forever  bloom,  and  Memory  lives  through  all  eter 
nity.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    XXIV. 

« 

i  • ' '     ' 

ON  THE  LOVE  OF  CHILDREN. 
TEXT.— No  children  run  to  lisp  their  sire's  return.— GK A  v. 

MY  DEAR  friends — I'm  neither  going  to  preach  about  small  beer,  nor 
small  potatoes,  however  much  my  text  may  appear  to  bear  that  way.  I 
intend  to  discourse  about  those  little  responsibilities  which  men  and 
women  are  generally  liable  to,  after  they  have  passed  that  bourne  from 
whence  no  maid  or  bachelor  returns.  Grown  people,  my  hearers,  are 
as  naturally  fond  of  toys  and  trifling  amusements,  as  children  are.  Dolls 
and  tops  are  the  toys  of  children,  and  children  are  the  toys  for  older 
folks  to  fondle.  So,  you  see,  as  somebody  mightier  than  I  has  said, 
that  men  are  nothing  but  children  who  have  grown  out  of  their  button- 
up-and-down-behind  breeches.  When  I  was  a  child,  I  thought  as  a 
child — I  spake  as  a  child — and  I  wore  the  smutty  face  of  a  child  ;  but 
when  I  became  a  man,  I  put  away  all  childish  notions — that  is  to  say, 
those  things  that  tickled  me  then,  I  don't  care  much  about  now ;  but  for 
all  that,  I'm  nothing  but  a  child  still — what  you  may  call  a  man  child. 
I  have  my  playthings,  and  should  weep  to  be  deprived  of  them.  Fancy, 
also,  is  as  light  on  the  wing  as  ever ;  she  often  culls  for  me  as  pretty, 
and  as  fragrant  posies,  as  ever  bloomed  in  the  garden  of  childhood. 
Forgetfulness  has  blotted  out  the  record  of  unhappy  moments  passed  in 
manhood — but  Memory  (Lord  bless  her  !)  still  empties  in  my  lap  an 
apron  full  of  the  good  things  that  I  loved  so  dearly  when  a  child.  Yes, 
my  hearers,  I  know  I  am  a  child — but  instead  of  directing  my  weary 
footsteps  from  the  cradle  of  infancy,  I  am  tottering  toward  that  cradle, 
where  the  feeble  babes  of  age  slumber  in  undisturbed  repose  till  the 
dawn  of  immortality  bids  them  awake,  and  wander  with  the  children  of 
the  blest,  amid  the  sweets  of  an  endless  paradise  ?  I  haven't  any  chil 
dren  of  my  own — if  I  had,  you  wouldn't  see  so  many  wrinkles  on  my 
forehead — but  I'm  amazing  fond  of  anybody's  brats.  Bless  their  little 
gizzards — how  I  lovo  them !  I  always  lot  them  do  just  as  they  have  a 
mind  to — unless  they  pull  the  cat's  tail,  and  torture  dumb  creatures.  I 
never  scold  them  for  not  keeping  their  noses  clean  ;  because  I  recol 
lect  I  let  my  snub  talio  its  own  way  when  I  was  only  three  or  four  years 
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high.  Suffer  little  ones  to  come  unto  me,  and  don't  you  forbid  'em ;  for 
of  such  we  all  were  once — and  besides,  I  can  train  them  up  in  the  way 
they  should  go ;  so  that  when  they  are  old,  they  will  mind  their  Ps  and 
Qs  like  a  book.  I  pity  old  bachelor*,  from  the  very  basement  of  my 
heart.  The  pebbles  they  toss  into  the  well  of  sympathy  are  not  a  few ; 
yet  while  I  sympathize  with  them  in  their  forlorn  condition,  I  blame  them 
for  their  folly  and  cruelty.  They  are  the  cause  of  the  alarming  increase 
of  old  maids — they  cast  a  mildew  over  the  second  era  of  woman's  life — 
they  allow  plants  of  purity  and  loveliness  to  bud,  blossom,  run  up  to 
seed,  wither  and  decay  beneath  the  shade  of  celibacy  ;  where,  like  wild 
flowers  of  the  forest,  they  waste  their  sweetness  upon  a  desert  air,  and 
prematurely  scatter  their  charms  to  the  bleak  winds  of  disappointment. 
If  they  are  not  to  be  blamed  for  this,  then  I  don't  know  justice  from  a 
gin-cocktail.  It  should  be  the  incumbent  duty,  my  hearers,  of  every 
man,  to  do  something  for  his  country,  in  general — for  the  fair  sex,  in 
particular — and  for  posterity,  slantindicularly.  But  of  what  use  is  an 
old  bachelor  to  either  ?  Just  about  as  much  as  a  dose  of  salts  to  a  tight 
money  market !  He  is  a  mere  0  in  the  useful  world — good  for  nothing, 
and  of  no  importance,  when  alone  ;  but  let  him  be  joined  to,  and  keep 
on  the  right  side  of  1,  and  his  value  is  increased  tenfold — for  the  sum 
total  will  (in  all  probability)  be  thus  :  10. 

This,  my  friends,  is  the  only  way  that  man  can  be  of  essential  ser 
vice  to  the  community  at  large,  and  fill  that  station  which  is  assigned 
him  by  his  Creator,  who  said  in  the  beginning  that  it  was  not  good  for 
him  to  be  alone.  An  old  bachelor  is  a  he  grape-vine,  climbing  over  a 
frame-work  of  care  and  perplexity.  No  young  vines  sprout  at  its  roots 
— and  no  grapes  can  be  gathered  from  its  branches.  He  is  a  poor,  for 
saken,  unprovided-for  being.  The  clouds  of  misanthropy  cast  a  gloom 
over  his  spirits — he  tugs,  toils,  and  sweats  for  himself,  alone,  and  that's 
nobody — he  returns,  at  eve,  to  his  solitary  abode — no  smiling  angel 
welcomes  him  with :  My  dear,  are  you  come ! — no  lisping  children 
climb  his  knee,  and  with  cherub  tones  beseech :  Daddy,  give  me  thurii 
thugar  kitheth!  No — he  is  not  blest  with  happiness  like  this — his 
home  to  him  is  a  domicii  of  domestic  woe — his  bed,  instead  of  being 
crowned  with  connubial  wreaths,  is  covered  with  thorns.  He  sleeps 
cold  in  winter  for  the  want  of  a  comforter ;  and  his  summers  arc  rifo 
with  false  blossoms  of  hope.  To  sum  up  all,  an  old  bachelor  is  a  mi 
serable  being.  He  pays  his  addresses  to  woe  through  life,  and  finally 
becomes  wedded  to  dust.  The  winding-sheet  is  his  bridal  robe,  and 
the  worms  of  the  valley  arc  the  guests  that  partake  of  his  nuptial  feast. 
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My  hearers — young  ones  especially !  let  the  needles  of  this  discourse 
sink  deep  into  your  hearts,  and  stir  you  up  to  a  sense  of  those  duties 
you  are  bound  to  observe  by  the  dictates  of  Providence.  If  you  desire 
happiness,  and  wish  to  see  others  happy  around  you,  make  up  your 
minds  now,  to  lay  hold  of  the  horns  of  the  altar,  as  soon  as  possible, 
and  afterward  walk  along,  two  by  two,  in  everlasting  peace  and  happU 
ness.  So  mote  it  be ! 

N.  B. — I  am  told  that  my  sermons  are  attracting  the  attention  of  edi 
tors  throughout  the  country.  I  am  glad  of  it,  and  hope  their  influence 
will  be  felt  from  Maine  to  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  They  might  work  won 
ders  in  the  West,  if  the  people  there  were  not  so  given  over  to  catching 
thn  fever  and  ague.  I  am  a  very  correct  mortal,  myself,  but  the  prin 
ters  sometimes  make  me  talk  like  a  man  made  of  pasteboard ;  but  I 
shan't  be  responsible  for  their  errors,  any  how  they  can  fix  it. 


NUMBER   XXV. 

ON    SLEEP. 

TEXT. — Come,  balmy  Sleep !  tired  Nature's  soft  resort ! 

On  these  t  ad  temples  all  thy  poppies  shed  ; 
And  bid  gay  dreams  from  Morpheus'  airy  court 
Float  in  light  visions  round  my  aching  head ! 

Clasped  in  her  faititful  shepherd's  guardian  arms, 
Well  may  the  village  girl  sweet  slumbers  prove  ; 

And  they,  O  gentle  sleep !  still  taste  thy  charms, 
Who  wake  to  labor,  liberty  and  love  ! — C.  SMITH. 

Mr  WIDE  awake  hearers ! — I  say,  wide  awake,  because  I  see  your  eyes 
are  all  peeled  clear  back  to  the  reddish-white  at  the  present  moment ; 
but  I've  got  a  pretty  sleepy  subject  to  dig  at,  this  time,  and  I  shouldn't 
much  wonder  if  some  of  you  were  kidnapped  by  Somnus,  before  I  say 
So  mote  it  be !  at  the  conclusion.  I'll  try,  however,  to  make  noise 
enough,  by  preaching  on  the  high  key,  to  cause  every  one  to  mind  his 
eye,  who  is  naturally  awake  to  his  own  interests,  and  to  the  welfare  of 
others.  When  I  see  you  begin  to  nap  it,  I'll  drum  on  the  tympanum  of 
your  hearts  with  the  sticks  of  fearful  admonition,  till  you  hold  up  your 
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optics,  with  a  wonderful  wondering !  I  tell  you,  my  hearers,  you  can't, 
nor  shcfn't  sleep  under  my  preaching,  any  how  you  can  fix  it !  By-the- 
bye,  I  once  extemporized,  not  far  up  the  river,  to  a  large  lot  of  strange 
animals,  who  all  fell  asleep,  right  in  the  middle  of  my  discourse,  and 
left  me  enthusiasticating  it,  on  a  stump,  all  alone  in  my  glory — where 
upon  I  cut  stick,  and  never  charged  them  a  cent  for  what  I  had  done  ; 
and  I  don't  know  but  they're  all  sleeping  there  yet.  They  were  native 
born  citizens  of  Sleepy  Hollow,  where  they  do  nothing  but  raise  pop 
pies,  sleepy-headed  babies,  and  chew  opium.  I  rather  think  they'll 
have  to  call  twice,  and  then  whistle  once,  before  they  catch  me  there 
again. 

My  beloved  brethren  in  a  good  cause  !  I  am  ready  to  exclaim  with 
the  man  who  rode  on  Don  Quixote's  foal  of  an  ass :  Eternal  blessings 
on  the  man  who  first  invented  sleep  !  It  covereth  one  all  over  like  a 
blanket.  Yes,  my  friends,  it  does  all  that;  but  then  the  mantle  that 
sleep  throws  over  the  body,  is  not  always  a  comfortable  one,  by  a  long 
shot:  sometimes  it  is  woven  in  the  loom  of  wretchedness,  with  a  warp 
of  briar  bushes,  and  a  filling  of  card  teeth.  Sometimes  its  texture  is  so 
thin  as  to  afford  but  poor  protection  to  frost-biting  dreams — and  some 
times  it  is  as  smooth  as  satin,  soft  as  down,  and  comfortable  as  a  foot- 
stove.  If  you  have  behaved  ungrammatically  through  the  day,  you  may 
just  prepare  yourself  for  a  tattered  rug  to  sleep  under  at  night.  There 
is  no  'balmy  sleep'  for  those  who  act  dishonestly,  live  immorally,  vote 
spuriously,  shave  closely,  judge  rashly,  condemn  instantly,  lounge  lazily, 
loaf  idly,  and,  in  short,  do  wickedly,  in  any  shape.  The  man  who 
backbites  his  neighbor,  deceives  his  friends,  speaks  ill  of  married  wo 
men,  runs  down  the  girls,  throws  a  quid  of  tobacco  into  the  contribu 
tion  box,  and  takes  a  penny  out  of  it  to  buy  more,  and  who  cares  not  a 
snap  for  God,  man  nor  the  devil — I  say,  my  hearers,  such  a  man  never 
ought  to  sleep  in  peace,  and  he  never  will !  Let  him  retire  to  his  cat 
tail  couch,  when  sable  night  has  emptied  her  soot-bag  upon  one  half  of 
this  terraqueous  globe — when  the  iron  tongue  of  midnight  bids  the 
witches  straddle  their  broomsticks,  and  the  demons  of  darkness  start 
from  their  hells — when  his  spree  is  over  and  he  seeks  for  repose — and 
what,  my  friends,  await  him  there  ? — bed-bugs,  musquetoes  and  the 
night-mare !  Yes,  amid  all  these  troubles,  he  will  lay  down  his  guilty 
carcase — turn  over — turn  under — turn  every  way,  in  trying  to  coax 
Sleep  to  his  bed-side  ;  but  she  wont  do  it — he  will  fall  into  a  snooze  ; 
but  the  load  on  his  conscience  will  cause  him  to  groan  in  distress,  while 
the  skeleton  of  a  night-mare  looks  in  at  his  window,  and  gives  a  horse 
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laugh  at  his  misery.     Poor  man — you  can't  sleep  under  that  budget  of 
guilt! 

Now,  my  dear  hearers,  look  at  the  man  who  goes  to  bed  with  a  sense 
of  having  done  his  duty  to  his  Maker,  his  neighbor  and  himself.  He 
falls  calmly  asleep  in  the  arms  of  Somnus,  who  beckons  his  messenger 
Morpheus  to  come,  while  reason  slumbers,  and  guide  his  wandering 
fancy  over  that  blissful  world  of  dreams,  where  earth-born  care  is  never 
known  to  enter.  If  he  is  a  lover,  his  dearest  angel  is  eVer  by  his  side, 
journeying  with  him  through  shady  groves  and  over  elysian  fields — if 
he  is  a  business  man,  the  banks  all  pay  specie,  and  discount  freely — if 
he  is  a  lawyer,  his  clients  are  all  wealthy  and  chock  full  of  suits — if 
he  is  a  preacher,  (like  myself,)  his  sheep  yield  good  fleeces,  and  are 
content  with  such  salt  as  they  can  get.  O,  it's  a  blessed  thing  to  lie 
down  at  night,  with  a  light  stomach  and  a  lighter  conscience !  You 
ought  to  see  me  sleep  sometimes — the  way  I  take  it  easy,  is  a  caution 
to  children !  With  the  bleached  night-cap  that  time  has  lent  me,  I  lay 
my  head  upon  a  downy  pillow,  while  over  it  the  loveliest  poppies  bloom 
and  distill  their  suporific  dews  on  my  closed  eyelids,  I  revel  in  the 
courts  of  the  blest — like  a  poet,  I  seem  to  be  suspended,  in  an  ideal  bal 
loon,  midway  between  an  Eden  below  and  a  Paradise  above,  till  the 
morning  lands  me  on  the  barren  cliffs  of  terra  firma.  Since  the  beloved 
partner  of  my  bosom  has  departed,  her  side  of  the  bed  contains  a  bun 
dle  of  nettles  bound  together  by  a  wreath  of  cypress — but  for  all  that,  I 
sleep  as  sound  as  a  log ;  because  my  accounts  are  all  square.  I  am 
too  old,  my  friends,  to  do  justice  to  the  last  verse  of  my  text— suffice  it 
to  say,  it  is  beautiful,  truthful,  sublime  and  pathetic.  And  now,  in  con 
clusion,  let  me  tell  you,  that,  as  our  night's  repose  depends  upon  our 
conduct  through  the  day,  so  does  the  sleep  of  death  upon  our  actions 
through  life.  If  we  go  according  to  Hoyle  through  the  day  of  exis 
tence,  we  shall  all  be  blest  with  rapturous  dreams  when  we  fall  asleep 
in  the  cradle  of  the  grave,  never  more  to  awaken  to  trouble,  care  and 
sorrow.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    XXVI. 

ON  NIGHT ITS  BEAUTIES  AND  INSPIRATIONS. 

TEXT. — When  surly  mastiffs  stint  their  howl, 

And  swathed  in  moon-shine  nods  the  owl ; 
When  cottage  hearths  are  glimmering  low, 
And  warder  cocks  forget  to  crow  ; 

Then  is  the  hour 
That  hearts  feel  passions  overflow — 

Then  is  the  hour 
That  the  voice  of  love  is  a  spell  of  power. — MOTHERWELL. 

MY  HEARERS — Now  as  I  am  about  to  discourse  of  the  night,  I  hope 
and  trust  it  may  not  have  such  a  somniferous  effect  on  your  eye-lids,  as 
to  cause  them  to  approximate  during  the  time  that  I  shall  occupy 
in  measuring  off  the  few  yards  of  syntax  which  lies  in  a  roll  before  me. 
Keep  awake  if  you  can.  If  you  can't,  go  to  sleep,  and  sleep  till  the 
devil  calls  you  to  supper,  for  aught  I  care.  I  might  as  well  take  off  the 
lid  of  my  subject,  now,  while  the  sky-lights  to  the  dark  dungeons  of 
your  understandings  are  open,  and  throw  all  the  sunshine  into  them, 
possible,  ere  they  become  closed  by  the  drowsy  wizzards  of  slumber. 

Evening,  my  friends,  brings  with  it  some  of  the  most  melancholy  and 
yet  pleasing  associations  that  ever  walked  into  the  lone  bosom  of  man. 
It  swathes  the  heart  in  silken  bandages,  which  seem  to  crowd  all  the 
delicate  feelings  into  the  very  tenderest  and  narrowest  corner,  where 
they  push  about,  and  make  every  possible  exertion  to  burst  open  tho 
doors  that  lead  out  into  the  fascinating  world  of  imagination.  When 
we  see  old  Sol,  tired  with  a  long  day  of  watchful  toil  and  journeying, 
sink  down  to  rest,  as  it  were,  on  his  forest  woven  couch,  like  a  poor 
wearied  pilgrim  in  the  wilderness,  a  curious  kind  of  feeling  is  sure  to 
crawl  over  us.  We  feel  somehow  as  though  we  were  bidding  good 
bye  to  an  old  friend — and  that's  always  sure  to  cause  a  little  of  the 
heart-liquor  to  exude.  Then  when  we  see  the  crimson  banners  hung 
out  of  the  peaceful  windows  of  the  west,  and  gently  waving  over  the 
spot  where  the  day-god  slumbers — when  guardian  spirits  begin  to  fold 
their  pinions  of  purple,  gold  and  amber,  and  also  lie  down  on  the  blan 
ket  of  night  to  take  a  comfortable  snooze — when  darkness  begins  to 
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curdle  with  the  milky  twilight — when  Nature  oleeps  so  very  sound  that 
she  can't  raise  a  snore — then,  I  say,  my  dear  friends,  there  is  an  ink 
ling  of  mysteriousness,  awe,  sublimity  and  tenderness,  pervading  the 
whole  system  of  man,  even  to  the  remotest  edge  of  his  longest  toe  nail. 
Night  is  the  blessed  time  for  man  to  hold  communion  with  himself. 
He  can  then,  undisturbed,  crawl  clear  into  the  secret  hiding  places  of 
his  own  soul — overhaul  its  stores  of  virtue  and  vice — cast  out  the  one 
and  add  a  little  more  preserving  salt  to  the  other.  By  the  lamp  of  so 
ber  reflection  he  can  read  the  blurred  pages  of  his  past  conduct,  and 
mend  his  pen  so  as  it  shall  wrre  freely,  handsomely  and  smoothly  over 
the  unstained  leaves  of  the  future.  And  I  say  unto  you,  that  if  a  man 
doesn't  do  these  things  in  the  quiet  hour  of  the  night,  he  wont  do  them 
in  the  midst  of  diurnal  care,  toil  and  business,  when  the  broad  glare  of 
the  sun  adds  thickening  to  his  inward  darkness,  and  causes  the  moral 
brain  to  look  blacker  than  a  funeral  procession  of  negroes  in  a  thunder 
storm.  And  again  I  say  unto  you,  that  if  a  man  doesn't  do  these  things 
at  all,  the  goblins  of  a  guilty  conscience  will  haunt  him  on  his  way  to 
that  well  heated  prison  where  captives  are  fed  on  cinders  and  aqua 
fortis  soup ;  and  are  allowed  no  other  amusement  than  to  sit  and  pick 
their  teeth  with  a  red  hot  poker  through  all  eternity.  Think  of  this, 
my  good  friends,  and  act  as  becometh  men  of  wisdom,  prudence  so 
briety,  and  honesty  of  purpose. 

Night,  my  hearers,  is  the  time  for  mortals,  whose  corporeal  fires  are 
not  already  smouldering  in  the  embers  of  age,  to  feel  the  rapturous  in 
fluences  of  love  and  heaven-born  aflection.  I  know  it  is — for  be  it 
known,  I  once  had  a  touch  of  the  tender,  myself ;  but  there  are  only  a 
few  grease  spots  of  it  left  now  on  my  fast  withering  heart.  The  time 
for  Cupid  to  commit  his  depredations,  should  be  a  mild  and  clear  sum- 
mer's  evening,  like  this  : — Near  the  horizon  of  the  gentle  south,  two 
lovely  clouds  are  sleeping  happily  together,  like  a  newly  married  cou 
ple,  on  a  bed  of  ethereal  softness — the  breezes  are  singing  love-ditties, 
and  whispering  soft  nonsense  in  the  groves — the  moon,  Luna,  or  Cyn 
thia,  whichever  you've  a  mind  to  have  it,  with  a  face  like  a  buttered 
pancake,  rises  slowly  from  her  virgin  couch,  doffs  her  night-cap,  and 
proceeds  upon  her  nocturnal  tramp,  along  the  Broadway  of  Heaven — 
myriads  of  stars  are  winking  and  blinking  at  her,  or  rather  they  seem 
continually  forming  and  bursting,  as  though  they  were  so  many  bubbles 
on  a  boundless  ocean  of  frying  fat — Mr.  Cock-a-doodle-doo  is  fast  asleep 
with  the  feathered  mistress  of  his  harem — old  Jowler  feels  symptoms 
of  the  tender  passion,  and  sits  howling  down  blessings  on  the  head  of 
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his  lady-love  far  away.  Human  love,  at  this  witching  hour,  is  at  its 
highest  flux.  Lovers  are  walking,  talking,  sighing,  crying,  wooing, 
cooing,  and  experiencing  all  manner  of  sensations,  not  knowing  the 
wherefore,  nor  from  whence  they  come.  All  this  business,  my  hear 
ers,  may  appear  flat  and  nonsensical  to  some  of  you  old  ones ;  but  they 
can't  help  it,  poor  creatures!  It  is  all  right,  however,  that  people 
should  love,  for  the  seeds  of  love  are  showered  down  fror.i  heaven,  and 
implanted  in  human  breasts.  If  they  vegetate  in  the  night  time,  rather 
than  during  the  day,  we  mustn't  lay  it  to  the  moon,  the  stars,  the  dew, 
nor  the  state  of  the  weather.  No,  my  hearers,  it  is  all  owing  to  tho 
peace,  the  silentness,  and  the  heart-penetrating  influences  which  calm 
evening  brings  to  souls  susceptible  of  tho  holiest  and  grandest  impulses. 
Those  love-forsaken  beings  whose  hearts  are  encased  in  the  cold  steel 
of  misanthropy,  spend  their  evenings  in  riotous  debauchery,  drinking, 
gambling,  and  raising  Tom  and  Jerry,  Verily  they  shall  have  their  re 
ward.  Their  paths  to  the  grave  shall  be  strewn  with  thorns,  teazles 
and  nettles  ;  vipers  shall  bite  their  heels,  and  serpents  hiss  them  to 
eternal  shame  and  infamy.  O,  my  friends  !  let  me  entreat  you  to  spend 
your  days  in  honest  industry,  and  in  the  cultivation  of  such  vegetables 
as  morality  and  virtue.  Your  evenings  should  be  occupied  in  revising 
the  past,  and  d  -awing  charts  for  tho  future ;  and  vhi»u  tho  tuigcU  of 
love  visit  your  mud-built  mansions,  entertain  them  handsomely,  and 
treat  them  with  the  respect  due  to  their  stations.  Then,  when  the  eve 
ning  of  life  draws  nigh,  be  prepared  for  an  everlasting  renewal  of  that 
love  which  endureth  for  ever  and  ever.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER   XXVII. 

ON  ARTIFICE. 

TEXT. — Why,  I  can  smile,  and  murder  while  I  smile  ; 

And  cry  content  to  that  which  grieves  ray  heart ; 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears, 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occasions. — SIUKSPEARB. 

MY  VERY  respectable  auditors !  I  am  not  going  to  speak  of  the  monster 
here  exhibited  ;  because  I  don't  believe  any  man  can  take  upon  him 
self  such  super-devilish  monstrosities,  and  be  a  man — but  intend  merely 
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to  show  hove  far  the  text  will  apply  (perhaps  in  a  different  manner)  to 
a  certain  portion  of  the  human  family  ;  the  feminine  branch  in  particu 
lar.  This  ornamental  pan  of  creation,  we  all  know,  contains  more  art 
in  its  composition,  and  resorts  to  more  artifice  than  the  men.  The 
women  don't  plod  along  the  path  of  nature,  as  we  do,  but  run  out,  every 
now  and  then,  to  pick  posies,  chase  butterflies,  and  all  that  sort  o'  thing. 
They  are  not  to  blame  for  this,  nor  for  any  trickery  they  may  have  re 
course  to,  to  arouse  the  cold-heartedness  and  gain  the  affections  of  such 
refrigerators  as  we  men  are.  I'd  do  it  myself  if  I  wore  petticoats,  and 
were  so  much  restricted  as  they  are  :  if  I  didn't  set  a  trap,  where  I  saw 
good  game,  it  would  be  because  I  hadn't  the  means — not  the  disposi 
tion.  In  the  artful  smile  of  a  pretty  lass,  my  young  friends,  there  is 
murder.'  and  I  bid  you  beware,  lest  you  too  imprudently  become  its 
victim.  Thousands  and  tens  of  thousands  have  been  murdered  in  this 
way,  while  the  cruel  perpetrators  looked  upon  the  conquest  with  a  sem 
blance  of  grief,  and  would  still  *  cry  content!'  Aye,  they  can  smile, 
and  murder  when  they  smile  ;  and,  what  is  more,  they  are  licensed  to 
commit  as  much  murder  as  they  like.  The  judge  on  his  bench — the 
monk  in  his  closet — the  parson  in  his  pulpit  (not  me) — in  fact  all,  from 
a  poet  up  to  a  pedlar,  are  alike  exposed  to  the  shafts  of  Cupid,  who  lies 
basking  iu  the  wurm  smiles  of  woman.  Girls,  my  friends,  are  danger 
ous  creatures  !  They  hold  the  same  power  over  young  men  that  snakes 
do  over  birds :  they  sometimes  charm  them  to  death — at  any  rate,  they 
charm  them.  When  the  eyes  of  a  poor  innocent  youth  have  become 
dazzled  by  the  smiles  of  a  lovely  Miss,  he  likes  to  have  them  *  stay  put ;' 
and,  as  he  continues  his  gaze,  a  thousand  new  beauties  arise — she  be 
comes  an  angel  of  light  surrounded  by  a  halo  of  loveliness — gems  of  plea 
sure  sparkle  on  every  side — he  is  in  a  perfect  paradise.  Sometimes 
he  perceives  his  danger,  and  essays  to  escape — but  he  can't  do  it — the 
golden  cords  that  bind  him  are  drawn  tighter  and  tighter  at  every  kick 
—nearer  and  nearer  he  approaches — now  he  flutters  around  the  jaws 
of  matrimony — and  now  the  halter  of  Hymen  puts  an  end  to  all  his 
sufferings!  Aint  you  scar t  at  this,  my  young  hearers?  Ifyouaint, 
I'll  preach  scarification  in  a  different  form,  next  Sunday.  A  word  more 
about  murder.  I  am  sorry  that  some  stage  performers  *  smile  and  mur 
der  when  they  smile.'  They  not  only  murder  their  parts  by  their  smiles, 
but  they  commit  assault  and  battery  on  the  audience  at  the  same  time — 
on  the  gods  and  goddesses  above — the  angels  between — and  on  the 
devils  below — but,  however,  moreover,  whereas,  nevertheless,  notwith- 
Htanding,  the  stage  is  none  of  my  business. 
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Wetting  'cheeks  with  artificial  tears ' — how  about  that ?  This,  my 
brethren,  does  not  apply  so  readily  to  the  ladies.  When  I  see  a  tear 
trickle  down  a  fair  maiden's  cheek,  I  believe  it  to  be  the  real  juice  of 
feeling— none  of  your  crocodile  salt  drops.  I  don't  imagine  a  woman 
can  play  'possum  in  that  kind  of  style,  especially  in  the  affairs  of  love ; 
but  I  must  say,  that  I  have  seen  some  giddy  girls,  who  cared  more 
about  fellows  and  flirtation,  than  about  religion,  go  to  anxious  and  in 
quiry  meetings,  with  a  peeled  onion  nicely  folded  in  their  pocket  hand 
kerchiefs  ;  so  that  a  single  wipe  would  cause  the  tears  of  true  repen-  * 
tance  to  flow  in  any  quantity.  If  this  failed  to  start  them,  all  the  oil  of 
gospel  in  Christendom  would  be  ineffectual.  It  is  in  this  latter  instance, 
only,  that  the  limb  of  my  text  can  possibly  be  applied.  To  talk  about 
a  person  having  the  power  to  weep  on  all  occasions,  is  the  height  of 
moonshine.  I'd  like  to  see  a  man  undertake  to  cry,  with  a  pretty  girl 
beside  him — pockets  full  of  cash — no  corns  on  his  toes — and  plenty  of 
ice  cream  in  reach.  If  he  can  do  it  on  such  a  time,  he  had  better  make 
a  business  of  it,  and  go  about  crying  for  people  at  sixpence  a  cry.  To 
cut  the  matter  short,  artificial  tears  are  *  all  in  my  eye.' 

*  Frame  my  face  to  all  occasions.'  In  order  to  understand  this,  we 
must  observe  that  frame  is  an  old  Egyptian  word,  which  signifies,  to 
form,  fashion,  paint.  Here  we  have  it — 'Paint  my  face,'  <fcc.  This 
manner  of  framing  faces  is  very  common  at  the  present  day.  Different 
kinds  of  paint  are  used  on  different  occasions,  and  by  different  persons. 
Our  ladies  generally  use  rouge — those  who  are  dark  complcxioned, 
make  use  of  white-wash  ;  but  neither  are  kiss  proof — two  or  three 
smacks  take  it  off.  The  negroes  use  Jappan  varnish,  which  stands  the 
test  well.  But,  my  friends,  let  Nature  do  the  painting  ;  she  is  an  ex 
perienced  hand,  and  puts  on  a  glow  that  retains  its  freshness.  As  you 
are  ashamed  to  wear  trinkets  of  brass  that  imitate  gold,  so  your  pride 
ought  to  forbid  your  wearing  those  false  colors,  which  only  mimic  the 
handiwork  of  Nature.  In  regard  to  your  smiles,  let  them  always  be 
those  of  sincerity ;  your  tears,  though  real,  let  them  flow  from  the  pure 
fount  of  contrition — never  from  anger  or  petulence  ;  your  daily  acts,  let 
them  give  evidence  that  you  have  profittcd  by  my  preaching,  that  I  may 
have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  my  grey  hairs  have  been  respect 
ed,  and  that  my  labors  have  not  been  in  vain.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    XXVIII. 

ON  PLAYING  TRICKS  WITH  NATURE.' 

TEXT.—  And  thus  they  spend 

The  little  wick  of  life's  poor  shallow  lamp, 
In  playing  tricks  with  nature. — COWPER. 

ONCE  more,  my  worthy  hearers,  I  make  myself  visible  to  your  optics — 
once  more  I  am  permitted  to  ascend  the  rostrum,  and  distribute  among 
you  the  apples  of  moral  instruction.  1  have  gathered  them  from  the 
tree  of  experience— tasted  them,  and  found  them  to  be  nutritious, 
healthy  and  palatable.  If  any  of  you  pronounce  them  otherwise,  why, 
I  shall  say,  you  are  no  judges  of  pippins — that's  all.  How  have  I  col 
lected  these  ?  Listen :  I  threw  no  clubs  into  the  tree  ;  I  played  no 
tricks  with  nature — but  simply  held  my  hat,  and  caught  them  as  they 
fell.  "  I  have  a  good  sack  full — enough  to  last  me  through  the  cold  win 
ter  of  age  that  is  fast  gathering  round  me.  When  these  attic  windows 
of  mine  shall  become  so  dimmed  by  time  as  to  admit  but  a  feeble  ray 
of  light  into  the  dark  tenement  of  the  soul,  it  will  trim  the  wick  of  life, 
and  light  up  the  lamp  of  Hope,  which  shall  continue  to  burn  till  the 
blast  of  death  extinguishes  it,  on  earth,  forever.  Now,  my  friends,  in 
order  to  obtain  the  best  fruits  of  virtue  and  morality,  there  is  no  need  of 
playing  tricks  with  nature.  All  that  is  necessary  is,  to  have  your  hearts 
prepared  to  receive  them  as  they  fall,  and  you  will  gather  lots  of  such 
apples  and  peaches  as  Jersey  can  neither  give  nor  take  away.  If  you 
harbor  the  idea,  that  you  can  bamboozle  the  public  into  the  belief  that 
you  possess  the  best  of  qualities,  when  your  hearts  are  as  tight  as  a 
drum-head  against  them,  let  me  tell  you,  you  are  as  much  mistaken  as 
the  person  was  who  went  to  bed  wrong  end  foremost,  and  awoke  in  the 
morning  with  his  night-cap  on  his  feet.  I  affirm,  it  is  easier  for  a  nee 
dle  to  go  through  the  eye  of  a  camel  than  for  one  of  these  to  prosper 
spiritually  under  such  hollow,  vain-glorious  pretensions.  Man  has  late 
ly  grown  too  wise,  in  his  own  conceit— he  fancies  that  he  understands 
himself  like  a  book — that  all  he  has  to  do  is  to  eat  and  drink,  and  take 
Brandreth's  pills  to  help  him  out  of  all  kinds  of  trouble.  This  trickery 
with  nature  shows  his  near  relation  to  a  certain  quadruped  that  has 
more  ears  than  intellect.  Better  take  a  few  drops  of  religious  pills, 
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prepared  expressly  for  sin-sick  mortals.  They  physic  the  inner  man- 
operate  as  a  mild  cathartic  on  the  constagular  exfoliations  of  vice — era 
dicate  and  exemplify  the  diurnal  system — corrustify  and  refrigerate  the 
excressences  of  evil — and  render  the  abdominal  functionaries  in  a  flu- 
escent  state  for  eternal  happiness.  I  am  obliged  to  use  Latin  expres 
sions  ;  because  when  translated  into  English,  they  lose  their  force  and 
beauty.  But,  to  continue — man  does  '  spend  the  little  wick  of  life's 
poor  shallow  lamp  in  playing  tricks  with  nature,'  most  foolishly.  He 
levels  the  beauteous  hills  to  lay  railroads — digs  a  furrow  on  the  face  of  the 
earth  to  make  a  canal — cuts  down  the  giant  oaks  to  build  ships  and  steam 
boats,  and  puts  a  scab  on  the  nose  of  Dame  Nature,  all  to  gratify  a  sel 
fish  cupidity.  He  turns  every  thing  topsy-turvy,  to  make  discoveries ; 
he  pretends  to  have  found  out  that  the  earth  is  round  like  a  ball,  not 
withstanding  the  Bible  and  the  great  Roswell  Saltonstall  have  told  him 
better — that  it  is  continually  turning  over,  arid  we  all  stick  to  it,  like 
death  to  a  dead  nigger — that  bodies  weigh  less  at  the  equator,  than  at 
the  polls,  except  buck  shot,  for  with  them  '  a  pint  is  a  pound,  the  world 
all  round' — that  animal  maggotism  pervades  all  flesh  ;  because  when  it 
<lies,  it  is  eaten  by  worms — that  men  have  as  many  bumps  on  their 
heads  as  they  have  ideas — in  short,  every  thing  concerns  man  that  is 
of  no  more  importance  to  us  mortals  than  a  dose  of  salts  to  a  foul  mus 
ket.  Not  satisfied  with  making  mischief  at  home,  he  places  a  ladder 
against  the  topmost  towers  of  heaven,  and  enters,  with  sacreligious 
hand,  upon  the  domains  of  his  Creator — discovers  there  that  the  sun  is 
as  cold  as  a  sturgeon's  nose — that  Saturn  has  rings  on  his  fingers — that 
Jupiter  has  belts  round  his  waist — that  the  moon  is  not  made  of  green 
cheese,  but  is  a  world  like  ours,  only  a  different  sort  of  beings  inhabit 
it ;  and  all  such  nonsense.  The  infidel  Voltaire  said,  that  the  Lord 
couldn't  make  hills  without  valleys  ;  but  I  do  assert  that  man  wouldn't 
hesitate  to  undertake  it,  had  he  the  power  to  make  hills  at  all.  Let 
him  beware  how  far  he  attempts  to  carry  his  unholy  schemes !  Let 
him  remember  how  Nimrod  of  old  undertook  to  build  a  tower  to  hea 
ven  ;  and  how  the  brick-layers  and  hod-carriers,  all  struck  for  higher 
wages,  ere  it  was  half  completed — and  how,  also,  they  jawed  and  quar 
relled  till  some  of  them  put  their  tongues  out  of  gear,  and  were  never  able 
to  understand  each  other  afterward.  One  found  himself  talking  Dutch 
— another,  Irish — another,  Cockney  English — another,  Hebrew,  &c., 
&c.  Then,  my  hearers,  were  they  all  dispersed,  Gog  and  Magog,  and 
the  tower  left  to  crumble  upon  the  desolate  plains  of  Shinah,  where  its 
ruins  now  lie,  a  fearful,  but  broken,  monument  of  the  folly  and  unlaw- 
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ful  enter  prize  of  man !  Gothamites,  take  warning  from  this  !  there  is 
a  jargon  of  languages  already  here  ;  and  the  slow  progress  of  the  new 
custom-house  prognosticates  evil.  Beware !  beware ! 
.  My  friends  !  let  us  avoid  wasting  the  wick  of  life  in  playing  foolish 
tricks  with  Nature  ;  for  she  will  soon  play  a  tric)t  with  us,  that  is  not 
to  be  winked  at:  that  is,  she  will  snuff  out  the  candle  of  existence,  and 
all  the  loco  foco  matches  on  earth  will  not  be  able  to  light  it.  There 
fore  let  us  follow  the  path  of  strict  morality,  which  leads  through  the 
tomb,  over  the  viaduct  between  time  and  eternity,  and  ends  in  the  ever 
lasting  gardens  of  Paradise.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
. 


NUMBER   XXIX. 

ON  THE  POWER  OF  CONSCIENCE. 

TEXT. — What  conscience  dictates  to  be  done, 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do  ; 
This  teach  me  more  than  hell  to  shun, 
That  more  than  heaven  pursue. — POPE. 

MY  VERY  sensitive  and  sentimental  hearers  ! — I  shall  in  the  present  dis- 
•  course  direct  my  eloquence  to  those  only  who  have  consciences  manu 
factured  from  Heaven's  best  material,  and  are  not  case-hardened  at  the 
forge  of  Satan.  I  believe  this  includes  nearly  the  whole  of  my  flock — 
but  if  there  are  any  who  have  cast-iron  consciences  that  resist  every 
impression  ;  and  if,  also,  there  be  those  with  India  rubber  consciences, 
that  will  stretch  half  a  mile  beyond  the  geographical  line  of  honesty- 
why,  I  shall  bid  them  go  their  own  way — serve  out  their  apprenticeship 
with  the  devil,  and  afterward  do  jour-work  in  manufacturing  mischief 
for  themselves  and  neighbors,  by  the  job.  Conscience,  my  friends,  has 
of  late  been  too  generally  bullied  out  of  confidence  in  its  own  admon 
ishing  and  chastising  powers.  My  friend  Shakspeare  says  it  makes 
cowards  of  us  all — but  it  don't  do  it  now-a-days  so  much.  People  have 
become  too  well  acquainted  with  the  animal,  to  be  frightened  out  of 
their  seven  senses  by  its  scolds,  which  they  heed  about  as  much  as  a 
fox  does  the  cawing  of  carrion  crows.  It  would  be  a  glorious  thing  for 
the  present  dilapidated  state  of  society,  if  conscience  could  more  fire- 
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quently  be  elected  president  over  the  whole  of  the  moral  faculties. 
Now,  my  hearers,  there's  no  politics  about  me  when  you  see  me  up 
here  ;  but  I  verily  believe  that  you  run  other  candidates,  because  con 
science  is  thought  to  be  too  arbitrary— and  so,  on  the  contrary,  you  go 
the  whole  hog  for  democratic  or  republican  principles,  and  vest  supreme 
power  in  the  following  authorities,  to  legislate,  speechify,  get  sizzled, 
and  make  laws  in  the  chambers  of  the  heart,  viz : — Self-interest,  Envy, 
Avarice,  Indulgence,  Love,  Virtue,  Vice,  Benevolence,  Jealousy,  Piety, 
Hatred,  &c.     It  is  plain  enough,  my  dear  friends,  that  such  a  republi 
can  form  of  government  wont  answer  in  this  case  ;  for  the  obvious  rea 
son,  that  an  incongruous,  anonymous,  heterogeneous,  self-conflicting 
mass  of  law-makers  can't  take  care  of  themselves — letting  alone  the 
uproarious,  revolutionizing  empire  of  the  mind.     I  appeal  to  your  de 
throned  consciences,  my  hearers,  if  it  isn't  just  as  plain  as  that  girl  on 
the  end  of  the  bench  yonder,  that  democracy  never  will  answer  for  the 
kingdom  of  the  heart.     I  dive  clean  up  to  my  elbows  into  the  suds  of 
democracy,  in  its  political  relation  ;  but  the  base  passions  and  fine  in 
tellectual  faculties  of  man,  require  some  powerful  mandate  to  keep  in 
subjection  the  first,  and  push  forward  the  latter,     Aye,  they  need  even 
a  despot  at  their  head — and  conscience  was  ordained  by  Heaven  for 
this  highly  responsible  office.     Now,  I  beg  all  who  have  been  traitors 
to  their  God  and  themselves,  to  lay  down  their  arms  and  become  faith 
ful  subjects  to  their  lord  and  sovereign,  Conscience.     Come,  my  dear 
friends,  I  know  you  wont  act  foolishly — upset  your  own  soup,  and 
sweeten  your  tea  with  mustard !     Come  and  let  Conscience  be  your 
ruler — your  guide — your  protector — your  rewarder — and  your  admon- 
isher.     Only  go  according  to  its  dictates,  and  my  word  for  it,  you  will 
gain  possession  of  that  rare  jewel,  honesty ',  which  shall  glitter  amid  the 
surrounding  darkness  of  venality,  and  serve  as  a  passport  to  the  very 
cock-loft  of  public  esteem.     If  it  don't,  I  wish  I  may  be  shaved !     I 
am  ready,  my  friends,  to  stake  the  laurels  that  for  years  have  decked 
my  venerable  front — that  the  man  who  always  does  the  clean  thing  to 
ward  his  inner  man,  will  never  have  the  darkest  alleys  of  his  soul 
haunted  by  the  dragon-winged  demon  of  remorse.     But  if  you  bid  con 
science  depart,  in  order  that  the  passions  may  hold  a  carnival  in  its  pa 
lace — run  riot  round  its  throne,  and  kick  up  Tom  and  Jerry — then  be 
ware  !     Remember  that  the  resident  whom  you  sent  away  as  a  servant, 
will  return  as  a  master.     Aye,  my  friends,  he  will  return  as  a  master, 
and  a  savage  one,  too.     He  will  rap  with  terrible  thundering  at  the 
door  of  the  heart — and  in  earthquakified  tones  of  anger,  demand  admit- 
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tance.  Then  what  a  scampering  there  will  be  among  the  sensitive 
children  of  guilt ! — they  will  feel  that  they  have  been  raising  Cain  and 
breaking  things— they  will  call  on  the  beds  to  cover  them,  and  the 
chairs  to  fall  a-top  of  them — on  their  knees  they  will  implore  conscience 
to  forgive  them ;  but  he  wont  be  gammoned — he  will  slap  them  all  with 
the  shingle  of  reproof,  and  send  them  sobbing  to  their  beds  of  shame ! 
This,  you  see,  all  comes  from  not  acting  up  to  the  requirements  of  a 
conscientious  sense  of  duty ;  and  this,  or  something  similar,  will  be  the 
portion  of  all  who  know  they  are  digging  those  potatoes  which  ought 
not  to  be  dug,  and  are  leaving  undug  those  potatoes  which  ought  to  be 
dug.  I  would  have  you  take  a  pattern  after  my  stomacher — that's  the 
sort  of  conscience  you  all  want — it  never  warps — never  shrinks— but 
is  always  the  same — sound,  comfortable  and  soul-protecting.  Now, 
my  hearers,  may  I  hope  that  whatever  you  do  hereafter,  whether  it  bo 
making  money,  making  love,  or  making  pretensions,  you  will  do  all  to 
the  glory  of  a  clear  conscience ;  and  that  is  the  evidence  of  a  religion, 
not  only  rare,  but  of  more  value  than  an  inheritance  in  the  kingdom  of 
gratuitous  gastronomy.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    XXX. 

ON  SICKENING  SENTIMENTALITY. 

TEXT.—'  And  sometimes  when  tho  sun  with  parting  rays, 
Gilds  the  long  grass  that  hides  my  silent  bed, 

The  tear  shall  tremble  in  my  Charlotte's  eyes ; 

Dear,  precious  drops  !  they  shall  embalm  the  dead  ! 

Yes — Charlotte  o'er  the  mournful  spot  shall  weep, 

Where  her  poor  Werter  and  his  sorrows  sleep.'— ANON. 

MY  DEAR  friends — There  is  something  deliciously  melancholy,  sensi 
tive,  sweet  and  silly,  in  the  above  sentiments.  It's  exactly  the  right 
stuff  to  make  chicken-hearted  young  men  and  love-sick  girls  go  out  in 
the  evening  and  gawk  at  the  moon,  till  they  don't  know  what  under 
heaven  ails  them — and  feel  as  if  they  want  to  commit  suicide  on  them 
selves,  or  somebody  else.  I  take  it  for  granted,  that  you  have  all  read 
the  Sorrows  of  Werter — I  am  persuaded  the  female  portion  of  my  audi 
ence  has — for  I  remember  that  when  I  was  a  boy,  it  like  to  have  play- 
10 
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rd  the  deuce  with  the  whole  lot  of  girls  in  our  town.  They  would  read 
it  and  cry,  as  if  their  own  sweethearts  had  turned  highwayman.  I 
once  caught  my  sister  in  just  such  a  predicament — and,  boy  as  I  was, 
undertook  to  reason  with  her  on  the  subject  like  a  man ;  but  she  wiped 
her  eyes  with  a  pocket  handkerchief,  and  spitefully  said,  •  Clear  out, 
you  little  tyke !  what  do  you  know  about  love  V  Then  it  was,  my 
hearers,  that  I  first  resolved  to  turn  preacher  at  some  future  day,  and 
show  up  the  nonsense  of  all  such  fiddle-de-dee  foolery.  Werter  was  a 
silly  booby—*  a  cake  not  turned' — he  was  made  up  of  sighs,  sorrows, 
and  shoe  strings— tear-drops,  tenderness,  and  tin  scraps.  There  was 
nothing  substantial  about  him— ho  lacked  those  necessary  ingredients 
of  Christianity,  patience,  fortitude  and  forbearance,  so  indispensibly  uo« 
cessary  to  a  person  in  love,  as  well  as  to  all  others.  Poor  fellow !  we 
must  pity  his  weakness,  and  forgive  his  errors ;  for  I  really  believe  his 
upper  story  was  out  of  order,  I  will  read  a  passage  of  his,  which  fa 
vors  the  idea,  as  1  cannot  recommend  the  book  to  your  perusal  :— 

*  I  climb  the  steep  rocks,  I  break  my  way  through  copses,  among 
thorns  and  briars,  which  tear  me  to  pieces,  and  I  feel  a  little  relief.' 

Who  but  a  ninney,  or  an  insane  person,  could  ever  think  of  being  so 
rash !  And  now,  while  my  hand  is  in,  I  will  quote  another  sentence, 
to  show  how  particular  he  was  in  selecting  a  place  to  sleep  after  death, 
as  if  he  then  might  be  sensible  to  feelings  of  love,  pride,  shame,  &c,  :— 

*  At  the  corner  of  the  church-yard,  which  looks  toward  the  fields,  are 
two  lime  trees — it  is  there  I  wish  to  rest.' 

Tt  seemed  that  he  wished  to  be  buried  beneath  the  shade  of  the  two 
lime  trees,  as  though  the  spirit  might  bo  induced  to  stay  there,  and 
guard  the  body  from  the  encroachment  of  worms  ;  but  he  was  deceived. 
The  spirit  wings  its  way  to  an  unknown  sphere,  the  moment  its  man 
sion  is  demolished,  and  the  rubbish  that  remains  is  fit  only  to  aid  in 
forming  grass  and  flesh — for  flesh  is  grass,  and  grass  flesh — saith  the 
book. 

Love,  my  friends,  is  neither  a  fluid  nor  a  solid — it  is  a  sort  of  com 
pound  quintessence  of  something  indescribable.  I  never  experienced 
its  eflects  myself — I  only  speak  from  observation.  It  has  an  attractive 
power,  like  the  magnet,  not  yet  fully  understood.  [Silence  those  boys 
in  the  gallery.]  Like  electricity,  it  pervades  all  bodies — comes  before 
you  know  it — creates  a  fluster  in  the  breast — produces  a  fondness  for 
poetry,  romantic  places,  and  shady  groves — makes  a  body  feel  queer 
for  a  time,  and  finally  departs  as  calmly  as  a  Christian  dies.  Not  un- 
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frequently  it  makes  complete  fools  of  people — as  in  the  case  of  Werter : 
causes  them  to  commit  suicide,  fight  duels,  take  to  drink,  and  become 
loafers.  The  only  safe  protection  is  to  fortify  the  heart  with  reason 
—attend  to  business  constantly — be  moderate  in  the  office  of  love,  and 
pray  heaven  to  guard  you  from  its  snares.  You  must  pray  with  the 
right  spirit,  mind  you — if  you  don't  it  won't  avail  much.  As  it  is  cus 
tomary  for  modern  preachers  to  relate  anecdotes,  I  will  give  one  which 
is  just  suited  to  my  purpose : — A  farmer  who  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
daily  praying  in  his  family,  was  one  day  interrogated  by  his  negro  ser 
vant,  why  he  did  not  pray  the  Lord  to  prevent  the  woodchucks  from 
eating  the  beans  ?  Cuflce  was  told  that  he  might  do  that  himself.  Ac* 
cordiugly,  tho  next  morning  ho  repaired  to  the  field,  pulled  olV  his 
coat,  and  down  on  his  marrow  bones,  prayed  fervently  thus  :  '  Mister 
Lor !  massa  says  if  you  don't  keep  your  woodchucks  to  home,  he  play 
h — 11  wid  'em !'  You  need  not  be  told,  ray  hearers,  that  the  wood- 
chucks  continued  to  eat  the  beans,  as  ever.  It  was  not  because  the 
petition  was  ottered  up  by  a  black  man,  that  it  was  not  listened  to,  but 
for  the  reason  that  it  was  not  uttered  in  faith.  I  would  not  have  young 
men  live  bachelors  always,  and  never  know  what  it  is  to  love  ;  but  let 
them  fix  their  affections  on  one,  and  love  moderately,  prudently  and 
sincerely,  that  the  collar  of  Hymen  may  sit  easy  on  their  necks,  and 
the  connubial  harness  fit  to  a  T.  In  conclusion,  my  young  friends,  I 
must  bid  you  take  warning  from  the  melancholy  fate  of  the  poor  being 
named  in  my  text,  and  be  cautious  in  providing  for  domestic  as  well  as 
eternal  happiness,  that  your  latter  end  may  not  be  like  his.  So  mote 
it  be! 


NUMBER    XXXI. 

ON  WORLDLY    CORRUPTION. 

TEXT. — -O  for  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness — 

Some  boundless  contiguity  of  shade  !— COWPER. 

DEAR  brethren — The  moral  world  has  been  progressing  backwards, 
like  a  vexed  crab,  for  a  number  of  years  past ;  and  I  don't  know  what 
in  the  name  of  wickedness  we  shall  all  come  to,  unless  it  is,  that,  by 
some  righteous  mistake,  we  come  to  the  determination  to  behave  better, 
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do  better,  and  treat  each  other  as  though  we  were  all  members  of  one 
club,  trained  in  the  same  company,  ate  at  the  same  table,  and  worked 
in  the  same  vineyard  :  but,  I  regret  to  say,  it  isn't  so  now.  Man  looks 
upon  man,  with  a  suspicious  eye — as  though  he  were  a  thief,  a  robber, 
a  sheep-stealer,  a  highwayman,  or  a  cut-throat.  We  hear  of  rows  and 
rumors  of  rows,  but  the  end  is  not  yet,  and  heaven  only  knows  when  it 
will  be.  It  is,  my  friends,  a  horrible  state  of  society  in  which  we  are 
compelled,  at  the  present  day  to  move.  The  community  is  pregnant 
with  a  thousand  other  evils  besides  those  which  the  soaplocks  scatter 
abroad.  There  are,  in  this  little  village  of  Gotham,  thousands  of  rash, 
inconsiderate  and  foolish  young  men  who  are  sliding  down  to  destruc 
tion  as  fast  as  the  skates  of  lewdness  and  immorality  can  carry  them. 
They  bathe  their  sin-stained  limbs  in  a  flood  of  pleasure,  as  though  it 
were  a  running  stream,  limpid  and  pure,  washing  grievous  care  down 
into  the  gulf  of  forgetfulness,  and  forever  bringing  a  whole  squadron  of 
new  delights.  They  are  mistaken  in  this  matter — they  are  paddling 
about  in  a  dormant  pool  of  sensuality,  which  becomes  filthier  and  filthier  . 
till  it  imparts  a  deadly  poison  to  every  object  in  its  vicinity.  O,  my 
friends !  when  I  see  so  many  valuable  and  interesting  young  mortals 
floating  about  upon  the  surface  of  damnation,  and  just  ready  to  sink,  I 
feel  as  if  I  had  partaken  of  the  crusts  of  grief  and  six  or  eight  cups  of 
pity  for  breakfast.  Poor  things !  1  throw  out  a  line  for  them  ;  and  if 
they  haven't  a  mind  to  catch  hold  of  it,  they  may  go  down  beneath  the 
waves  of  their  own  folly,  and  there  lie  till  the  devil  fishes  them  out — 
for  the  fault  is  theirs — the  misfortune  mine.  These  corruptions,  breth 
ren,  arc  enough  to  make  a  man  seek  for  a  lodging  place  in  some  vast 
wilderness,  where  he  can  remain  in  blessed  ignorance  of  the  debauche 
ries,  crimes  and  improprieties  of  soaplocks,  blacklegs,  and  highbinders 
— aye,  of  those  who  are  called  respectable — who  give  society  the 
vomit,  and  purge  the  most  devout  of  Christian  neighborhoods.  In  some 
vast  wilderness,  I  say — where  a  man  can  show  fight  to  his  own  base 
passions,  and  no  one  near  to  commit  him  for  assault  and  battery — where 
he  can  gather  the  sweets  of  solitude — be  refreshed  by  fragrant  dews  of 
reflection — lie  flat  on  his  back,  and  look  straight  up  through  Nature  to 
Nature's  God,  and  hold  communion  with  blessed  spirits,  till  he  is  lulled 
to  sleep  by  the  vespers  of  the  night-breeze,  whose  harp  is  hung  amid 
the  folds  of  the  green  curtain  that  surrounds  him.  He  can  there  slum 
ber  in  quiet  repose,  free  from  the  vexation  of  a  blistering  world ;  and 
in  the  full  assurance  that  some  guardian  angel  will  tickle  his  nose  with 
a  straw,  when  that  black  foundling  of  Satan,  called  Nightmare,  is  thrust 
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into  his  arms.  The  solemn  hoot  of  the  owl  would  be  music  to  his  ears, 
compared  with  the  horrible  c  roakings  which  are  daily  ejaculated  from 
the  sin-sore  gullet  of  a  contaminated  community ;  and  the  hissings 
of  serpents  would  pass  b>  him  without  an  admonishing  meaning, 
after  having  been  inured  to  those  of  slanderers,  backbiters  and  tra- 
ducers.  Verily,  my  hearers,  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness  is  worth 
more,  by  two  shillings  a  night,  than  one  in  the  great  ante-chamber  of 
wickedness — where  all  manner  of  abominations  are  committed — where 
the  greatest  scourge  that  afflicts  man  is  his  fellow  man — where  petit 
larcenies  are  performed  upon  his  pockets — where  base  and  cowardly 
passions  burglariously  enter  the  sacred  temple  of  his  heart,  rob  it  of  all 
that  is  virtuous,  cut  ^the  threads  of  all  the  finer  sentiments,  and  leave 
nothing  behind  but  a  pack  of  trash,  that  wouldn't  fetch  two  cents  in  the 
market  of  heaven,  and  but  a  trifle  more  in  the  junk-shops  of  hell. 

My  hearers — all  the  ills  and  follies  that  invade  this  social  world  of 
ours,  mustn't  be  saddled  upon  the  backs  of  the  man  gender  alone.  Fe 
males  must  mother  a  portion  of  them.  Old  women  are  too  much  given 
to  strong  tea  and  stronger  gab.  They  tell  those  things  they  ought  not 
to  tell,  and  leave  untold  those  things  which  they  ought  to  have  told  ; 
which  sometimes  sets  a  whole  parish  by  the  ears.  Young  girls  are  too 
fond  of  extravagance,  dress,  flirting,  coquetting,  and  a  fancy  variety  of 
beaux.  Too  many  of  them  are  mere  jack-o-lanterns,  dancing  before  the 
eyes  of  admirers,  and  not  unfrequently  leading  them  into  the  ungetout- 
able  swamps  of  poverty  and  woe.  When  I  see  a  young  lady  dash  out 
with  such  a  cargo  of  silks  upon  her  back  as  to  breed  a  morns  multicau- 
lis  mania  throughout  the  land,  I  feel  inclined  to  say  unto  her,  in  the  full 
ness  of  a  charitable  heart  :  Go  it,  Mary !  your  daddy  may  be  rich,  but 
not  rich  enough  to  purchase  for  you  that  happiness  and  contentment 
which  dwell  in  the  mansions  of  the  humble,  prudent  and  industrious  ! 
0,  my  friends !  I  am  also  sorry  to  see  so  many  unfortunate  damsels 
straying  so  far  away  from  the  flowery  paths  of  virtue,  to  pick  the  bitter 
berries  of  vice  from  savage  thorn  trees  and  molesting  briar  bushes,  and 
enticing  foolish  young  men  to  partake  of  the  same,  regardless  of  the 
flaming  sword  which  is  to  drive  them  forever  from  the  garden  of  peace 
and  happiness.  Only  think  of  them  I  their  virtuous  charms  might  hale 
been  wreathed  into  a  delightful  boquet  to  ornament  the  gay  parlor  of 
respectable  society,  and  be  beautiful  emblems  of  that  virgin  purity  which 
drops,  down  from  the  distillery  of  heaven  upon  the  tender  buds  of  youth. 
But  they  are  gone  chickens— there  is  no  balm  for  them  either  in  Gilead 
or  Gotham.  They  are  wandering  on,  poor  disinherited  children  of 
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wrath !  to  eternal  shame  and  infamy,  with  nothing  to  guide  their  way 
ward  steps,  save  the  blue  flame  of  their  own  iniquity,  which  casts  a 
sickly  glare  along  the  dark  alley  of  crime.  *  Lord  bless  them,  let  them 
go  !'  is  all  I  can  say  for  them  ;  but,  my  dear  friends,  it  isn't  half  what  I 
should  like  to  do  for  them,  had  I  the  instrument  of  power  at  my  control. 
If  such  things,  my  hearers,  are  not  enough  to  make  any  one  sing  out 
for  *  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness — some  boundless  contiguity  of 
shade,'  where  crime  is  unknown,  and  where  vice  never  entered — then 
I'll  get  right  down  from  the  exalted  stool  of  preaching,  and  not  say 
another  word — but  hold  on  a  minute.  Society  may  be  made  a  fit  cir 
cle  to  travel  in,  if  you  all  try  to  do  the  clean  thing  to  every  one,  at  all 
times,  and  acknowledge  obedience  to  One,  whose  supremacy  should 
never  be  called  in  question.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER   XXXII. 

ON  THE  PRACTISED  ARTS  OF  LOVE. 

TEXT.—  Do  any  thing  but  love  ; 

Or  if  thou  lovest,  and  art  a  woman, 
Hide  thy  love  from  him  whom  thou  dost  worship, 
Never  let  him  know  how  dear  he  is ! 
Flit  like  a  bird  before  him  »  lead  him  from  tree  to  tree, 
From  flower  to  flower — but  be  not  won, 
Or  thou  wilt,  like  that  bird,  when  caged  and  caught, 
Be  left  to  pine  neglected.— L.  E.  LANDON. 

MY  HEARERS — I've  found  it  all  out — I  have  been  tee-totally  bamboozled. 
I  said,  while  under  the  hydrophobia  of  revenge  a  few  Sundays  ago,  that 
women  hadn't  any  love  ;  but  now  I  begin  to  feel  a  little  sorry  about  it. 
I've  had  all  the  girls  from  the  Bull's  Head  to  the  Battery,  in  my  flax 
since  then.  One  thought  me  real  mean  for  uttering  such  super-diaboli 
cal  sentiments — another  said  I  didn't  know  any  thing  about  the  nature 
of  woman,  or  was  too  old  to  appreciate  the  influence  of  love  in  any 
body— and  others  stuck  to  it  that  I  must  have  been  disappointed  in  some 
love  scrape,  and  only  wanted  to  fall  out,  for  the  sake  of  kissing  and 
making  it  up  again  ;  and  so  I've  catched  it  right  and  left.  Now  the 
fact  of  the  matter  is,  I  have  been  deceived.  I  was  under  the  impres- 
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sion  that,  if  there  was  any  such  thing  as  love  in  the  girl  kind,  it  would 
stick  out  so  as  to  be  seen  with  half  an  eye.  But  I  see  how  it  is.  They 
hide  their  love,  as  my  text  says — I  wouldn't  have  thought  it— hut  Miss 
Landon  has  told  them  to  do  it ;  and  she  knows  what's  what  as  well  as 
that  woman  who  broomed  me  out  of  the  house  a  spell  ago.  O,  these 
girls  are  cunning  creatures  !  Well,  I  like  'em  the  better  for  their  seem 
ing  coldness,  since  I  am  fully  convinced  that  they  actually  possess  a 
quantum  sufficient  of  that  exhilarating  gas,  called  love,  which  diffuses 
itself  throughout  this  oviparious,  sublunary  world  of  ours,  and  impreg 
nates  the  whole  human  race  with  witching  symptoms  of  ideality,  and 
engenders  a  spirit  of  good  will  among  the  gregarious  sexes !  As  old  as 
I  am,  I  even  love  the  fair  sex,  for  their  shrewdness  and  scientific  tricks 
they  display  when  admirers  are  trying  to  coax  them  into  the  rat-traps 
of  their  affections.  If  further  proof  than  my  text  offers  is  needed,  that 
women  are  tinctured  with  the  pure  essence  of  love,  I  will  quote  a  pas 
sage  from  Ovid,  whose  veracity  is  uncomoverable,  and  can't  be  dispu 
ted  :  '  Girlandum  qui  loveabus  cupiderandum,  et  posse  comitatus  Jlirtie 
femini,  hoc  homo  quid  tobacco-juice  con  amoriso  kissandum  pro  sighandurn, 
sine  despcrando  nihil  faintabit.' 

Now,  my  dear  female  auditors  ;  having  proved,  fairly,  directly,  per 
pendicularly,  horizontally  and  collaterally,  that  Cupid  is  the  fledgling  of 
your  bosoms,  and  true  love  the  offspring  of  your  hearts,  I  mean  to  go 
half  the  figure  with  you  and  my  text  in  speaking  of  its  exercise.  It 
tells  you  to  do  any  thing  but  love — a  stumper  to  begin  with — can't  go 
in  for  that.  You  ought  to  love,  because  it  is  the  soul  of  that  religion 
which  cherishes  peace  and  harmony  on  earth,  and  adds  lustre  to  the 
diadems  of  angels  in  heaven.  But  you  may  conceal  this  love  as  long 
as  you  think  proper.  It  is  often  the  best  way  to  make  admirers  think 
you  don't  care  much  about  them ;  for  then  they  are  sure  to  love  you 
the  more,  and  will  use  greater  exertions  to  win  you  over  into  the  moon 
shine  of  their  affections.  It's  no  use  of  telling  you  to  hide  your  love 
under  a  bushel,  because  I  know  you  oftentimes  do  it,  whether  or  no. 
As  my  old  friend  Shakspeare  says,  you  don't  always  tell  your  love,  but 
let  concealment,  like  a  moth  in  a  red  woolen  blanket,  feed  upon  your 
damask  cheeks.  It's  all  right — perfectly  right — go  it,  girls,  with  a 
deer-like  shyness !  Lead  the  lover  on  from  tree  to  tree,  and  flower  to 
flower,  like  the  eastern  bird  of  hope — but  don't  let  him  come  near 
enough  to  sprinkle  salt  on  your  necks,  or  you  are  gone  sparrows.  Keep 
just  such  a  distance  before  him — and  this  distance  will  lend  a  very  pe 
culiar  enchantment  to  his  view ;  your  defects,  if  you  have  any,  will 
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wholly  disappear,  and  your  beauties  will  glisten,  like  a  tin  teapot  on  the 
summit  of  a  heaven-kissing  hill.  [Shakspeare.]  Yes,  as  you  recede 
from  the  lover's  gaze,  your  charms  will  increase  in  splendor,  inasmuch 
as  the  golden  atmosphere  of  love  will  fall  between,  and  you  will  appear 
before  his  treacherous  vision  like  beings  of  light  surrounded  by  a  halo 
of  glory.  You  should  follow  up  this  game  till  you  find  your  pursuer  is 
dead  set  on  taking  you  into  the  ark  of  connubial  happiness  ;  and  then 
you  may  allow  yourself  to  be  cornered  up,  but  don't  give  up  too  sudden 
ly,  or  it  may  spoil  all  the  fun ;  rather  contrive  some  way  to  get  into 
close  quarters — and  even  then,  you  must  dodge  round  and  try  to  elude 
every  earnest  grasp,  till  you  find  you  can't  struggle  any  longer  with  the 
giant  impulses  of  the  heart.  Then  yield  at  once  in  the  blissful  agony 
of  submission,  and  say, 

1  Here,  air,  I  give  myself  away, 
Tis  all  that  I  can  do.1 

Follow  this  method,  and  you  will  secure  to  yourself  such  matrimonial 
peace  and  comfort,  as  an  abrupt  union  can  neither  give  nor  take  away. 
I  don't  care  what  my  text  says — depend  upon  it,  you  will  not  be  left  to 
pine  neglected,  like  a  maiden  robin  in  a  solitary  cage.  No,  my  dear 
young  females — a  person  who  has  experienced  so  much  trouble,  and 
used  such  persevering  exertions,  to  coax  his  dear  turtle  dove  to  his  bo 
som,  will  never  forsake  it  when  once  secure  in  his  affectionate  embrace. 
He  will  press  it  to  his  heart  in  times  of  danger,  sorrow  and  affliction-— 
support  and  cherish  it  as  the  companion  of  his  lonely  hours,  and  cling 
to  him  even  when  the  shears  of  Death  are  about  to  clip  the  conjugal 
thread,  and  separate  them  forever. 

My  hearers — happy  unions  may  sometimes  agree  with  hasty  mar 
riages  ;  but  the  best  way  to  ensure  happiness  is  to  live  as  though  wo 
were  married  but  yesterday  ;  and  add  to  the  present  enjoyment  the  firm 
resolution  of  becoming  more  moral,  more  virtuous,  more  pious,  and  con 
sequently  more  happy,  till  we  are  called  upon  to  give  in  the  sum  total 
of  all  our  virtues  and  vices,  at  the  bar  of  Heaven.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER  XXXIII. 


ON  SLANDER. 

TEXT.— Anger,  Self-love,  Ambition,  thirst  of  Praise,  . 

Perturb  Man's  soul,  and  darken  half  his  days ; 
Envy  and  Slander,  Jealousy  and  Pride, 
On  Woman  wait,  foul  spectres  by  her  side. — ANON. 

Mr  DEAR  hearers — It  is  indeed  a  painful  job  for  me  to  descant  upon  the 

bad  qualities  of  a  person,  for  I  know  they  are  tender  sores — and  when 

touched  by  even  a  feather  of  reproof,  are  sure  to  throw  the  poor  mortal 

who  is  afflicted  with  them,  into  convulsions  of  the  worst  kind:  but  I 

must  do  it,  for  it  is  my  line  of  business  ;  and  none  can  stop  my  mouth, 

nor  say  why  preacheth  Dow,  Jr.  thus  ?     I  mean  to  point  out  to  man 

some  of  the  principal  causes  of  his  perpetual  disquietude  while  a  poor 

miserable  tenant  of  that  mud-built  shanty  called  the  body.     These 

causes,  my  friends,  are  not  a  few — as  the  boy  said  of  his  head  itching — 

but  the  principal  ones  are  anger,  self-love,  ambition,  and  a  constant 

thirst  for  praise.     These  are  the  begetting  causes — the  real  old  he  ones : 

all  the  evils  that  follow  them  are  their  legitimate  children — small  but 

saucy,  and  capable  of  producing  a  great  deal  of  mischief  in  the  sacred 

temple  of  the  heart.     Anger  is  a  fiery,  headstrong  steed,  that  loves  to 

rush  into  battle  with  its  rider,  without  regard  for  prudence  or  fear  of 

consequences.     The  ebenozer  of  some  men  rises  to  an  awful  pitch,  at 

the  mere  prick  of  a  pin  ;  and  then  such  a  flood  of  hurried  imprecations 

bursts  forth,  as  to  overflow  the  fair  soil  of  virtue,  rendering  it  sterile  and 

unproductive  forever.     Were  it  not  for  that  safety  valve,  the  mouth,  I 

am  inclined  to  think  that  such  people  would  snap  their  heart-strings, 

and  perhaps  burst  the  parchment  that  encases  all  their  wrath  and  fury. 

Self-love,  my  hearers,  like  good  wine,  may  be  indulged  in  moderately, 

without  harm  ;,  as  it  serves  to  keep  a  body  in  good  spirits,  and  stimulates 

him  to  many  laudable  enterprizes  ;  but  too  much  self-love  makes  a  man 

so  brazen-faced,  that  the  delicate  tints  of  modesty  wont  stick,  for  want 

of  a  suitable  ground.     It  causes  him  to  look  taller,  in  the  sight  of  his 

own  eyes,  than  any  of  the  two-legged  giraffes  about  him  :  it  makes  him 

look  upon  his  own  shadow  as  the  very  paragon  of  beauty — too  choice 

11 
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and  lovely  to  be  led  over  the  vile  dust  of  the  streets.  He  needs  no 
high-heeled  boots  to  raise  himself  in  his  own  estimation.  No,  my 
friends,  he  is  altogether  too  lofty  for  his  own  good.  He  fears  the 
opinions  of  the  world — kisses  the  great  toes  of  sycophants — kneels  at 
the  altar  of  flattery — and  finally  dies  disgusted  with  himself,  and  at  en 
mity  with  all  creation.  Ambition  and  a  thirst  of  praise,  are  attended 
with  similar  effects  ;  and  I  advise  you  all,  my  brethren,  to  keep  clear 
of  them  as  much  as  possible,  unless  you  wish  to  have  the  felicity  of 
dancing  occasionally,  a  barefooted  double-shuffle  on  a  bed  of  young 
nettles. 

Now,  my  hearers,  I  must  doctrinise  the  women  a  little.  They  are 
tender  subjects  to  handle ;  and  perhaps  I  ought  to  put  on  the  silken 
gloves  of  sentiment  for  the  purpose  :  but  they  have  their  faults,  failings 
and  foibles,  as  well  as  the  men.  I  always  analyze  all  their  lovely  blos 
soms  of  purity,  and  deposite  them  in  the  most  congenial  corner  of  my 
heart ;  but  it  is  my  present  intent  to  strip  off  the  corrolla  of  all  those 
which  are  poisonous — show  them  how  the  stamens  of  vice  are  inserted 
on  the  recepticle  of  their  natures,  and  teach  them  the  difference  be 
tween  roses  of  loveliness  and  the  swamp-grown  flowers  of  vice.  As 
my  text  implies,  envy,  jealousy  and  pride,  are  the  foul  spectres  that 
wait  on  woman  ;  but  these,  my  friends,  all  concentrate  in  one  evil — and 
that  is  Slander.  I  am  sorry  to  say,  that  women  will  backbite  with 
more  than  commendable  eagerness.  They  appear  to  have  been  endow 
ed  with  the  gift  of  gab  for  this  very  purpose.  Instead  of  giving  a  mild 
tone  to  society,  they  often  produce  a  discordant  buz  in  the  mansions  of 
peace,  similar  to  that  created  by  a  loud  rap  on  a  bee-hive.  Scandal  is 
the  wanton  weapon  of  many  a  female,  too  good  looking  to  be  censured 
by  persons  less  frank  and  courageous  than  myself — but  it  takes  me  to 
do  it,  because  I  know  it  is  for  their  good.  When  I  was  traveling,  my 
dear  friends,  through  the  state  of  Quaker  honesty,  Dutch  simplicity  and 
feminine  frailty,  called  Pennsylvania,  a  young  girl  stumbled  into  the 
pathway  of  my  knowledge,  whose  very  teeth  had  all  become  loosened 
by  the  aqua-fortis  of  scandal.  Her  tongue  was  furred  with  the  mould 
of  gossip,  and  she  spit  cambric  needles  when  her  dander  was  above 
summer  heat.  O,  she  was  an  angel  in  form,  but  a  Sataness  at  heart ! 
a  beautiful  flower  to  look  at,  but  a  dangerous  one  to  pluck.  My  friends, 
this  delightful  spec  of  mischief  would  attend  her  routes,  her  balls,  her 
evening  parties,  and  fancy  herself  the  only  animate  object  worthy  the 
admiration  of  a  fashionable  throng ;  and  all  because  she  had  cheated 
her  Maker  out  of  some  of  the  best  material  that  was  ever  wasted  in  fit- 
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ling  up  a  feminine  figure  of  vanity !  The  next  day  she  would  gad 
about  from  house  to  house  to  tell  of  the  attentions  paid  her — the  num 
ber  of  beaux  she  had  rejected — how  she  had  fascinated  all  the  young 
men  present — how  other  young  ladies  became  jealous  of  her — and 
string  out  whole  skeins  of  other  yam  too  trifling  to  mention,  but  suffi 
cient  to  set  the  whole  village  by  the  ears.  Now,  my  friends,  what  do 
you  think  became  of  this  girl  ?  Did  she  marry  and  become  a  happy 
bride,  a  wife  and  a  mother  ?  No !  She  was  often  snapped  at,  but  ne 
ver  picked  up.  Her  folly,  scandal  and  flirtation  were  her  ruin.  She 
sits  in  her  desolate  corner,  a  disconsolate  old  maid !  Two  cats,  Poll 
Parrot,  and  a  little  yellow  dog,  are  her  bosom  companions.  She  must 
end  her  days  in  misanthropic  solitude.  O,  if  I  had  only  begun  to  preach 
when  she  begun  to  flirt,  I  might  have  saved  her  !  But  it's  all  over  now 
— she's  a  gone  child  ! 

My  dear  females — don't,  I  pray  you,  take  offence  at  what  I  have 
said — it  is  all  for  the  best.  I  love  you  with  all  the  ardor  of  youth  ;  for 
I  know  that  you  are  not  all  unworthy  of  being  beloved  by  the  wise  and 
the  good ;  and  for  the  most  part  are  well  calculated  to  smoothe  down 
the  moral  asperities  of  man,  and  to  render  him  as  happy  through  life  as 
you  are  virtuous  and  lovely.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    XXXIV. 

ON  THE  CHILDHOOD  OF  THE  SOUL. 

TEXT. — I  would  give  all  the  love 

Within  the  mind's  control, 
Could  I  recall  once  more 

The  childhood  of  the  soul. 

The  world  is  changed ;  that  island  scene  still  blooms  in  Memory's  eye : 
'Tis  there  that  I  could  wish  to  live — there  be  content  to  die. — MBS.  EAMKS. 

My  HEARERS — It's  a  hard  case  for  a  body  to  be  transported  forever 
away  from  the  green  isle  of  youth  to  the  dreary  Botany  Bay  of  age,  ne 
ver  more  to  share  the  liberties  and  partake  of  the  enjoyments  which 
nourish  in  that  flowery  tract  of  existence,  called  childhood.  It  is  a 
hard  case — and  you,  ye  banished  old  cripples,  who  are  shivering  in  the 
night  atmosphere  of  death,  must  own  its  truth !  but  you,  young  vegeta- 
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bles  of  merry  spring — you  don't  begin  to  know  what  it  is  to  have  your 
sap  chilled  by  the  hoar-frosts  of  care,  anxiety  and  infirmity ;  though 
you  may  all  have  to  come  to  it  one  of  these  days,  unless  you  take  to 
drink,  cut  'cross  lots  for  eternity,  and  cheat  old  Time  out  of  his  turn 
pike  fee.  Look  at  me,  my  dear  friends,  and  weep  !  Here  you  behold 
a  specimen  of  antiquated  humanity,  about  to  be  deposited  in  that  dark 
and  dusty  museum  of  Hades,  where  dry  bones  are  gathered  together, 
and  the  dust  of  frail  mortals  lies  scraped  up  in  a  heap,  to  be  analyzed, 
at  the  great  day  of  inspection,  by  the  sole  Judge  of  the  universe.  I 
am  a  poor  prisoner  in  the  gloomy  cell  of  age.  Time,  the  stern  tyrant, 
has  lynched  me,  for  failings  that  pertain  to  human  nature,  rather  than 
for  any  fault  of  mine — he  has  shorn  my  head  of  the  ebon  looks  of  youth 
—cast  a  film  over  my  eyes — cut  the  elastic  sinews  of  manhood — and 
bound  my  feet  with  such  galling  fetters,  as  none  save  the  ministering 
angel  of  Death  can  loosen.  I  yield  to  my  fate,  with  all  that  submis 
sion  and  fortitude,  which  should  characterize  a  humble  and  philosophi 
cal  mind ;  though  I  would  give  two  shillings,  at  least,  and  my  note  for 
as  much  again  more,  could  I  but  return  to  the  homestead  of  my  boy 
hood,  which  is  ever  blooming  like  a  celestial  Paradise — where  new 
buds  of  pleasure  are  sure  to  expand  ere  the  ripened  flower  decays. 
O  let  me  vegetate  again  in  that  gay  garden  of  existence,  amid  the 
squashes,  cucumbers,  beans,  peas  and  cabbages,  and  be  the  most  pro 
mising  cabbage  among  them  all !  There  to  flourish  upon  the  rich  soil 
of  virtuous  innocence — to  have  the  weeds  of  vice  eradicated  every  morn 
ing  by  the  hoe  of  parental  admonition,  while  the  balmy  dews  of  con 
tentment  fall  gently  down  upon  my  verdure-covered  head.  But  I'm  a 
withered  cabbage  now — torn  up  by  the  roots  and  chopped  into  cold- 
slaugh.  I  never  shall  put  forth  any  more  green  leaves,  till  the  old 
stump  is  set  out  to  shoot  again  in  the  nursery  of  immortality. 

My  beloved  friends  !  well  might  we  all  be  willing  to  give  the  whole 
lump  of  love  we  ever  possessed,  could  we  but  recall  the  childhood  of 
the  soul — that  happy  time  when  the  heart  is  as  light  as  the  head,  and 
dances  to  tlie  tune  of  don't-care-a-copper  in  its  love-lighted  abode  ;  when 
the  mind  is  as  free  and  independent  as  a  northern  nigger ;  when  our 
slumbers,  in  the  arms  of  Peace,  are  sweeter  than  virgin  kisses  simmered 
in  the  oil  of  heavenly  love  ;  when  Fancy  sits  beside  us,  and  with  a 
ready  pencil  draws  beautiful  pictures  for  childish  imagination  to  admire  ; 
when  we  can  read  whole  pages  of  poetry  written  upon  the  hill-side,  the 
mountains,  the  plains,  brooks,  rivers,  and  all  such  durable  editions  of 
Nature's  album.  Not  such  contagious  doggerel,  my  friends,  as  afflicts 
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the  community  these  days,  but  real,  genuine,  legitimate  poetry — such 
as  the  angels  repeated,  when  the  idea  of  creation  was  first  conceived, 
and  to  whose  harmonious  jingle  the  world  was  formed.  0,  my  hear 
ers,  if  we  could  always  be  young,  wouldn't  it  be  the  tallest  kind  of 
sport !  then  give  us  a  plenty  of  bread  and  butter,  and  molasses,  and 
what  should  we  care  for  care,  and  the  ten  thousand  vexations  that  man 
hood  is  heir  to.  I  saw  a  little  boy  the  other  day,  wading  in  a  frog  pond, 
with  his  trowers  stripped  up  above  his  lower  hinges.  He  was  bare 
headed,  withall,  and  cut  a  very  funny  figure.  His  legs  might  be  liken 
ed  unto  a  couple  of  peeled  sticks  stuck  into  a  sweet  potatoe,  and  his 
head  unto  a  handful  of  uncarded  tow  ;  but  I  looked  upon  him  as  the 
very  emblem  of  happy  innocence,  courageous  spunk,  and  careless  indif 
ference.  In  his  frog-catching  avocation,  the  thoughts  of  a  United  Sates* 
Bank  or  a  Sub-Treasury,  never  perplex  his  soul ;  and  a  perfect  stran 
ger  is  he  to  the  multitude  of  anxieties  that  worry  business  men  and 
poor  mortals  like  me,  who  tug,  toil  and  sweat  in  the  moral  vineyard. 
He  may  for  a  moment  get  stuck  in  the  mud,  but  so  long  as  his  head  is 
out  of  water,  he  has  nothing  to  fear.  I  saw  a  little  baby  crawl  out  of 
its  cradle,  and  take  its  first  creep  toward  the  tomb.  What  a  pity  that 
such  a  small  mouthful  of  sin  should,  in  time,  become  a  locomotive  mass 
of  corruption !  but  it  must  be  so,  for  there  is  no  remaining  in  the  pure 
circle  of  childhood.  Infancy  soon  finds  itself  prattling  in  merry  child 
hood—childhood  capers  over  the  green  meadows,  and  enters  the  rosy 
arbor  of  youth — youth  winds  its  way  up  the  mountain  path  of  manhood 
— manhood  hurries  down  a  more  rugged  declivity  into  the  barren  pas 
ture  of  age — and  age  feels  its  way  directly  into  the  dark  cavern  of  death. 
So  you  see,  my  hearers,  there  is  no  stopping  by  the  way.  When  the 
physical  engine  of  man  is  once  put  in  operation,  he  locomotes  straight 
.ihead  for  eternity,  and  none  can  stop  him.  Since,  then,  we  can't  play 
truant  by  the  road-side  of  youth,  nor  recall  the  blest  moments  of  child 
hood,  we  must  all  try  to  act  and  feel  as  though  we  were  yet  young,  and 
always  keep  the  green  island  of  virtuous  bygone  days  in  the  eye  of  me 
mory,  to  prompt  us  in  all  our  mismovements.  We  must  keep  sober  by 
all  means,  and  never  take  a  bite  at  such  pleasures  as  are  not  perfectly 
wholesome — pay  all  our  debts — be  prudent,  and  attend  church  regu 
larly.  You  might  as  well  undertake  to  draw  a  straight  line  from  south 
east  to  southwest,  as  to  try  to  feel  young  and  be  cursed  with  the  hor 
rors  of  a  guilty  conscience.  Let  my  words  sink  six  inches  into  your 
hearts,  and  all  the  glory,  honor  and  praise  be  yours.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    XXXV. 


ON  THE  ELASTICITY  OF  VIRTUE  AND  MORALITY. 

TK XT. — Jim  Crow  is  made  of  India-rubber, 

He  weighs  a  ton  and  seben  ounce  ; 
The  harder  that  you  knock  him  down, 
The  higher  up  he  bounce ! — JIM  CROW. 

MY  HEARERS — There  is  a  moral  to  my  text,  as  insignificant  and  no- 
thingfied  as  it  may  appear.  You  know,  or  ought  to  know,  that  all 
bodies  possessing  the  least  elasticity,  will  rebound  from  resisting  sub 
stances,  just  in  proportion  as  they  are  propelled  against  them.  Truth, 
for  instance,  is  amazingly  India-rubberish ;  and  will  hop  up,  when 
thrust  down,  like  a  circus  tumbler  on  a  spring-board.  Error,  per  con 
tra,  is  wet,  heavy  and  soggish — when  cast  to  earth,  it  flats  right  down, 
and  stays  there,  like  a  junk  of  dough — no  get  up  to  it — nothing  save 
the  yeast  of  repentance  will  cause  it  to  rise.  If,  my  hearers,  I  "were  to 
be  struck  down  by  the  slanderous  blow  of  an  adversary,  I  should  bounce 
clear  up  against  the  rafters  of  heaven,  and  lodge,  on  my  way  back,  in 
the  topmost  branches  of  the  very  tallest  tree  of  popularity.  There's  no 
flat  about  me — I'm  always  too  well  stufled  with  such  elastics  as  virtue, 
morality  and  truth  ;  and  ever  have  been  since  I  first  took  up  the  profes 
sion  of  preaching.  Beelzebub  and  all  his  apprentices  couldn't  keep  me 
down,  inflated  as  I  am  with  such  keep-getting-up  qualities  ;  and  if  he 
should  ever  try  to  do  it,  he'd  have  a  closer  match  than  the  angel  had, 
when  he  took  a  back  hug  with  Jacob  of  old.  But,  my  dear  friends, 
you  can  all  be  secure  from  the  dead  settlers  of  knock  downs,  as  well  as 
I,  if  you  have  only  a  mind  to  try  for  it.  Don't  flatter  yourselves  too 
much  with  the  idea  that  your  corporeal  houses  are  all  founded  on  rocks ; 
because  they  may  be  built  on  the  quick-sands  of  vanity,  and  then  when 
the  storms  beat,  the  winds  drive,  the  lightnings  flash,  and  the  thunders 
roar,  they  will  fall,  like  a  bullet  in  the  mud — not  to  hop  up  again — but 
to  settle  lower  and  lower,  at  every  earthquake  of  misfortune.  All  you 
whose  shanties  rest  upon  such  everlasting  rocks  as  strict  integrity, 
practical  piety,  and  a  general  uprightness  of  behavior,  have  nothing  to 
fear  from  tho  fists  of  opposition,  or  from  those  inimical  vermin  that  are 
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ever  seeking  to  gnaw  into  the  corn-cribs  of  the  sober,  honest  and  indus 
trious.  You  will  succeed  in  securing  to  yourselves  a  full  measure  of 
the  wheat  of  this  world  in  spite  of  their  teeth,  Every  blow  you  receive 
from  them  will  only  drive  another  nail  into  the  lids  of  your  treasuries, 
and  render  them  still  safer  from  their  burglarious  designs.  Even  if 
they  should  happen  to  chuck  you  down  to  a  level  with  themselves,  it 
will  only  add  perplexity  to  their  shame  ;  for,  like  the  gum-elastic  Jim 
Crow,  you  will  bounce  up  so  far  beyond  their  reach,  that  afterward  they 
could  but  whistle  and  whine  at  your  exaltation,  from  the  dark  valley  of 
envy,  even  as  dogs  bark  at  the  moon,  while  peeping  from  their  midnight 
kennels.  Verily,  my  friends,  you  have  nothing  to  fear,  so  long  as  your 
feet  tread  upon  the  solid  soil  of  virtue,  and  you  estimate  yourselves  at 
about  half  price  of  the  original  cost.  Don't  try  to  get  up  in  the  world 
too  fast ;  for  a  rapid  expansion  may  burst  your  suspenders,  and  take  all 
the  elasticity  out  of  those  sinewy  functions,  which  enable  man  to  spring 
out  of  the  mire  of  difficulty,  under  the  severest  of  pressures;  You  must 
love  your  neighbor  as  yourself.  You  mustn't  be  jealous  of  his  prospe 
rity — but  take  hold,  and  help  him  roll  his  barrel  of  ambition  up  hill ; 
and,  if  he  is  a  man,  he  will  help  you  shoulder  your  bag  of  worldly  gain- 
gettings. 

Now,  my  respectable  auditors,  let  us  take  a  survey  of  that  unleavened 
mass  of  humanity,  called  man,  destitute  of  those  moral  qualities  which 
alone  can  raise  him  to  prosperity,  when  once  stuck  in  the  mud  of  emba- 
rassment.  He  is  a  poor  good-for-nothing  specimen  of  wretchedness :  the 
storms  of  misery  beat  through  the  shattered  tenement  of  his  soul — the 
winds  of  poverty  whistle  through  his  ventilated  garments — and  his  sin- 
dried  bones  go  about  squeaking  in  their  sockets,  for  the  want  of  a  few 
drops  of  the  oil  of  common  honesty.  My  old  jacket,  stuffed  with  the 
petticoats  of  pious  females,  would  make  a  man  more  in  keeping  with  the 
wise  designs  of  Providence.  A  rag  baby,  fondled  in  the  arms  of  some 
mamma's  pet,  is  of  more  account  than  such  a  being.  He  never  can  rise 
more  than  a  few  inches  above  the  equilibrium  of  his  fellow  creatures, 
if  even  that ;  and  when  he  is  knocked  down  from  the  little  eminence 
he  might  have  usurped,  there  will  be  no  bounce  up  to  him — for  he 
can't  jump,  more  than  a  mud-turtle  ; — he  must  lie  flat  en  his  back  and 
kick,  like  a  squalling  brat  in  a  cradle.  He  may  call  on  the  angels  of 
heaven  for  aid,  as  he  sees  them  hover  over  the  mansions  of  the  good, 
but  they'll  tell  him  to  go  to  grass,  and  scrape  acquaintance  with  Nebu- 
chadnezzer — he  may  call  on  dragons  to  rake  him  out  of  purgatory  with 
their  fire-hooks  ;  but  they  wont  hazzard  their  reputations  for  the  sake 


88  SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

of  gaining  such  a  damaged,  worm-eaten  pattern  of  the  human  figure. 
Despised  from  abore,  hissed  at  from  below,  and  shut  out  from  between, 
a  poor  mortal  like  him  must  crawl  along  the  best  way  he  can ;  for  I 
can't  help  him,  unless  he  will  be  helped — so  help  me,  shade  of  my  re 
verend  father ! 

My  hearers  —I  don't  mean  that,  in  order  to  maintain  a  high  elevation, 
you  should,  like  Jim  Crow,  be  made  of  India-rubber ;  but  I  do  say,  that 
your  moral  functions  should  be  composed  of  those  ingredients,  that  come 
the  nearest  to  it,  in  point  of  elasticity.  These  are  industry,  temper 
ance,  honesty,  brotherly  kindness,  and  reciprocal  love.  By  the  aid  of 
such  astringents  as  those,  you  can  undulate  through  life,  as  gently  as 
the  mildest  wave  that  rocks  itself  to  sleep  on  the  ocean's  breast ;  and 
the  fairest  zephyrs  of  happiness  will  fan  the  fevered  brow  of  Care,  till 
you  arrive  into  the  cool  evenings  of  existence,  where  you  will  all  be 
stricken  to  earth  by  the  cudgel  of  Death — and  then,  with  a  single  bound, 
spring  upward  to  an  eternal  home,  far  above  yon  silver-winged  clouds, 
which  are  now  shining  in  the  reflection  of  immortal  splendor  beyond 
them.  So  mote  it  bo ! 


NUMBER   XXXVI. 

ON  THE  SPIRIT  OF  DECAY ITS  EFFECTS  ON  BEAUTV. 

TEXT.— Flowers !  sweet  flowers !  ye  must  cease  to  bloom, 
And  expire  embalmed  in  your  own  perfume  ; 
E'en  your  last  red  blossoms  are  braided  now, 
In  the  garlands  wreathed  for  the  young  bride's  brow.— 

My  DEAR  hearers — I  believe  I  have  before  said,  that  where  two  or 
three  were  gathered  together  in  the  name  of  Dow,  Jr.,  there  would  I 
always  be  in  the  midst  of  them  :  and  so  I  will,  as  long  as  I  am  permit 
ted  by  Providence  to  stand  up,  and  tell  all  I  know  (and  perhaps  a  little 
more)  about  man  in  a  state  of  moral  nudity — expose  the  ugly  mug  of 
Vice,  rig  Virtue  up  in  the  best  of  Sunday-go-to-meetings,  and  show  to 
every  one  the  frailty,  vanity,  emptiness,  nothingness  and  slipperiness 
of  life.  Instead  of  seeing  not  more  than  one  or  so,  gathered  together, 
I  behold  thousands  around  me  ;  and  I  truly  believe,  that  there  is  not  one 
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among  you  all,  but  is  every  way  worthy  of  me  and  my  patent  principles. 
I  intend,  in  this  discourse,  merely  to  remind  you,  that  the  stoutest  one 
among  you,  will  soon  wilt  down  and  die,  as  well  as  the  blooming  flow 
ers  of  the  field.  There's  no  mistake  about  it ;  there  isn't  a  turnip 
which  I  see  in  the  whole  heap  of  humanity  before  me,  but  will  soon 
become  pithy  by  age,  shrivelled  up  by  time,  and  worm-eaten  by  death. 
Yes,  my  beloved  friends !  everything  belonging  to  this  circumvolutiona- 
ry  world  is  perishable  and  perishing.  If  you  dont  feel  it  in  your  bones, 
take  a  look  over  the  broad  phiz  of  creation,  and  bo  satisfied — just  walk 
by  the  way-side — every  dried  leaf  that  rattles,  and  every  stick  that 
cracks  beneath  your  feet,  tells  you  in  plain  English  that  a  spirit  of  de 
cay  is  abroad  in  the  land  ;  and  no  one  can  escape  it,  though  he  wero 
to  straddle  a  streak  of  lightning,  and  put  spurs  for  the  very  outskirts  of 
time.  The  cradle  of  spring  is  first  rocked  upon  the  grave  of  winter, 
and  blue-nosed  Boreas  first  sings  hush-a-by-baby  to  its  frettings.  It  is 
soon  surrounded  with  the  green  leaves  of  youth,  and  buds  of  promise  pro 
trude  in  every  direction.  Summer  comes,  and  everything  looks  as 
lovely  and  blooming  as  a  young  bride  just  passing  the  equator  of  mai 
denhood  and  matrimony ;  but,  my  friends,  it  is  not  so  in  autumn — a 
change  has  taken  place — blight  and  mildew  are  kissing  all  the  paint 
away  from  the  cheek  of  summer — all  creation  looks  sickly — the  flowers 
arc  dying  of  consumption — the  meadows  and  fields  arc  sick  with  the 
yellow  jaundice — the  rivers  look  down  at  the  mouth,  and  the  hills  have 
the  blues.  Thus  we  see  how  soon  all  things  pretty  and  fair  must  fade, 
die  and  dissolve.  The  handsomer  a  thing  is,  the  shorter  lived  it  is. 
The  loveliest  rose  that  ever  bloomed  in  a  lady's  bower,  wears  the  seeds 
of  disease  in  its  cheek,  and  droops  to  cartli  much  sooner,  than  the  har 
dier  and  homelier  mountain  flower  which  is  formed  to  brave  the  storm 
and  breast  the  rudest  winds  of  Autumn.  So  it  is,  my  hearers,  with  us 
mortals  in  the  flesh.  The  more  beautiful  that  carnal  lump  of  sin,  cal 
led  woman,  is,  the  more  subject  it  is  to  the  desolating  ravages  of  decay. 
Handsome  men  are  also  the  most  evanescent :  they  arc  cut  ofl*  in  the 
pride  of  manhood,  and  their  petals  of  beauty  are  wrapt  up,  and  laid  in 
the  dark  cave  of  death,  to  decompose  and  return  to  their  kindred  mould. 
I  never  had  the  vanity  to  brag  of  outward  magnificence,  myself ;  but 
just  turn  me  wrong  side  out,  and  I  shall  stand  a  bright  and  shining  light, 
surrounded  by  the  thickest  darkness  of  sin  and  moral  depravity.  The 
plainness  of  exterior  causes  me  to  carry  a  big  bundle  of  cares,  ills  ami 
perplexities  over  the  hard  hills  of  age,  without  sweating,  grunting,  or 
even  stopping  to  rest  on  the  road.  I  expect  that  when  1  lie  down  on 
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the  bed  of  death,  I  shall  feel  only  a  little  bit  sleepy— give  a  quiet  yawn, 
stretch  out  my  legs,  turn  over,  and  roll  gently  into  the  grave,  calmly, 
peacefully,  and  happily  ;  there  to  lie  with  the  sweetest  of  roses  start* 
ing  from  my  pillow,  till  I  am  aroused  by  the  horn  of  Immortality. 

My  dear  hearers— -every  object  around  us  is  as  fleeting  as  a  flock  of 
pigeons.  Behold  those  beautiful  flowers  that  variegate  the  meadows, 
and  fill  the  air  with  sweeter  odors  than  ever  impregnated  the  breath  of 
happy  gods 'after  having  made  way  with  a  dish  of  ambrosial  soup! 
They,  frail  objects  of  beauty,  can't  last  long — they  are  sporting  on  their 
own  tombs — -every  dew-drop  which  the  winds  shake  from  their  petals, 
falls  down  to  moisten  the  clay  which  is  soon  to  cover  over  them.  They 
shall  cease  to  bloom,  ere  a  few  short  months  have  passed  away.  Old 
King  Frost  will  shortly  implant  frozen  kisses  on  their  delicate  lips,  and 
commit  violence  upon  their  frail  beauty.  They  shall  die  amid  their 
own  delightful  odors,  even  as  a  skunk  dieth  in  the  midst  of  unsmellable 
perfume,  when  pelted  by  the  stories  of  a  belligerent  foe.  They  shall 
lie  embalmed  in  their  own  incense,  like  unto  the  body  of  said  skunk, 
while  undergoing  the  philosophical,  mysterious  and  metaphysical  chan 
ges  of  dissolution  ;  even,  also,  as  the  nectar  of  hope  and  the  otto  of  me 
mory  surround  the  sepulchres  of  the  departed  just.  You,  my  dear 
friends,  young  and  old — you  of  the  gentlemen  sex — you  will  soon  be  cut 
down  by  the  sickle  of  death,  and  all  the  odors  of  cavendish  and  cam 
phor  that  now  vivify  your  oil-factories  must  vanish  forever.  You,  young 
ladies — you  who  are  thriving  like  squash  vines,  and  blooming  like  roses 
— you,  too,  shall  be  crushed  down,  like  a  violet  beneath  the  traveler's 
foot,  and  expire  in  the  midst  of  your  lavender,  your  rose-water,  your 
nutmeg,  your  cinnamon,  your  hartshorn,  and  all  such  church  going  es 
sences.  [That  young  doctor  by  the  post  will  die  of  his  own  perfume, 
unless  he  can  stand  it  better  than  I  can.] 

My  dear  hearers — the  most  acceptable  fragrance  that  ever  ascended 
to  the  throne  of  Heaven,  is  that  which  is  emitted  from  a  pious,  virtuous, 
honest  and  guileless  heart.  Therefore,  let  me  ask  of  you  all,  to  bedeck 
your  moral  characters  with  such  flowers  as  exhale  that  kind  of  sweeU 
ness  which  makes  glad  the  hearts  of  saints  in  the  regions  of  the  blest. 
So  mote  it  be! 
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NUMBER    XXXVII. 

ON  AVARICE. 

TBIT.— '  God  made  man,  and  man  made  money, 
God  made  bees,  and  bees  made  honey.* 

MY  HEARERS— If  you  were  to  ask  me  for  what  purpose  man  was  crea 
ted,  I  should  say  at  once,  he  was  created  to  love,  serve  and  obey  his 
Maker,  and  to  do  all  the  good  he  can,  without  directly  meddling  with 
the  business  of  others :  but  generally  speaking,  he  dont  like  to  believe 
this  doctrine ; 

'He'd  rather  believe  that  the  chief  end  of  man 
Is  to  keep  what  he's  got,  and  to  get  what  he  can.' 

I  think,  my  hearers,  that  man  has  made  money  his  chief  end,  whether 
he  is  designed  for  it  or  not.  Go  where  you  will  among  the  nations  of 
the  earth— among  the  enlightened,  civilized,  half  civilized,  savage,  hea 
then,  barbarian,  Unitarian,  trinitarian,  bibletarian,  nothingarian,  and  Mo 
ney  is  the  god  bowed  down  to  by  all.  Yes,  my  friends,  it  is  the  gene 
ral  or  universal  god  for  the  whole  world.  There  is  but  one  grea 
ter,  and  more  powerful ;  but  it  makes  me  feel  bad  to  say,  that  this 
greater  One  is  most  shamefully  slighted  by  the  unhallowed  attentions 
paid  the  other.  The  difference  is,  one  is  worshipped  six  days  in  the 
week — aye,  I  may  seven — while  the  other  is  worshipped  only  one  day 
—and,  in  thousands  of  cases  not  even  that.  You  may  well  hang  down 
your  heads,  ye  proselytes  of  modern  avarice,  and  blush  for  the  shame 
ful  truths  that  I  fire  off  at  you !  I  shoot  no  blank  cartridges — mine  are 
no  paper  wads — but,  with  the  leaden  bullets  of  conviction,  I  mean  to 
pierce  your  understanding-chests,  which,  alas !  have  been  converted 
into  sub-treasuries  for  miserly,  worldly,  gain-getting,  hard-currency 
thoughts.  Supposing,  my  hearers,  that  I  should,  in  the  superabundance 
of  truth  and  honesty,  have  the  superfluous  kindness  to  say  that  you  were 
all  worshippers  of  false  gods,  the  samo  as  are  those  pagan  idolaters  of 
the  East,  who  dont  know  enough  to  move  back  when  too  near  the  fire  : 
supposing  I  should  say  this — what  might  you  do  to  me  ?  You  might, 
perhaps,  tar  and  feather  me — you  might  ride  me  on  a  rail,  as  averse  as 
1  am  to  such  a  mode  of  traveling — you  might  persecute  me  to  the  ful- 
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lest  extent  of  the  lynch  law.  Therefore  I  sha'n't  say  any  such  thing: 
but  I  will  venture  to  say,  that  between  you  and  the  poor  ignorant  hea 
then,  there  is  a  practical  likeness.  They  bow  down  to  a  log  of  wood, 
a  piece  of  stone,  or  a  pair  of  stufled  breeches  ;  and  you  worship  pieces 
of  gold,  bits  of  silver  and  scraps  of  paper.  How  much  better,  then,  are 
you  than  they  ?  Not  but  a  precious  little,  when  the  moral  and  intellec 
tual  advantages  which  you  possess  are  thrown  into  the  scale  of  consi 
deration.  They,  poor  things,  are  surrounded  by  the  thickest  darkness 
of  ignorance — so  thick  that  their  little  sixteen-to-the-pound  candles  of 
instinct  can  burn  but  with  a  sickly  glare  :  but  you,  my  dear  friends,  are 
differently  situated.  Here  you  are,  placed  in  an  ever-blooming  garden 
of  knowledge.  The  sun  of  enlightenment  shines  down  upon  you  from 
an  unclouded  firmament  of  peace  :  around  you,  on  every  side,  flow 
streams  of  learning,  enriching  the  soil  of  your  intellects,  and  beautify 
ing  the  ilowery  vales  of  virtue  :  before  you  stand  the  two  trees  of  good 
and  evil,  and  you  know  which  is  what  as  well  as  I  do.  With  all  these 
advantages,  how  is  it  possible  that  you,  ye  children  of  avarice,  ^an  be 
content  to  wallow  in  the  filthy  mire  of  lucre  ?  But  you  will  keep  gnaw 
ing  at  the  root  of  all  evil,  regardless  of  the  poison  that  lurks  therein,  the 
efl'ect  of  which  is  most  awful.  It  causes  some  to  steal  sheep,  rob  hen 
roosts,  lie,  cheat  and  dissemble — others  to  put  on  the  robe  of  piety,  and 
go  to  church  to  pick  pockets  in  prayer  time — others  to  squeeze  a  poor 
man's  sixpence  in  his  clutches,  till  it  squeals  out  for  mercy — and  others 
to  perform  a  clandestine  pilgrimage  to  Texas,  to  worship  at  the  shrine 
of  Mammon. 

O,  my  friends !  these  things  are  a  disgrace  to  a  civilized  community. 
I  have  no  objections  to  your  malting  money,  if  you  can  make  it  honestly 
and  not  too  fast.  Go  to  the  bees,  those  ••  little  democratic  insects,  and 
grow  wiser.  They  obtain  their  bread  and  their  honey  by  incessant  in 
dustry.  There  are  no  beggarly  misers,  thieves  and  robbers  among 
them — no  land-sharks,  money-changers,  flint-skinners,  and  sharpers — 
no  striking  for  wages — no  wrangling,  disputing  and  quarreling  about 
gain,  and  the  division  of  spoils.  No,  my  friends,  all  there  is  love, 
harmony,  industry  and  peace.  The  corruptions  of  avarice  can  find  no 
crack  through  which  to  enter  their  well  secured  domicils  ;  and  sloth  is 
drummed  out  instanter  by  the  whole  Ice  posse  comitatus.  The  bee 
quits  his  hive  in  the  morning,  as  soon  as  the  sun  begins  to  lick  the  dew 
from  the  grass,  and  hies  him  away  to  far  distant  fields,  where  it  buzzes 
about  from  flower  to  flower,  till  he  is  heavily  laden  with  the  treasure  he 
seeks  ;  and  lio  then  returns,  re-returns,  and  returns  again,  and  so  on  till 
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the  shades  of  evening  call  him  in.  He  folds  up  his  wings  and  retires 
to  sleep  with  a  calm  conscience ;  for  he  knows  that  he  has  minded  his 
own  business,  not  meddled  with  others,  and  labored  to  prepare  for  a 
rainy  day.  His  sleep  must  be  sweet,  and  no  mistake. 

My  hearers — I  might  as  well  let  out  the  whole  cable  of  my  opinion, 
as  to  keep  such  a  weight  of  it  coiled  up  in  my  breast.  Therefore,  I  say, 
1  consider  the  practice  of  bees  making  honey,  far  more  decent  than  ma 
ny  of  your  modern  plans  for  making  money :  because  one  is  made  by 
industry — the  other  by  fraud,  idleness  and  rascality.  You  will  all  go 
to  destruction  in  a  dirt  cart  one  of  these  days,  unless  you  think  less  of 
money,  and  more  of  your  own  moral  characters.  The  devil  is  fishing 
for  you  with  a  shilling  on  his  hook  for  bait.  He  caught  a  lawyer  the 
other  day,  but  he  couldn't  keep  him.  He  went  to  scale  him,  but  he 
didn't  like  to  be  in  such  a  scrape  ;  and  so  he  slipped  through  his  fin 
gers,  and  went  kcr-jlap  down  into  the  muddy  pool  of  his  former  iniquity. 
But  you,  my  friends,  are  not  all  lawyers ;  so  I  advise  you  not  to  snap 
rashly  at  the  devil's  shilling,  nor  hang  longingly  round  it,  or  you  may 
get  hooked  up  by  the  gill — and  if  you  do,  you  are  fried  eels,  as  sure  as 
a  cat  can  jump.  All  you  want  here  is  enough  to  make  you  comfortable  ; 
and  that  can  always  be  got  fairly — besides  a  small  surplus  to  pay  your 
passages  to  that  happy  land  where  one  is  as  rich  as  another,  and  a  per 
fect  equality  exists.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER   XXXVIII. 


ON    THE    VICISSITUDES    OF    LIFE. 

TEXT. — Gently  has  Time  matured  my  fruitful  years, 

Though  grief  oftwhile  hath  wrought  me  much  annoy : 
In  the  cold  grave,  with  many  bitter  tears, 

I  laid  the  head  of  my  warm-hearted  boy ; 
And  from  my  side  a  tenderer  friend  was  torn, 
Leaving  the  withered  tree,  of  leaf  and  bud  all  shorn. — BRAINARD. 

MY  FRIENDS  !  I  am  growing  old.  The  ever-flapping  wing  of  Time  is 
fast  brushing  off  all  the  silver,  with  which  it  has  seen  fit  to  cover  my 
head.  Yes — every  day  a  white  hair  falls  to  the  ground,  reminding  me 
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that  inch  by  inch,  poor  mortality  must  slope  away.  I  have  been  whit 
tled  down  to  a  mere  whittling ;  and  the  last  chip  is  about  ready  to  drop. 
I  am  pack-saddled  with  a  load  of  years,  which  I  would  gladly  shake  off, 
and  be  young  again,  were  it  only  for  the  fun  of  the  thing — but  such  a 
wish  is  without  a  core — vain  and  empty.  When  my  old  coat  gives 
evidence  of  decay,  I  can  get  it  scoured  and  mended — a  superanuated 
pair  of  boots  can  find  renovation  in  the  lap  of  the  cobbler — but  when 
the  body  grows  the  worse  for  wear,  no  mortal  hand  can  stay  its  destruc 
tion.  Time  has  used  me  pretty  well,  however,  considering  the  liberties 
I  have  sometimes  taken  with  it.  It  has  gently  brought  me  to  the  calm 
evening  of  my  days,  where  life's  second  twilight  gathers  round,  and,  as 
it  deepens,  discloses  the  hand- writing  upon  the  wall  of  the  west : 

'A  FAIR    TO-MORROW    FOR    THE    WEARY   PILGRIM.' 

I  have  not  descended,  my  friends,  into  a  gloomy  vale.  Not  a  bit  of  it. 
I  have  reached  the  summit  of  a  glorious  hill,  where  the  eternal  sun  of 
Hope  shines  down  and  warms  my  back,  as  an  off-set  to  the  chill  winds 
that  whistle  in  my  bosom.  Here  I  can  mount  a  stump  and  look  over 
the  whole  landscape  of  past  existence.  I  can  point  to  the  dim  blue 
horizon,  and  say :  There,  behind  that  misty  veil  lies  the  region  of  in 
fancy,  where  I  first  pecked  the  shell,  and  came  squalling  into  the  world 
with  an  eloquence  that  foretold  my  future  calling :  a  little  this  side  I 
behold  the  blooming  garden  of  childhood  in  all  its  pristine  loveliness, 
where  I  plucked  the  roses  of  joy,  sucked  all  the  sweet  cider  of  life, 
mocked  at  care,  and  drove  sorrow  away  with  a  single  boo-hoo:  this 
side  of  that  are  the  green  pastures  of  youth,  over  which  I  bounded  with 
the  blood  of  young  ambition  boiling  in  my  veins,  striving  to  imitate 
and  emulate :  nearer  still,  extend  the  broad  plains,  fertile  valleys,  rug 
ged  hills  and  wooded  lawns  of  manhood,  with  an  extensive  variety  of 
prospect — here  a  gleam  of  sunshine,  and  there  a  gloomy  shade  :  the 
mountain's  brow  upon  which  I  stand  basking  and  shivering,  is  that  of 
age,  which  has  never  yet  boon  prossod  by  the  foot  of  young  adventur 
ers  on  the  exploring  expedition  of  life.  Now,  my  hearers,  as  I  take  a 
retrospective  squint  over  the  vast  prospect  around  me,  all  for  the  most 
part  seems  decked  with  the  robe  of  beauty.  Only  here  and  there  can 
I  discover  a  barren  spot  of  regret ;  and  past  sorrow  has  left  but  a  few 
blemishes  upon  the  landscape.  There  is  one  spot,  though,  that  always 
looks  dark  and  gloomy  to  me.  The  owl  sits  hooting  there — there  the 
night-raven  flaps  his  sable  wings  and  croaks — and  there  the  turkey- 
buzzard,  grief,  continually  hovers  over  the  sod  that  covers  my  poor  pe 
rished  rib.  Alas !  there  she  lies !  a  beautiful  flower,  now  trodden  in 
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the  dust! — a  rose  that  I  wore  in  my  bosom,  nor  cast  it  aside  even  when 
the  mildew  of  death  had  rested  upon  it.  She  was  faultless  to  a  fault, 
and  inflicted  with  but  one  failing:  she  would  drink  tea  too  strong  for 
human  nature  to  bear.  I  often  gave  her  a  friendly  dose  of  admonition, 
with  tears  in  my  eyes ;  but  it  was  of  no  use — she  would  continue  to 
tea-total  it  till  her  delicate  nerves  became  unstrung,  and  then  the  jig 
was  soon  up  with  her.  Yes,  my  friends,  yonder  is  the  spot  where  Mrs. 
Dow  upset  her  corporeal  teapot ;  and  there,  too,  my  little  boy— the 
very  image  of  his  daddy — crept  under  the  sod,  and  hid  himself  forever 
from  my  doating  eyes  !  leaving  me  a  withered  old  tree,  stript  of  every 
leaf  and  bud,  and  half  torn  up  by  the  roots.  When  I  fall,  I  hope  to 
sprout  again — that  is,  if  they  don't  make  fire  wood  of  me  ;  and  I'm  ra 
ther  of  a  poor  stick  for  that. 

My  dear  friends !  some  of  you  will,  one  of  these  days,  be  old,  and 
then  you  will  know  all  about  it.  Death's  blossoms  will  deck  your  pates, 
and  your  spectacles  will  need  wiping  as  well  as  mine  :  but  don't  you 
think  that  you  will  then  take  things  as  easy  as  I  do,  because  it  is  a 
moral  improbability,  unless  you  begin  now  to  walk  the  chalk  of  sober 
ness,  and  get  a  virtuous  foothold  at  the  beginning.  Only  act  right  up 
to  the  rules  of  decency  and  propriety,  and  you  will  find  that  all  the 
bitter  herbs  of  this  life  put  forth  flowers  of  happiness,  and  that  the  thorn 
which  overspread  this  fair  earth  of  ours,  wont  scratch  your  legs  much, 
as  you  wind  along  up  the  steep  hill  of  age.  Then  when  you  have 
done  up  the  little  chores  of  life,  and  have  closed  the  great  volume  of 
its  pilgrimage,  you  will  find  that  glory  hallows  the  declining  age  of 
man,  equal  in  brightness  to  the  glory  that  lingers  round  the  setting  sun 
of  Autumn.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    XXXIX. 

ON  THE  LANGUAGE  OF  FLOWERS. 

TEXT. — Though  »o  word  may  be  spoken, 

My  welfare  to  tell, 
When  I  send  thce  a  token, 

Decipher  it  well  ;' 
In  my  desolate  hours 

My  solace  shall  be,  „,'.. 

In  the  language'  of  flowers 

To  whisper  to  thee.— T.  H.  BAYLY. 

My  FAITHFUL  hearers — I  'spose  you  know  well  enough  that  there  are 
more  languages  on  the  face  of  the  globe  than  you  can  shake  a  stick  at, 
or  cypher  up  on  a  slate  in  a  dog's  age.  There  are  all  kinds  of  gibber- 
ish,  from  Cherokee  up  to  Chaldee — but  I  consider  the  old  English  tho 
best  of  any  agoing  ;  because  it  is  just  as  plain  as  A,  B,  C — so  plain 
that  he  who  runs  may  read,  and  know  exactly  what  it  means.  Every 
other  language  is  mere  geese-gabble :  jabber-jabber,  google-google. 
Those  who  talk  it,  can't  make  each  other  understand,  without  a  wrig 
gling  about,  and  bobbing  up  and  down  of  heads,  just  as  the  geese  do. 
But  they  contrive  to  get  along,  some  how  or  other — so,  they  may  talk 
Turkey,  Tonga-wanga  or  low  Dutch,  for  'aught  I  care.  Between  you 
and  me,  and  the  lamp  post,  my  friends — tongues  are  not  always  neces 
sary  to  express  and  convey  ideas.  There  is  a  language  in  almost  eve 
ry  thing,  in  the  heavens  above,  the  earth  beneath,  and  the  place  down 
below — excepting  in  shell-fish  and  saw-dust  puddings.  The  birds, 
beasts,  and  insects  all  understand  each  other,  like  bedfellows.  The 
Naiades  prattle  in  the  brooks — old  Neptune  grumbles  on  the  ocean — 
Diana  sings  in  the  woods — and  Flora,  the  fair  mistress  of  flowers, 
teaches  her  blooming  children  to  converse  with  man  in  a  mysterious 
language,  but  plain  enough  to  be  understood  by  those  who  will  lend  an 
ear  to  their  silent  eloquence.  Yes,  my  hearers — every  flower  has  a 
sentiment  to  impart ;  and  if  you'll  keep  awake  long  enough,  I'll  parti 
cularize  a  little. 

The  rose  speaks  of  beauty— it  is  called  the  Queen  of  Flowers — (not 
Queen  Victoria — she's  a  pond-lily  surrounded  by  bull  frogs  and  water- 
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lizards)— it  blooms  and  looks  lovely  but  for  a  short  time — its  Hushing 
petals  soon  fade,  and  the  rough  winds  scatter  them  abroad — telling  that 
beauty  is  evanescent,  and  wont  stand  the  scrubbing-brush  of  time.  It 
is  guarded  by  thorns,  the  same  as  some  girls  are  all  stuck  round  with 
pins — cautioning  the  embracers  of  beauty  to  look  wild,  or  they  may  get 
scratched  a  few.  The  myrtle  is  always  full  of  hope  and  expectation- 
it  keeps  green,  and  never  turns  pale  with  disappointment.  When  a 
young  man  sends  a  myrtle  to  his  sweetheart,  she  has  a  right  to  expect 
a  visit  from  him  iustanter ;  because  the  vegetable  can't  lie.  The  jas 
mine  is  a  pretty  little  flower,  and  I  hope  my  young  female  hearers  will 
heed  its  moral.  It  is  an  emblem  of  simplicity  ;  and  shows  that  a  girl's 
heart  free  from  guile — not  too  fond  of  setting  traps — is  the  corner-stone 
of  beauty.  It  braves  the  storms  of  winter,  as  an  artless  heart  does  the 
blasts  of  adversity  and  ill  luck.  The  hollyhock  is  ambition  itself — its 
blossoms  seem  to  strive  for  the  ascendancy  on  the  parent  stem ;  and 
those  nearest  the  top  have  the  toughest  time  of  it  in  the  gale.  People 
generally  don't  know  how  cold  it  is  on  the  top  of  Mount  Ambition. 
The  yellow  day  lily  represents  coquettry — because  its  flowers  don't 
last  over  a  day.  So  it  is  with  all  coquettes — they  have  their  day,  as 
well  as  dogs  ;  and  the  dogs  of  it  is,  they  arn't  worth  a  tinker's  dog  when 
they  are  in  full  blossom. 

The  tulip  is  the  posie  for  lovers.  It  is  always  used  as  a  declaration 
of  affection.  When  I  first  saw  my  wife,  (that  was,)  I  didn't  tell  her 
right  out  that  I  loved  her  ;  so  I  sent  her  a  tulip,  and  it  did  the  thing, 
just  like  a  knife — she  knew  what  it  meant.  Madder,  my  friends,  is  a 
true  emblem  of  calumny — its  leaves  make  a  stain  that  wont  wash  out 
with  soap-suds  and  potash.  I  advise  you  to  talk  with  this  flower,  and 
never  backbite  your  neighbors — for  the  marks  left,  where  their  backs 
are  bitten,  will  always  remain.  The  lilac  means  forsaken.  When  a 
beau  dont  intend  to  let  his  affections  hang  on  any  longer,  he  should  send 
his  girl  a  lilac,  and  she'll  know  directly  that  he  means  to  be  o-p-h,  like 
a  pot  lid.  I  must  call  the  attention  of  some  of  my  hearers  to  one  par 
ticular  flower — and  that's  the  sun-flower.  It  is  a  picture  of  brass-facei- 
tiveness.  It  can  look  at  the  sun  without  blushing,  and  stare  the  moon 
out  of  countenance — it  carries  its  head  altogether  to  high,  and  has  no 
thing  to  recommend  it,  but  the  black  seeds  of  impudence !  I  could  tell 
you  lots  more  about  the  language  of  flowers  ;  but  pay  attention  to  what 
I  have  given — converse  with  them  often,  and  compare  their  sentiments 
with  those  that  have  taken  root  in  your  hearts.  Let  no  madder,  sun 
flowers,  night-shade,  pig-weed,  and  such  like  vegetables,  find  a  genial 
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soil  in  your  bosoms — if  they  already  have,  hoe  them  out  immediately; 
for  they  will  overrun  the  whole  moral  garden,  and  prevent  fair  Virtue's 
flowers  from  putting  forth  a  single  bud. 

There  is  a  little  flower,  called  the  violet,  that  young  ladies  should 
profit  by.  It  indicates  modesty,  and,  to  my  notion,  is  the  prettiest  child 
of  the  whole  floral  family.  To  see  it  lying  in  its  grassy  cradle,  looking 
up  so  lovely,  and  with  a  dewy  tear-drop  resting  in  its  little  blue  eye,  is 
enough  to  give  one  the  kiss-distemper !  I  flatter  myself  I  see  a  great 
many  violets  among  my  congregation.  I  saw  lots  of  artificial  ones  last 
night,  going  up  and  down  Broadway.  I  knew  such  flowers  as  they 
warn't  genuine,  as  quick  as  1  smelt  them.  But,  my  hearers,  it  matters 
not  what  kind  of  vegetation  you  are  ;  you  will  all  soon  be  cut  down  by 
the  scythe  of  Time.  You  dont  flourish  long  before  you  are  lopped  off. 
It  has  been  truly  said,  that  you  spring  up  like  a  hoppergrass,  grow  like 
peppergrass,  and  are  cut  down  like  sparrowgrass.  Think  of  these 
things,  and  be  prepared  for  a  final  and  happy  transplantation  to  that 
land  where  buds  of  purity  aloue  can  blossom.  So  mote  it  be! 


NUMBER   XL. 

ON  DEVILS. 

TEXT. — There  are  many  devils  that  walk  this  world — 

Devils  largo  and  devils  small ; 
Devils  so  meagre,  and  devils  so  stout, 
Devils  with  horns,  and  devils  without ; 
Shy  devils  that  go  with  their  tails  up  curled, 
Bold  devils  that  carry  them  quite  unfurled, 
Meek  devils  and  devils  that  brawl  ; 

Serious  devils  and  laughing  devils, 

Imps  for  churches  and  imps  for  revels, 

Devils  uncouth  and  devils  polite, 

Devils  black  and  devils  white, 

Devils  foolish  and  devils  wise  ; 

But  a  laughing  woman  with  two  black  eyes 

Is  the  worstest  devil  of  all ! — PRAED. 

MY  HEARERS — I've  got  to  take  a  devilish  subject  by  the  horns,  this 
time  ;  however,  I  am  as  bold  as  a  lion  ;  and  dont  care  a  straw  even  for 
that  devil  of  all  devils,  old  Beelzebub,  himself.  He  and  I  had  a  set-to, 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS.  99 

long  time  ago,  as  the  poet  says — and  the  way  I  thrashed  the  old  covey, 
was  a  caution  to  his  imps.  He  first  came  palarvering  round  me,  and 
tried  to  stuff  me  up  with  all  sorts  of  Tartarean  blarney.  He  said  that 
vice,  immorality,  intemperance,  and  all  such  trash,  was  just  the  sort  o' 
thing  to  carry  a  man  safely  round  the  corners  of  this  octagonal  world; 
Said  I,  (putting  my  thumb  on  my  nose,  as  the  boys  do,)  you  can't  catch 
an  old  bird  with  such  chaff  as  that — you're  a  liar,  Satan,  from  the  very 
beginning  of  all  that  ever  begun  to  be,  and  you  know  it,  too.  So  I 
doubled  up  my  two  gospels,  and  let  him  have,  right  over  the  left  pee* 

per — then  hit  his  retrospective  a  kick,  and  told  him  to  go  to •.     He 

cut  his  stick,  for  dear  life,  and  never  has  troubled  me  since.  That,  my 
hearers,  was  what  I  call  fighting  the  good  fight ;  and  you  should  all  do 
the  same  when  similarly  molested.  Just  spunk  up  to  the  old  codger — 
let  him  know  you  are  not  afraid  of  him,  and  you'll  quick  find  out,  that 
he  is  one  of  the  biggest  cowards  that  ever  wote  hair.  I  say,  stand 
your  ground,  in  spite  of  the  devil ;  and  if  you  are  only  backed  by  faith 
and  virtue,  you  can  knock  him  down  with  a  psalm  book  just  as  easy  as 
nothing. 

But,  my  friends,  there  are  more  devils  than  one,  that  go  about  this 
world,  '  seeking  whom  they  might  catch  somebody.*  Some  are  mon 
sters,  and  frightful  to  behold — others  are  little,  and  look  pretty ;  but 
these  are  some  of  the  worst  kind,  because  you  can't  fight  'em,  more 
than  you  can  musquetoes.  Some  devils  have  horns — some  don't — and 
some  have  horns  that  shove  in  and  out,  like  a  pencil  case — out  when 
they  want  to  use  them — in  at  other  times.  Look  out  for  these  fellows ! 
There  are  shy  devils  that  mix  up  a  great  deal  of  misclu'ef  for  us  mor 
tals.  They  may  be  found  in  great  numbers,  in  this  goodly  city  of  Go 
tham — aye,  even  in  that  filthy  lane  of  lucre,  which  projecteth  toward 
the  two  great  rivers,  called  Wall  street.  They  carry  their  tails  curled 
up  in  a  knot,  or  wind  'em  round  their  legs,  and  tuck  the  ends  into  their 
boots. — Keep  away  from  these  devils  if  you  please.  There  are  devils 
among  us,  that  show  their  hoofs,  their  horns,  and  the  whole  length  of 
their  tails. — I  need  not  warn  you  against  such  ;  because,  as  my  friend 
Alexander  Pope  says,  they  are  monsters  with  such  confounded  ugly 
mugs,  that  to  be  shunned  and  despised,  they  have  only  to  be  squinted 
at.  The  meek  devils  belong  to  the  cunning  tribe  ;  but  we  have  a  set 
of  brawling  devils  around  us,  that  are  enough  to  bring  the  ten  plagues 
of  Egypt  upon  the  kingdom  of  righteousness.  They  woke  up  Beelze 
bub  on  New  Year's  night,  by  their  infernal  orgies.  They  are  his  dis 
inherited  children — and  I  verily  believe  that  when  they  are  cast  back 
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into  the  stagnant  pools  of  damnation  that  spawned  them,  they  will  give 
their  kindred  spirits  the  scurvy,  and  Tophet  itself  will  have  a  touch  of 
the  black  vomit. 

Now,  my  beloved  friends,  I  must  pass  over  a  lot  of  other  devils  that 
are  lying  in  ambush  for  us,  to  one  of  a  very  peculiar  and  bewitching 
nature,  and  (as  my  text  says)  the  very  worst  devil  of  all — one  that  often 
tempts  me  to  commit  a  few  delightful  sins,  under  the  captivating  spell 
of  its  charms.  A  laughing  woman,  with  two  bright  eyes,  is  the  very  ani 
mal.  Who  can  hold  on  the  reins  of  sober  reason  when  this  beautiful 
devil  is  piercing  the  heart  with  the  arrows  of  love  that  are  propelled  by 
the  lightning  of  its  eyes?  I  can't,  and  don't  try  to.  There  is  some 
thing  under  the  silken  eye-lashes  of  a  young  feminine  devil  that  shoots 
a  load  of  harmless  sin  right  into  a  body  ;  and  makes  him  feel  as  if  he 
was  strung  up  by  the  ears,  and  dancing  in  an  atmosphere  of  bliss !  0, 
it's  a  queer  sensation !  and  I  exonerate  all  from  the  blame  of  impru 
dence,  who  may  be  caught  up,  and  borne  away  on  the  demi-angelic 
wings  of  woman's  love.  I  have  sometimes  thought  that  the  devil  which 
tempted  Eve  in  Paradise  was  her  own  beautiful  shadow.  No — it 
couldn't  have  been ;  for  she  never  would  have  been  driven  out  of  the 
garden  for  such  an  unsinful  act  of  worship.  It  was  a  blasted  snake. 
Down  with  the  snakes,  I  say !  Death  to  all  snakes ! 

But,  rny  hearers,  I  fear  I  am  trespassing  on  your  patience.  I  could 
expiate  on  this  subject  from  now  till  breakfast.  I  may  touch  upon  it 
again,  one  of  these  days — wind,  weather,  and  Providence  permitting; 
but  for  the  present,  I  have  only  to  say,  that  if  you  don't  fall  into  the 
clutches  of  any  worse  devil  than  lovely  woman  (as  bad  as  she  may  be) 
you  may  consider  yourselves  as  favorable  candidates  for  offices  in  the 
highest  courts  of  heaven.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    XLI. 

ON  RELIGIOUS  DISSEMBLING. 

TEXT.— In  Islington  there  was  a  man, 

Of  whom  the  world  might  say, 
That  still  a  godly  race  he  ran 
Whene'er  he  went  to  pray. — GOLDSMITH. 

VERY  respectable  hearers — Islington  is  not  the  only  seaport  or  land 
town  that  contains  such  silver-washed  ornaments  to  the  Christian  reli 
gion  as  the  one  mentioned  above.  We  find  them  wherever  we  go — 
they're  around  us  just  as  thick  as  hemp  and  grass-hoppers,  only  we 
don't  always  distinguish  them  from  the  real  Simon  Pure ;  but  all  we 
have  to  do  is,  to  give  them  a  little  scratch  with  the  thumb-nail,  and  then 
it's  easy  enough  to  tell  what  stuff  they  are  made  of.  These  fellows 
get  down  on  their  marrow  bones,  and  make  long  prayers  just  for  a  show 
off;  but  they  couldn't  pray  at  all,  if  they  hadn't  it  all  cut  and  dried  be 
forehand.  I've  seen  them  get  boggled  before  now,  right  in  the  middle 
of  a  prayer ;  because  they  wanted  to  vary  it,  and  hadn't  the  gumption 
to  do  the  thing  nicely.  I  once  knew  an  old  fanner  up  in  Connecticut, 
who  might  be  set  down  as  a  fair  specimen  of  the  whole  batch  of  these 
cunning  dogs,  who  lick  the  outside  of  the  platter.  He  used  to  pray  in 
his  family  every  morning  as  regular  as  the  tea-pot  was  emptied ;  but 
while  offering  up  his  thread-bare  petition,  one  eye  was  singled  to  the 
glory  of  the  Lord,  and  the  other  to  matters  nearer  home.  On  one  oc 
casion,  as  he  drew  the  big  arm-chair  (over  which  he  had  been  devoutly 
leaning)  to  the  casement,  he  cast  his  eyes  out  of  the  window,  and  ere 
his  humble  prayer  had  risen  higher  than  the  chimney  top,  exclaimed 
in  the  fulness  of  his  heart :  There — there — run,  John !  them  d — d  hogs 
are  all  in  the  mowin  agin !  Here,  my  hearers,  was  one  of  your  true 
men  of  Islington.  He  ran  a  godly  race  whene'er  he  went  to  pray ; 
but  at  any  other  time  his  race  consisted  in  licking  the  devil  round  the 
stump.  The  coat  of  religion  won't  fit  these  deformed  beings,  any  how 
you  can  fix  it :  it  wrinkles  in  the  back — cuts  under  the  arms — sits  awk 
wardly,  and  wont  bear  wetting.  If  I  had  my  way,  I'd  strip  every  rag 
of  hypocrisy  from  their  backs,  and  leave  nothing  on  them  but  the  mere 
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shirt  of  honesty,  which  the  Lord  knows  would  be  a  thin  covering. 
Their  show  of  piety  is  only  to  help  them  along  smoothly  through  this 
world.  It  makes  them  appear  upright,  just  and  equitable ;  but  1  do  po 
sitively  assert,  that  the  man  who  thus  counterfeits  religion  for  the  sake 
of  the  world,  would  not  hesitate  to  steal  a  sheep's  head  and  pluck  from 
a  pauper's  hovel.  They  will  offer  their  spurious  coin  at  the  gate  of 
Heaven,  but  it  will  be  no  go — can't  go  in  with  that  shilling.  As  my 
venerable  father,  who  is  now  numbered  with  the  dead,  once  observed — • 
they  burn  out  their  candles  in  the  service  of  the  devil,  and  then  throw 
the  wick  in  the  Almighty's  face. 

Dearly  beloved  brethren — don't,  for  the  sake  of  common  honesty, 
profess  any  more  than  you  possess  !  take  a  pattern  after  me  ;  be  frank 
— be  honest — speak  your  minds  on  all  occasions — tell  the  truth  and 
shame  the  lawyers.  The  young  buck  who  was  refused  admission  into 
the  church,  deserved  credit  for  his  sincerity,  when  he  said  it  made  no 
difference  to  him,  for  he  could  go  and  enlist  into  the  troop.  It  has  been 
said  that  an  honest  man  is  the  noblest  work  of  God  ;  some  say  a  pretty 
woman  is.  Be  that  as  it  may,  I  believe  my  congregation  is  pretty 
nearly  of  the  right  stamp — though  a  little  is  yet  lacking.  I  camo 
among  you  to  preach,  without  script,  and  an  empty  purse.  Just  fork 
over  a  few  coppers  more,  and  then  if  I  don't  ladle  you  out  a  mess  of 
good  pottage,  it  will  be  because  your  dishes  are  all  bottom  upwards.  I 
have  a  fondness  for  you  all ;  and  a  deep  affection  for  the  souls  of  those 
young  ladies  in  that  back  seat  yonder.  I  have  too  frequently  noticed 
the  smiles  of  levity  upon  their  countenances  :  their  eyes  are  oftener 
turned  to  the  young  men  at  their  right,  than  upon  me.  I  cannot  see 
these  buds  of  purity  contaminated :  their  immortal  parts  are  too  beauti 
ful  and  tender  to  be  exposed  to  the  chill  winds  of  the  world.  I  have 
hopes  for  them  yet.  You,  young  gentlemen,  who  are  now  leaving  the 
flowery  lawns  of  youth,  to  enter  the  green  bowers  of  manhood — I  warn 
you  never  to  dissemble  :  life  with  you  is  now  a  reality,  and  death  will 
become  so,  sooner  or  later.  Avoid  hypocrisy — shun  vice — court  virtue 
—and  let  the  man  of  Islington  go  to  Halifax.  You,  old  men — who  are 
scattering  white  hairs  upon  the  grave — whose  feet  totter — whose  eyes 
grow  dim— bear  with  me  for  a  short  time  longer,  while  I  prepare  for 
you  a  downy  bed,  so  that  you  may  lie  down  and  rest  in  everlasting 
peace.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER  XLII. 

ON  DANCING.     , 

T« XT.— Lost  they  not  then  all  sense  of  present  woe, 

In  that  wild  dance  ?    Thus  musing  as  I  gazed, 

O,  it  was  beautiful  to  see  them  throw 

Up  their  sinister  leg,  and,  with  hands  raised, 

Politely  intimate  while  poised  so, 

At  each  gyration's  close,  that  they  did  '  Jump  Jim  Crow.'— A.vux. 

M  v  DEAR  hearers — I  have  no  doubt  but  the  subject  before  me  might  be 
a  source  of  bunkum  delight  to  young  men  afflicted  with  levity,  and  girls 
of  hyperbolical  giddiness,  were  I  to  descant  upon  it  according  to  their 
notions  of  fun,  pleasure  and  happiness,  in  this  take-in  sort  of  a  world. 
I  wouldn't  have  you  think  that  I  am  tee-totally  opposed  to  dancing  in 
every  shape— for  the  very  plain  reason  that  I  used  to  heel  and  toe  it  a 
trifle,  ere  my  old  legs  had  refused  to  perform  the  bidding  of  the  will, 
as  is  now  the  case.  But  the  fact  is,  I  was  wont  to  cut  it  down  too 
strong  altogether — I  carried  the  step  too  far — went  the  double-shuffle 
too  mightily — but  I  couldn't  help  it.  I  was  obliged  to  mind  the  music 
and  keep  up  with  my  partner  ;  and  the  way  she  would  balance  up,  and 
right-and-left,  was  significant  of  something  more  than  nothing.  I  soon 
began  to  lose  health,  flesh,  cash  and  morality  ;  and  finally  told  all  the 
frivolities  of  the  world  to  go  to  pot,  and  I  would  go  to  preaching — preach 
good  morals,  moderation,  temperance,  love,  and  a  particular  cautious 
step  in  the  scientific  practice  of  dancing.  1  don't  like  the  looks  of  such 
ball-rooms  as  they  have  lately,  nor  the  way  they  manage  matters.  Ar 
tificial  corruptness  covers  over  and  destroys  all  that  beautiful  simplicity 
which  graces  the  domestic  circle.  The  girls  are  all  so  titivated  off 
with  false  beauty  and  flipperjigs,  that  a  fellow  loses  his  heart  before  he 
knows  it ;  and  the  plague  of  it  is,  he  don't  know  which  of  the  fair  ones 
has  got  it.  Generally  speaking,  it's  much  better  for  him  if  he  never 
tinds  it  out ;  for  he  should  take  it  into  consideration,  that  every  thing  is 
not  gold  that  glitters — neither  is  every  girl  an  angel,  though  she  glides 
through  the  mazes  of  the  dance  like  a  spirit  clothed  with  the  rainbow 
and  sUuUed  with  stars,  He  muy  behold  his  admired  object,  on  the 
morrow,  in  the  true  light  of  reality— perchance  emptying  a  wash-tub  in 
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the  gutter,  with  frock  pinned  up  behind— her  cheeks  pale  for  the  want 
of  paint — her  hair  mussed  and  mossy,  except  what  lies  in  the  bureau — 
and  her  whole  contour  wearing  the  appearance  of  an  angel  rammed 
through  a  bush  fence  into  a  world  of  wretchedness  and  woe.  Now, 
my  dear  friends,  supposing  a  young  man  does  happen  to  find  his  snatch- 
ed-up  beauty  in  such  a  predicament  ?  I  say  it  is  a  glorious  recommen 
dation  for  him — and  if  he  don't  like  it,  he  must  keep  away  from  those 
places  where  loveliness  is  patched  up  for  the  occasion,  and  where  a 
she  devil  and  a  she  seraph  are  one  and  the  same  tlung.  Every  ball, 
now-a-days,  is  a  masquerade — its  attendants  are  as  false  as  they  appear 
to  be  fair — and  when  day-light  comes  to  unmask  them,  they  can  boast 
of  no  great  attractions,  either  inside  or  out.  They  are  too  fond  of 
blowing  it  out  *  till  day-light  doth  appear,'  instead  of  hanging  up  their 
fiddles  at  eleven  o'clock,  and  winding  off  with  *  Lord  dismiss  us  with 
thy  blessing,'  as  was  the  case  in  the  good  old  days  of  yore.  Dancing 
has  been  gathering  a  thick  coat  of  corruption  for  a  long  time.  The  pri 
mitive  Shaker  jig  is  the  only  pure  pigeon  wing,  to  my  notion,  though  I 
never  went  their  figure.  The  old  down-outside-and-back,  is  the  next 
natural  and  simple  form  of  leg  worship ;  the  Jim  Crow  jump  is  a  falling 
off  from  either — and  the  fasliionable  capers  cut  at  the  present  day,  are 
all  stupid  nonsense.  What  meaning  is  there  in  what  they  call  a  quin- 
tillion  ?  It's  all  full  of  such  hog  latin  as  dose-a-dose !  lemonade  all ! 
pussay !  alamode  at  the  corners  !  chase-here-de-chase-here  !  and  so  on, 
and  so  forth.  Waltzing  is  more  stupid  yet — nobody  can  do  it  real  slick 
unless  they  have  the  spring-halt  in  one  leg,  as  horses  sometimes  have. 
When  I  see  a  chap  hugged  up  to  a  girl,  performing  constant  revolutions, 
at  the  rate  of  six  to  a  minute,  I  can't  help  suspecting  that  he  is  trying 
to  get  round  her  in  a  very  nonsensical  way.  O,  this  waltzing  is  a  silly 
piece  of  business  !  A  puppy  whirling  round  after  his  tail,  makes  a 
more  respectable  appearance  than  a  couple  of  our  heavenly  Father's 
images  in  the  ludicrous  position  of  waltzing.  If  dancing  must  be  done 
at  all,  I  say  let  it  be  done  decently  and  in  order— after  the  manner  of 
the  times  in  which  I  came  the  ajetta  to  a  nicety.  Let  the  figure  be 
simple — keep  at  a  respectful  distance  while  balancing  to  partners — and 
when  you  go  down  the  middle,  don't  squeeze  hands  too  tight,  and  look 
out  for  the  corn  plantations  on  either  side. 

My  beloved  friends — it  always  affords  me  a  full  purse  of  pleasure  to 
see  my  young  pupils  happy  in  the  enjoyment  of  rational  pastime.  I 
would  not,  for  the  world,  throw  aloes  in  the  wine-cups  of  young  men; 
neither  could  I  have  the  cruelty  to  force  wormwood  tea  down  the  deli- 
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cate  throats  of  those  dear,  delightful  angels  who  honor  me  with  their 
presence.  But  while  drinking  from  the  pitcher  of  pleasure,  you  must 
be  careful  and  not  drink  so  deep  as  to  make  a  buzzing  quill  factory  of 
your  cock-lofts.  If  you  do,  you  may  stand  a  chance  to  learn  St.  Vitus's 
dance,  or  be  obliged  to  dance  down  the  dark  alley,  to  the  tune  of  Deli 
rium  Tremens,  Think  of  this,  my  young  friends,  and  toe  out  like  a 
tea-stand !  I  know,  full  well,  that  you  find  a  good  deal  of  fun  in  your 
wild  dances— you  lose  at  the  time,  all  sense  of  present  woe,  and  feel 
light  as  corks ;  but  mind,  I  tell  ye,  if  you  keep  it  up  of  a  night  till  you 
get  your  pores  too  far  open,  the  storm  that  may  blow  on  the  morrow 
will  beat  in,  till  you  become  water  soaked,  and  finally  sink  down  be 
neath  the  waves  of  corruption,  to  rise  no  more.  May  each  of  you  weigh 
ray  sentiments  on  the  subject  with  the  steelyards  of  prudence — dance 
not  on  slippery  places — and  return,  as  far  as  convenient,  toward  the 
good  old  ways  of  your  ancestors.  So  mote  it  be! 


NUMBER    XLII. 

ON    FORTITUDE. 

TEXT.—- Nymph  of  the  rock !  whose  dauntless  spirit  braves 

The  beating  storm,  and  bitter  winds  that  howl 
Round  thy  cold  breast ;  and  hear'st  the  bursting  waves 

And  the  deep  thunder  with  unshaken  soul ; 
O  come  !  and  show  how  vain  the  cares  that  press 

On  my  weak  bosom,  and  how  little  worth 
Is  the  false,  fleeting  meteor,  Happiness, 

That  still  misleads  the  wanderers  of  the  earth. — C.  SMITH. 

My  HEARERS — There  is  nothing  like  fortitude,  in  these  hard  times  es 
pecially,  to  throw  stiffening  into  the  spirit  of  man,  and  enable  it  to  bear 
up  the  fifty-sixes  of  affliction,  poverty,  disappointment,  and  the  ten  thou 
sand  minor  vexations  that  flesh  claims  cousinship  with.  It's  the  main 
pillar  to  the  wind  rocked  castle  of  human  happiness.  I  know  it  is,  from 
experience — and  the  experience  of  an  old  veteran  in  the  hard  battles  of 
life,  is  not  to  be  sneezed  at  by  the  young  and  volatile.  I  have  been  of 
tentimes  bound  to  the  stake  of  misfortune,  and  had  the  faggots  of  misery 
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kindled  around  me  ;  and  had  I  not  been  rendered  fire-proof  by  fortitude, 
I  should  long  ago  have  flatted  down,  like  a  slice  of  cheese  on  a  hot  grid 
iron.  Although  these  fiery  trials  have  sometimes  caused  the  gravy  to 
start  from  the  pluck,  the  heart,  my  dear  friends,  has  always  remained  ;. 
unscorched.  When  the  long,  low,  rakish,  black  looking  schooner  af 
fliction  first  left  her  moorings  in  Hell-gate  on  her  piratical  cruise,  the 
good  ship  Fortitude  spread  her  white  sails  to  the  fair  breezes  of  heaven, 
crossed  the  haven  of  tranquility,  and  poured  in  such  a  broadside  as  to 
cause  her  to  sheer  off  with  a  leaky  hull,  and  the  loss  of  her  jib.  She 
is  partially  conquered,  but  not  captured.  She  is  yet  upon  the  high  seas 
of  man's  existence,  lying  in  wait  for  the  weaker  craft,  and  intent  upon 
plunder.  To  drop  all  nautical  metaphor,  fortitude,  my  hearers,  is  just 
the  stuff  to  support  a  body  under  all  the  trials  and  adversities  that  fall 
to  the  lots  of  us,  poor  miserable  mortals.  No  matter  where  you  may 
happen  to  pitch  your  tent  of  fortune,  with  it  you  are  always  safe.  It 
warms  the  heart  of  the  forlorn  Greenlander  as  he  sits  shivering  amid 
the  eternal  snows  of  the  arctic,  M'hcre  the  sun  freezes  up  for  six  long 
months  on  a  stretch  ;  it  brings  refreshing  draughts  to  the  lips  of  the 
weary  wanderer  over  the  burning  sands  of  Africa — infuses  new  life  in 
to  his  soul,  while  Hope  adds  an  O.  K.  to  his  condition:  it  affords  con 
tentment  to  the  indigent  squatter  of  the  West,  whose  home  is  surround 
ed  by  briars,  bears,  Indians  and  Brandon  shinplasters :  it  blunts  the 
edge  of  ridicule,  pulls  out  the  stings  of  poverty,  saws  off  the  bills  of 
musquetoes,  paints  up  the  ugly  phiz  of  Fear,  smoothes  down  the  wrin 
kled  front  of  Care,  and  helps  a  man  pay  his  debts.  Fortitude  endures 
long  and  accomplishes  much — slow  but  sure — as  is  testified  by  the  ex 
ecutive  chair  of  the  good  old  state  of  Massachusetts.  Its  ex-occupant, 
my  friends,  had  suffered  long,  endured  much,  and  came  being  pretty 
nearly  used  up ;  but  by  dint  of  patience,  perseverance  and  fortitude,  he 
at  last  made  out  to  paddle  his  empty,  fifteen  gallon  cask  up  the  creek 
of  democracy,  and  finally  succeeded  in  bringing  the  striped  pig  to  a  fine 
market.  I  only  mention  this  by  way  of  showing  what  fortitude,  well 
stuck  to,  is  capable  of  producing ;  because  it  is  a  most  singular  circum 
stance — inasmuch  as  fortitude,  generally  speaking,  has  no  more  effect 
on  politics  than  the  bible  has  on  a  steamboat  boiler ;  and  all  for  the 
very  reason  that  politicians,  at  the  present  day,  are  for  the  most  part 
too  toe-totally  devoid  of  virtue,  and  unpracticed  in  the  mere  rudiments 
of  common  honesty. 

O,  my  dear  friends !  you  must  live  soberly,  morally,  virtuously,  and 
abhor  vice  in  every  shape,  or  you  never  can  possess  fortitude  enough  to 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

i 

meet  a  single  ill  with  any  assurance  of  victory.  Perhaps  you  may 
wonder  why  I  don't  oftener  speak  to  you  about  religion.  That  is'nt  in 
my  line — I  leave  that  to  those  who  go  about  preaching  for  money,  con 
trary  to  the  command  and  example  of  him,  in  whose  footsteps  they  pre 
tend  to  tread :  but  there  is  religion  in  all  I  say — and  if  you  will  only 
practice  according  to  my  precepts,  you  will  need  no  better.  It  answers 
every  purpose — is  good  enough  to  live  by,  and  will  do,  on  a  pinch,  to 
die  by.  I  preach  up  strict  virtue  ;  and  if  there  is  no  religion  in  virtue, 
then  there  is  no  virtue  in  religion.  Therefore,  do  as  I  recommend,  and 
prepare  in  the  heart  a  good  foundation  for  fortitude,  by  lining  its  bottom 
with  genuine  moral  principles  ;  for  fortitude,  when  mixed  up  with  a  lit 
tle  faith,  acts  on  the  high  pressure  system  in  working  wonders.  It  is, 
as  my  text  says,  the  nymph  of  the  rock,  whose  undaunted  spirit  braves 
the  beating  storm  of  woe,  and  the  bitter  winds  of  affliction  that  howl 
round  its  cold  breast ;  it  hears  the  bursting  waves,  and  the  deep  thun 
der,  without  caring  a  copper,  it  shows  how  insignificantly  vain  and  no- 
thingfied  are  those  insect  cares  that  pat  against  the  windows  of  the 
heart ;  and  how  little  worth  is  the  false  fleeting  meteor,  happiness— 
that  happiness  which  leads  so  many  foolish  children  of  mortality  astray. 
To  conclude,  let  me  beseech  of  you  to  collect  a  good  quantity  of  forti 
tude — not  merely  enough  to  carry  you  through  the  troubles  and  trials 
of  another  week,  till  we  meet  again,  but  sufficient  to  hold  out  till  we 
part  forever.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    XLIII. 

ON  YOUTHFUL  LOVE. 

TEXT. — O,  the  days  are  gone,  when  beauty  bright 

Its  heart-chain  wove— 
When  all  my  dreams,  from  mom  till  night, 
Were  love,  still  love  ! — MOORK. 

MY  HEARERS — I  don't  know  how  you  feel  on  this  subject — but  I  must 
confess,  it  sets  this  rusty  old  heart  of  mine  a-leaking  considerably,  to 
think  of  the  days  when  I  was  young,  happy  and  buoyant — of  the  time 
when  my  breast  contained  a  congenial  soil  for  the  flowers  of  love  to 
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take  root,  bud  and  blossom  in.  But  those  days  are  gone — forever 
gone  !  They  shot  by  like  a  steamboat,  that  cleaves  the  peaceful  wave, 
and  leaves  a  train  of  billows  behind.  My  bosom  is  fast  becoming  a 
barren  waste  ;  its  blossoms  have  all  decayed,  and  a  few  thorns  and  this 
tles  have  sprung  up  in  their  pltieo.  Tho  vegotution  upon  my  cranium 
has  been  nipped  by  the  frosts  of  age  ;  and  the  old  reaper,  Time,  will 
soon  take  the  whole  swod  into  his  garner.  To  reflect  on  the  enjoy 
ment  of  the  past,  and  dwell  on  the  present,  makes  me  feel  amazing 
juicy  round  the  vitals  :  it  sets  all  the  pumps  of  sympathy  to  work — and 
you  must  excuse  these  childish  tears  that  force  their  way  through  the 
visual  aqueducts,  and  hasten  down  the  worn  channels  of  my  cheek — 
for  I  can't  help  it ;  they  will  come — and  I  might  as  well  think  of  dam 
ming  up  the  Mississippi  with  a  brush  fence,  as  to  try  to  stop  them.  I 
was  once  young,  and  loved  all  the  girl  genus  with  the  tallest  kind  of 
girl-anthropy.  They  wove  a  chain  that  bound  my  heart  in  a  bondage 
of  bliss  ;  and  it  was  partly  on  their  account  that  I  took  up  preaching — 
for  I  thought  it  better  that  ninety  and  nine  of  my  fellow  men  should 
suffer,  than  let  one  of  those  lovely,  beautiful,  angelic  beings,  be  cast 
down  and  trampled  upon  by  the  iron-shod  demons  of  vice.  The  old 
roots  of  affection  are  still  left  within  me ;  and  since  the  boisterous 
waves  of  passion  have  subsided,  the  moral  faculties  predominate — and 
I  now  set  myself  up  as  an  eradicator  of  evil — a  corrector  of  error — a 
refrigerator  of  boiling  wrath — a  thermometer  of  feeling — a  defender  of 
the  faith — and  protector-in-chief  of  the  women ! 

My  young  hearers !  I  have  a  few  words  to  say  to  you.  Listen ! 
You  are  now  in  the  season  of  life  when  the  heart  is  filled  with  the  fond 
est  of  delights.  Your  dreams  from  morn  till  night  may  be  said  to  be 
nothing  but  love,  still  love  ;  and  it  gives  me  a  superabundance  of  joy  to 
know  and  experience,  even  now,  the  sensations  that  fill  your  breasts, 
while  reveling  in  the  sweets  of  natural  affection.  You  arc  always  hap 
py,  and  still  expect  to  be  happier.  Sparkling  eyes,  blooming  cheeks, 
ruby  lips  and  slender  waists,  are  ever  depicted  before  you,  and  your 
whole  souls  are  wrapped  up  in  the  silken  fabric  of  love.  But,  my 
young  friends,  you  must  be  cautious  of  your  steps — the  flowers  from 
which  you  gather  the  honey,  grow  among  brambles  ;  and  if  you  rush 
headlong  into  the  thicket,  look  sharp  or  you'll  get  scratched  a  few.  I've 
seen  a  silly  fly  light  upon  a  molasses  cup— dive  rashly  down  to  the 
fountain,  and  kick  the  bucket  on  the  very  surface  of  all  its  desires. 
I've  seen  a  thoughtless  moth  flutter  round  the  alluring  blaze,  till  it 
scorched  its  wings,  and  still  continued  to  '  court  the  fatal  fire,'  till  it  fell 
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a  victim  to  its  own  recklessness.  In  pursuing  the  jack-o'-lantern  love, 
you  are  likely  to  be  led  into  the  swamps  and  marshes ;  and  some  of 
these  slough  holes  are  more  mirey  than  the  cat-tail  meadows  of  Jersey, 
in  April ;  and  heaven  knows  they  are  not  firm  enough  to  bear  up  the 
weight  of  u  foolish  man'*  argument,  If  you  wish  to  got  through  the 
niagea  of  love  nicely,  (smoothly  and  happily,  you  must  sip  lightly  of  It* 
sweets,  and  not  get  drunken  with  its  pleasures — be  an  admirer  rather 
than  a  partaker  of  every  fruit  that  grows  in  its  garden — and  above  all, 
fix  upon  some  particular  object  to  love,  cherish  and  admire,  so  that  when 
you  enter  the  more  shady  walks  of  matrimony,  joined  hand  to  hand  and 
heart  to  heart  with  the  partner  of  your  bosom,  you  can  look  back  with 
fond  regrets  upon  the  days  that  are  gone,  and  at  the  same  time,  be  hap 
py  in  the  midst  of  connubial  joys.  That's  the  case  with  me — only  my 
wife  has  been  dead  these  ten  years. 

My  hearers,  one  and  all — Love,  Peace  and  Harmony  are  the  triune 
sisters  that  administer  all  the  comforts  of  this  world,  and  are  given  by 
Providence  to  conduct  us  quietly  through  life.  The  first  scatters  roses 
along  our  path — the  second  brings  us  anodyne  to  soothe  distress — and 
the  third  plays  an  air  that  we  can  march  by  and  never  be  weary.  We 
must  all  love  one  another,  and  dwell  in  perfect  unison.  Let  us  have 
no  wrangling  among  us — we  will  leave  that  for  politicians  ;  but  as  they 
say,  let  us  do— give  a  pull,  a  long  pull,  a  strong  pull,  and  a  pull  all  to 
gether — and  we  will  certainly  make  a  raise  sufficient  to  supply  all  wants 
and  necessities,  when  the  days  of  beauty  are  gone,  and  when  the  time 
draws  nigh  for  us  to  emigrate  to  a  better  and  happier  land.  So  mote 
it  be  ! 
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NUMBER   XLIV. 

ON   WAR. 

TEXT.— 0  think  of  the  miseries,  to  which  yo  give  birth, 

Ye  cold-hearted  statesmen — -unknowing  a  scar ! 
Who  from  pictured  saloon,  or  the  bright  sculptured  hearth, 
Disperse  desolation  and  death  through  the  earth, 
When  yo  let  loose  the  demons  of  war.— ANOM . 

MY  DEAR  hearers — What  do  you  know  about  war  t  Did  you  ever 
shoulder  arms,  and  march  to  the  battle  Held,  with  a  firm  resolution  to 
return  with  the  trophy  of  victory,  or  lie  down  in  the  arms  of  death,  co 
vered  with  the  laurels  of  the  brave  ?  Did  you  ever  grapple  with  the 
furnished  war-dogs  that  howl  over  the  lleshless  bones  of  the  slum,  and 
are  furious  to  lap  the  warm  blood  of  martyrs  in  the  blest  cause  of  free 
dom?  If  you  never  did,  you  know  precious  little  about  the  horrors  of 
war,  I  tell  ye !  I  know  well  enough  that  you  are  no  more  acquainted 
with  the  fighting  cock  and  tear-to-pieces  dispositions  of  Mars  and  Bel- 
lona,  than  I  am  with  the  pyrotecnic  arts  of  the  Evil  One,  No— my 
friends !  yon  arc  fattening  on  the  nuts  of  liberty,  that  are  abundantly 
scattered  over  the  soil  which  your  ancestors  have  enriched  with  their 
blood — you  sit  under  your  own  vine,  and  your  own  fig  tree,  sipping  the 
wine  of  pleasure,  eating  the  bread  of  peace,  with  a  clear  sky  above,  and 
no  snakes  in  the  grass  to  bite  the  naked  heel  of  independence. 

You  hear  of  wars  and  rumors  of  war — but  what  odds  does  that  make 
so  long  as  the  pestilential  scourge  is  not  driven  to  our  shores  by  the 
blasts  of  conflicting  nations  ?  It  is  a  glorious  sight,  my  friends,  to  see 
the  proud  bird  of  liberty  soaring  over,  and  looking  down  upon,  a  nation, 
happy,  free  and  prosperous,  with  the  olive  branch  of  peace  in  his  talons ! 
I  venerate  the  American  eagle — his  head,  like  my  own,  has  grown 
bald  in  watching  over  a  nation's  weal.  I  respect  him  none  the 
less  because  England  denominates  him  a  big  turkey-buzzard,  watching 
the  best  interests  of  America,  as  a  cat  does  a  mouse.  Let  me  ask  what 
has  England  to  boast  of?  She  has  her  Queen  Victoria — and  who  is 
Queen  Victoria  ? — and  what  does  she  know  about  war  ? — as  much  as 
she,  or  any  other  girl  does  about  managing  the  a  flairs  of  government — 
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and  that's  just  e'enamost  nothing  at  all.  She  isn't  half  so  pretty  as  the 
girl  who  does  my  ironing ;  and  I  don't  believe  she  knows  a  terrible 
sight  more — if  she  is  married  to  the  hat  and  cloak  of  a  prince.  Yet 
she  is  placed  on  a  throne  of  crimson  and  scarlet,  embroidered  with  sil 
ver  and  gold,  around  which  fools  and  sycophants  gather  to  pay  homage 
to  a  girl,  who  is  as  big  a  fool  as  themselves  if  she  doesn't  hen-peck  the 
whole  kingdom.  I  say  her  subjects  are  fools,  because  they  lack  com 
mon  sense,  with  all  their  boasted  enlightenment.  They  know  well 
enough  that  man  is  ordained  by  heaven  to  be  the  head  of  woman  ;  and 
yet  they  place  a  silly  girl  upon  the  throne  to  oversee  those  who  do  that 
kind  of  work  which  she  don't  know  anything  about — and  it  was  never  in- 
tended  she  should !  It  makes  mo  sick  to  think  about  such  stupidity. 
Did  Eve  order  Adam  about  in  the  garden  of  Eden  ?  No.  Do  men, 
when  they  lay  out  cities  and  project  canals,  ask  the  advice  of  some 
pretty  girl  ?  No.  Then  why  will  some  rob  a  female  of  all  moral  love 
liness  by  turning  her  out  of  her  proper  sphere,  and  clothing  her  with 
those  attributes  which  become  a  man,  but  degrade  a  woman?  If  John 
Hull,  however,  has  a  mind  to  let  Queen  Victoria  wear  his  breaches,  it's 
none  of  my  bread  and  butter.  Let  her  go  ahead  ;  but  depend  upon  it, 
that  if  grim-visagcd  war  walks  into  her  a  fleet  ions,  there  will  be  a  loud 
cry  among  the  people,  like  that  of  the  fabled  frogs,  for  Jupiter  to  send 
them  a  ruler,  who  has  real  power,  as  well  as  imaginary  influence,  A 
lot  of  sea-gulls  idly  flapping  around  the  thrones  of  monarchies,  portend 
evil ;  but  when  we  see  the  courageous  eagle  extending  his  broad  pin* 
ions  over  a  thriving  republic,  we  have  nothing  to  fear.  It  was  not  so 
with  Rome — her  unhappy  bird  sat  forever  perched  upon  a  pole,  with  its 
wings  closed,  and  calmly  looked  down  on  the  death-struggle  of  liberty 
without  raising  a  feather  in  its  behalf.  It  never  spread  its  wings  to  tho 
fair  winds  of  freedom,  but  remained  sad  and  motionless  ;  and  at  last  was 
boruo  iato  exile,  with  Napoleon,  its  capluror— where  it  sickened  and 
died,  on  the  sea-beaten  rock  of  St.  Helena! 

My  beloved  hearers — my  voice  is  very  still  for  war,  but  loud  for 
peace.  There  is  no  use  in  our  going  to  war,  and  killing  each  other, 
like  a  parcel  of  bed-bugs  ;  for  we  shall  die  in  season  to  make  room  for 
more.  When  death  and  destruction  sweep  like  a  hurricane  across  the 
land — when  our  daughters  are  hunted  down,  like  innocent  hares,  by  the 
hell-hounds  of  war—when  the  spoiler  comes  to  ravish  our  homes,  sow 
tares  in  our  wheat,  cast  our  bread  to  the  dogs,  and  play  the  deuce  with 
our  ducks — then,  my  brethren,  it  may  be  all  fun  to  the  statesmen,  but 
death  to  us.  [Vide  frogs,  again.]  Don't  fight,  my  dear  friends,  so 
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long  as  you  can  help  it — but  when  you  do  come  to  the  scratch,  go  it 
strong !  let  the  pluck  predominate !  go  it  on  the  steam  principle---beat 
or  burst!  If  you  beat,  glory  and  honor  are  yours  ; — if  you  burst,  you 
have  the  honor  without  the  glory,  of  sacrificing  life,  for  the  sake  of  your 
country,  homes,  wives,  children  and  sweethearts.  On  the  second  sober 
thought,  my  friends,  I'll  advise  you  not  to  fight  at  all.  It's  unchristianly, 
ungeutlemunly  and  beastly.  Remember  Satan  once  showed  fight  in  the 
boundless  saloon  of  heaven — and  the  consequence  was,  he  got  kicked 
out,  into  a  region  of  double-distilled  darkness.  I  assert,  that  an  aflec- 
tionate  wife  had  much  better  be  destitute  of  a  home,  and  wander  with 
her  husband  over  the  desert  of  penury,  than  to  have  him  kick  the  buck 
et  and  die,  in  providing  for  her  comfort. 

I  know  that  cold,  unfeeling  statesmen,  who  have  never  known  a  scar, 
would  often  times  be  glad  see  the  demons  of  war  laying  waste  our  fair 
gardens  of  prosperity,  reckless  'of  their  blood-stained  tracks  and  the 
horrors  they  leave  behind.  They  would  delight  in  taking  Monsieur 
Tonson  by  the  moustachios,  or  in  poking  sticks  at  Victoria's  pet  mon 
key,  if  they  could  raise  a  breeze  by  it.  But,  my  hearers,  let  statesmen 
go  on  as  they  please — we  are  determined  to  dwell  in  peace  and  amity 
— we  have  saluted  each  other  with  a  friendly  kiss,  and  shaken  hands 
with  surrounding  nations.  We  have  swept  the  seeds  of  war  into  a  sin 
gle  corner — Florida— and  she  will  shake  herself,  by  and  by,  as  a  lion 
shaketh  his  mane,  and  bury  all  her  troubles  in  the  Atlantic  wave.  Im 
provement  is  following  the  pioneer,  Peace,  and  working  wonder* 
throughout  the  land ;  and  if  we  can  only  stick  together,  like  brothers 
and  sisters,  we  shall  yet  become  a  touch  above  the  'vulgar — and  no  mis 
take.  I'd  like  to  have  you,  my  little  flock,  set  a  pattern  for  the  whole 
nation.  Be  united — have  no  quarreling — less  fighting ;  if  a  man  calls 
you  a  fool,  call  him  a  gentleman — give  a  kiss  for  a  blow,  unless  it's  a 
rouscr — be  moral,  virtuous,  pious,  and  especially  encourage  matrimony ; 
so  that  in  times  of  peace  and  plenty,  tillers  of  the  ground  may  not  be 
lacking,  after  the  reaper  Death  has  gathered  his  annual  harvest  into  the 
grave.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER    XLV. 

ON  THE  MECHANISM  OF  THE  BOOT. 

TEXT.—'  Man's  body's  like  a  house  :  his  greater  bones 
Are  the  main  timber ;  and  the  lesser  ones 
Are  smaller  joints :  his  ribs  are  laths  daubed  o'er 
Plastered  with  flesh  and  blood ;  his  mouth's  the  door, 
His  throat's  the  narrow  entry,  and  his  heart 
Is  the  great  chamber,  full  of  curious  art.' 

BELOVED  hearers — Perhaps  you  never  scraped  a  particular  acquaintance 
with  the  thought,  that  every  mother's  son  of  you  are  locomotive  houses, 
or  buildings  of  some  kind  or  other.  Well,  it's  just  as  true  as  my  name 
is  Dow.  Some  folks  are  walking  palaces — such  as  are  handsome, 
well  painted,  look  showy,  and  live  in  high  grass :  some  are  com 
mon  dwellings — such  as  look  and  dress  plain,  don't  pretend  too  much, 
and  are  content  with  almost  any  kind  of  food,  from  bean  porridge  up  to 
fried  eels :  some  are  mere  hovels — such  as  are  out  of  cash,  out  of  doors, 
and  out  at  the  elbows,  down  at  the  mouth,  down  at  the  heel,  and  who 
beat  along,  head  horizontal,  through  the  cold  storms  of  poverty.  Some 
are  grog  shops — such  as  make  small  beer  butts,  wine  pipes,  gin  casks, 
and  brandy  bottles  of  themselves.  There  are  two  many  of  these  travel 
ing  porter-houses  going  about  now-a-days ;  but  they  can't  keep  open 
long — Death  will  soon  shut  'em  up,  and  stick  '  To  let,  Inquire  Below,' 
on  their  shells. 

Some  people  are  temples,  consecrated  to  holiness,  in  which  Con 
science  preaches  truth,  morality,  and  the  doctrine  of  Do  as  you'd  be 
done  by — just  as  I  do,  most  gratuitously  gratis.  I  feel  a  little  spruce, 
myself,  about  being  one  of  these  living  temples  ;  and  I  don't  mean  that 
any  but  the  family  of  Virtue  shall  ever  find  a  pew  in  its  walls.  I  know 
the  old  building  begins  to  totter  some — but,  thank  Heaven,  it  leans  to 
the  right  side  !  When  death  knocks  out  my  underpinning,  I  mean  to 
fall  (if  I  can)  like  the  walls  of  a  burning  house — away  from  the  flames. 
I  wish  you  would  all  look  out  for  your  shanties  in  the  same  way.  Re 
member  they  are  not  insured. 

Now,  my  friends,  allow  me  to  explain  how  the  human  body  is  liken 
ed  to  a  house.  My  text  does  this.  It  says  that  the  big  bones  are 

15 


114  SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

the  main  timbers — very  true.  It  says,  also,  the  ribs  are  laths,  well 
plastered  ;  but  I  should  say  they  were  rafters,  that  run  into  the  ridge 
pole,  or  back-bone.  The  mouth  is  the  door,  and  the  nose  is  the  chim 
ney — especially  for  smokers.  The  throat  is  the  entry  that  leads  to  the 
kitchen  of  the  stomach,  where  all  sorts  of  food  is  cooked  up :  the  lungs 
are  the  bellows  that  blow  the  flame  of  life,  and  keep  the  pot  of  existence 
boiling :  the  heart  is  the  great  chamber,  where  the  greatest  variety  of 
goods  imaginable  are  stored — some  good,  many  bad,  and  a  few  kinder 
middling.  In  this  way,  my  hearers,  you  see  the  house  of  the  human 
body  is  formed ;  and  since  it  is  a  house  of  no  small  value,  you  ought  to 
be  careful  of  it — keep  it  well  swept  and  dusted,  and  never  let  the  cob 
webs  of  sin  gather  in  the  corners  of  its  apartments.  The  gable-end  of 
it  should  never  front  the  street,  neither  should  its  two  windows  look 
out  upon  the  swamps  of  vice.  But,  my  friends,  I  beseech  you  to  look 
after  the  great  chamber  of  the  heart,  and  see  that  everything  there  is 
arranged  according  to  the  very  letter  of  morality.  If  there  is  any  use 
less  rubbish  there,  clear  it  out  to  make  room  for  goods  that  are  saleable 
in  the  markets  of  the  virtuous.  The  chambers  of  some  hearts  present 
an  awful  dirty  appearance!  I  should  like  to  walk  into  them  with  a 
bran  new  broom — the  way  I'd  brush  out  sin,  and  sand  the  floor  with 
piety,  would  astonish  church  members. 

Beloved  brethren — the  heart  is  truly  a  depositary  for  both  good  and 
evil,  but  it  should  be  the  sanctum  of  purity— and  for  my  part,  I  don't 
see  the  necessity  of  having  so  much  trash  deposited  there,  as  is  apt  to 
be  the  case.  I  never  can  admire  people  who  arc  eternally  bragging 
about  what  is  contained  in  the  temples  of  their  hearts,  and  at  the  same 
time  keep  its  doors  closed  as  tight  as  a  ballot-box.  Just  let  them  open 
the  doors  of  frankness,  let  me  take  a  squint  therein,  and  I  can  tell 
whether  their  moral  property  is  what  it's  cracked  up  to  be,  in  two 
shakes  of  a  fiddler's  elbow.  Give  me  the  heart  that  is  free  to  the  in 
spection  of  man,  as  well  as  to  the  eye  of  Heaven — one  that  is  well 
stored  with  the  fruits  of  honesty,  the  gems  of  piety,  and  the  elixir  of 
love — but  keep  clear  with  those  that  are  filled  with  the  tears  of  deceit, 
the  poisoned  arrows  of  calumny,  and  the  devil's  death-drops.  I  think 
the  heart  of  woman  naturally  contains  a  good  quantity  of  simplicity,  (a 
first  rate  recommendation,)  though  she  is  obliged  to  allow  cunning  guile 
to  lodge  there,  in  order  to  come  it  over,  nicely,  the  rascally  designs  of 
man.  For  all  this,  it  is  a  palace  strewn  with  flowers,  where  the  little 
funny  god,  Cupid,  conceals  himself  in  his  rosy  castle,  and  lets  fly  an 
arrow  at  the  unconscious  visitor,  which  as  some  poet  says,  tickles 
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mightily  while  it  wounds.  It's  hard  to  take  his  fortress  by  storm — a 
few  ladles  of  soft  soap  have  been  knocked  down  to  gain  so  important  a 
victory. 

Now,  my  hearers,  do  look  out  for  your  frail  tenements,  and  see  that 
they  do  not  become  worm-eaten  through  sin  ;  for  the  time  will  come 
soon  enough  when  the  timbers  shall  fail — the  windows  be  darkened — 
the  doors  closed,  and  the  fires  extinguished.  Then  may  the  spirit  that 
inhabits  it  be  prepared  for  a  snugger  and  more  comfortable  abode,  where 
the  rent  will  be  required  in  advance — extending  from  everlasting  to 
everlasting.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER   XLVI. 

ON  THE  LOVE  OF  GAIN. 

TBXT. — Kill  a  man's  family  and  ho  may  brook  it, 

But  keep  your  hands  out  of  his  breeches'  pocket.— BYRON. 

My  PEAR  hearers — If  you  havc'nt  yet  found  it  out,  it  is  time  for  you  to 
know  that  I  am  the  great  X-pounder  of  any  thing  that  contains  a  moral. 
X  stands  for  ten — therefore  I  am  a  ten  pounder,  which  is  just  the  sort 
of  gun  you  need  to  keep  various  kinds  of  devils  from  taking  your  hearts 
by  storm,  Just  fire  me  off  once  a  week,  and  if  the  enemy  are  not 
obliged  to  stand  back,  it  will  be  because  you  don't  give  me  amunition 
enough,  to  blaze  away,  as  I  would,  or  raise  a  great  smoke,  at  least. 
There  is  nothing  now-a-days,  like  raising  a  smoke — to  make  folks  be 
lieve  you  do  something,  whether  you  do  or  not.  You  now  and  then  come 
across  a  person,  who  always  raises  such  a  smoke,  that  you  might  take 
him  to  be  a  real  volcano — a  walking  Vesuvius — at  a  short  distance  ;  but 
when  you  come  to  examine  him  closely,  he  is  nothing  but  a  mere  puff- 
ball.  But  what's  the  odds?  such  a  fellow  is  sure  to  glide  down 
the  path  of  life  as  sleek  as  a  whistle — and  that's  what  we  are,  after  all. 
Smoke,  my  friends,  deceives  a  great  many.  The  British  got  pretty 
nicely  sucked  in,  when  our  Dutch  grand-daddies  fell  to  smoking  on  the 
Battery,  and  concealed  it  beneath  the  clouds  of  tobacco  fume.  I  saw  a 
loafer,  one  frosty  morning  last  winter,  smoke  a  cigar  three  hours  after 
the  fire  had  gone  out — the  steam  of  his  own  breath  looked  so  much  like 
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smoke  that  he  didn't  know  the  difference.  The  fact  is,  when  a  man 
says,  '  I  knew  by  the  smoke,'  &c.,  you  may  take  it  for  granted  he  don't 
know  much  about  the  matter,  any  way.  But  I've  smoked  enough— let 
me  dip  into  the  discourse. 

My  text  says  that  a  man  can  easier  put  up  with  the  murder  of  his 
whole  family,  than  to  have  another  man  thrust  his  thieving  digits  into 
his  pocket— cause  why  ?  because  his  rhino  lies  there  ;  and  his  family 
might  as  well  be  manslaughtered  at  once,  as  to  die  for  the  want  of  that 
substance  of  things  hoped  for,  which,  in  plain  English  is  called  money 
—filthy  here — the  root  of  all  evil — but  which,  after  all,  is  the  real  stuff 
to  patch  up  the  coat  of  Poverty  with — get  grub — and  procure  for  us 
happiness,  and  all  the  necessaries,  comforts  and  luxuries  of  life.  But, 
my  friends,  you  must  go  to  work  rightly  and  honestly  to  get  money,  if 
you  wish  to  enjoy  it.  Don't  jab  your  hand  rashly  into  a  man's  breeches' 
pocket,  because  you  may  not  get  it  out  again  without  chafing  some  of 
the  skin  off.  Just  wait  patiently,  till  it's  forked  over  to  you ;  and  then 
you  can  go  on  a  spree  at  nobody's  expense  but  your  own.  Be  pious 
— be  moral — be  industrious — always  stick  to  my  church — and  you  ne 
ver  will  lack  the  wherewith  to  carry  you  comfortably  over  the  moun 
tains  of  such  an  Alpine  existence  as  is  allotted  to  man.  Avoid  avarice 
as  you  would  the  itch — it  blackballs  the  soul — freezes  up  the  brooks  of 
charity — putrifies  all  sympathy — and  makes  a  man  poor  and  despised 
with  all  his  riches :  in  short,  it  leaves  nothing  of  him  but  a  jacket  and 
trowsers,  stuffed  with  venal  chaff  and  chopped  up  straw — a  regular 
built  scarecrow.  It  is  said  the  devil  lies  down  in  the  miser's  chest. 
That's  as  true  as  'tis  devilish — and  when  the  old  miser  raises  the  lid  to 
drop  in  a  copper,  the  demon  looks  up  with  a  grin  and  says  :  That's 
right,  old  cock — there  isn't  half  enough  yet — get  more — keep  a  getting 
more — and  you  and  I  will  make  a  division  one  of  these  days.  Yes, 
there  will  be  a  division  made,  and  the  poor  rich  man  will  get  a  dose  of 
sulpher  for  his  share,  that  will  burn  blue  blazes  under  his  nose  till  the 
sunset  of  eternity !  Only  think  how  delightful  that  will  be — for  a  man 
to  sit  in  double  jet  darkness,  from  everlasting  to  clear  beyond  everlast 
ing,  and  read  over  the  eternal  calender  of  his  miseries  by  a  torch-light 
of  brimstone  and  turpentine  !  0,  it  makes  my  knee-pans  jerk  to  think 
of  it! 

My  good-looking  hearers !  don't,  for  the  love  of  self-mercy,  barter 
away  your  souls  for  a  few  dollars  !  for  just  as  true  as  you  make  a  bar 
gain  with  the  devil  to  this  effect,  you  are  gone  goslings — for  you  will 
always  be  miserable  here,  and  he  will  have  his  clutches  on  you  here- 
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after,  and  no  mistake.  You  can't  cheat  him — you  may  read  your  Bibles 
when  your  latter  end  comes,  as  much  as  you  please,  but  it  will  be  no 
go.  You  must  recollect  that  when  the  devil  took  Tom  Walker,  he  car 
ried  off  a  small  Bible  in  the  coat-pocket  of  poor  Tom.  It  is  well  known 
that  Satan  always  watches  over  buried  gold  ;  and  I  want  to  restrain  you 
from  trying  to  get  it — for  you  can't  do  it,  without  meeting  with  the  fate 
of  .poor  Tom  Walker.  Yes  you  can,  by  this  means  only :  invoke  a 
certain  spirit  that  holds  power  over  the  devil  himself— prove  to  it  that 
the  money  is  to  be  distributed  among  the  poor,  and  it  will  come  to  your 
assistance,  repeating  these  words  : — 

'  I  guide  the  pale  moon's  silver  wagon, 

The  winds  in  magic  bonds  I  hold  ; 
I  charm  to  sleep  the  crimson  dragon, 

Who  loves  to  watch  o'er  buried  gold.' 

Very  little  money  is  ever  obtained  this  way,  however ;  for  there  is  a 
natural  narrow-souled  selfishness  in  the  breast  of  man,  that  often  would 
prompt  him  (as  a  western  editor  once  remarked)  to  steal  a  nigger's 
physic,  were  it  not  for  the  mere  name  of  it.  My  friends,  you  must 
prepare  for  the  body  as  well  as  for  the  soul ;  and  in  order  to  do 
this  genteely,  you  must  be  economical — deal  justly  by  all — never 
rob  your  neighbor  of  his  purse,  his  good  name,  his  man-servant,, 
his  maid-servant,  his  ass,  his  wife,  and  neither  seduce  his  daughters, 
nor  throw  stones  at  his  dog.  Be  always  contented  with  enough,  and 
thank  Providence  for  that.  In  a  word,  you  must  resort  to  no  skin-flint 
parsimony,  if  you  wish  to  be  happy  in  the  acquirement  of  earthly  trea 
sures,  but  be  as  saving  as  circumstances  will  permit,  and  get  all  you 
can  honestly.  Have  charity  for  the  sufferings  of  your  fellow  creatures 
— for  there  is  no  preventing  sickness  and  sore  toes — they  will  come 
upon  the  just  and  the  unjust.  Be  kind  to  one  another — have  a  holy 
affection  for  the  female  sex — support  me  and  my  cause,  and  don't  make 
wry  faces  when  the  contribution  box  comes  round.  Finally,  pack  up 
your  treasures  for  transportation  to  a  better  world,  where  thieves  don't 
break  through  and  steal,  and  where  no  pick-pockets  are  found  to  make 
business  for  Old  Hays.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER  XLVII. 

ON  THE  MILITIA  SYSTEM. 

TEXT.— The  Commandant  of  Brigade  feels  an  assurance,  that  it  is  only  necessary  to 
fully  promulgate  to  his  command  the  fact,  that  the  main  arm  of  city  defence  are 
to  exhibit  to  the  Commander-in-chief  the  united  forces  of  the  infantry  of  the  city, 
and  a  proper  esprit  de  corps  will  prevail,  from  the  rank  and  file  up  to  the  highest 
in  command,  and  cause  each  corps  to  sustain  the  character  of  the  citizen-soldier, 
enrolled  under  the  freeman's  banner.  And  as  uniformity  always  adds  to  the  ap 
pearance  of  the  ununiformed  corps,  it  is  recommended  that  the  rank  and  file  appear 
in  dark  coats  and  light  pantaloons  on  the  day  of  general  parade.— MILITU  NOTICE. 

FELLOW  sol I  bog  ten  thousand  pardons — I  mean  my  worthy  hear 
ers  !— You  must  excuso  we,  this  lime,  tor  selecting  a  text  in  plain  prose, 
I'm  not  in  the  habit  of  doing  it,  but  the  importance  of  the  subject  ren 
ders  it  absolutely  necessary,  that  somebody  of  about  my  weight  and 
wind  should  say  or  do  something  in  its  behalf;  and  though  I  am  too 
old  myself  to  do  military  duty,  yet  I  feel  as  patriotic  as  ever — and,  even 
now,  should  the  worst  come  to  the  worstest,  dang  my  pulpit  if  I  would 
not  shoulder  my  musket,  and  wade  up  to  the  conjunction  of  my  trow- 
ses'  legs  in  blood,  sooner  than  see  one  inch  of  the  soil  that  gave  me 
birth  and  freedom,  violated  by  an  invading  foe  !  Them's  my  sentiments, 
my  friends — and  yours  ought  to  be  of  the  same  pattern.  Love  of  .coun 
try  is  as  natural  as  the  love  that  exists  between  the  sexes — and  as  none 
but  the  brave  deserve  the  fair,  and  a  faint  heart  never  wins  fair  lady— 
so  none  but  the  pluckiest  of  the  pluckified  is*  qualified  to  defend  his 
country  from  the  encroachment  of  aggressors.  My  friends — you  must 
all  have  hard  currency  sufficient  in  your  phizes,  to  be  able  to  look  at  an 
enemy,  without  blushing  for  fear  and  cowardice. 

Only  think,  my  hearers,  what  the  situation  of  our  country  was  before 
the  mighty  and  puissant  arm  of  our  glorious  militia  rescued  it  from  Bri 
tish  tyranny !  Then  the  fair  winds  of  Freedom  were  tainted  by  the 
fietid  breath  of  oppression,  long  before  they  reached  the  American 
shore;  although  Mother  England  clasped  the  new-born  babe  to  her 
breast,  and  nursed  it  at  first  with  maternal  tenderness,  yet  she  seemed 
to  forget  that  it  would  one  day  need  to  be  divested  of  its  swaddling 
clothes,  and  look  for  sustenance  at  his  own  hands.  Yes,  she  wished 
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to  keep  it  always  tied  to  her  apron  strings,  and  feed  it  forever  on  pap, 
but  the  child  has  broken  its  bonds — has  arrived  at  inflexible  manhood — 
and  now  defies  John  Bull  and  all  his  minions,  to  lay  him  on  his  back ! 
Johnny  can't  do  it — and  he  never  will  dare  to  molest  you  so  long  as  you 
show  off  well  at  general  trainings,  and  behave  like  men  of  valor.  You 
cannot  but  bo  filled  to  the  brim  with  patriotism,  when  you  cast  your 
eyes  around,  and  behold  how  everything  flourishes  upon  a  free  and  in 
dependent  soil,  and  how  all  is  favored  by  Heaven,  and  fostered  by  a 
liberal  government ;  and  can  you,  I  ask,  look  back  without  feeling 
symptoms  of  indignation,  upon  the  time  when  it  was  told  us  that  our 
sun  of  liberty  had  set  forever,  and  we  must  light  up  the  lamps  of  indus 
try  and  economy  ?  Ayo,  that  sun  did  set,  but,  thank  God,  to  rise  again 
with  unwonted  brightness  over  the  happy  plains  of  disenthralled  Ameri 
ca  !  Though  Brother  Jonathan  was  obliged  for  a  time  to  carry  a  bur 
den,  ho  was  not  an  ass,  to  be  overladen  without  kicking  at  the  oppres 
sor.  I  low  like  Cccsar  we  were  taxed  then  !  a  tax  was  laid  upon  almost 
Qverytldtig,  except  dogs,  snow-storms  and  thwulor-showers,  A  nuin 
could  hardly  kiss  his  wife,  then,  without  being  taxed  for  it ;  but  the 
worst  of  all  taxes  was  the  tax  imposed  on  my  favorite  beverage,  tea. 
This,  my  friends,  was  a  species  of  robbery  exceedingly  annoying  to  us 
men,  and  particularly  grinding  to  the  ladies — and  you  know  very  well 
that  when  the  rights  and  privileges  of  the  fair  sex  are  invaded,  the  com 
bustible  spirit  of  Yaukeeism  is  always  aroused  to  vengeance.  It  was 
partly  for  their  sakes  that  we  first  sounded  the  war-horn,  and  lit  up  the 
fires  of  the  Revolution  ;  and  the  smoke  that  ascended  from  Bunker  Hill 
bore  upon  its  columns  the  catalogue  of  their  wrongs  up  to  heaven,  and 
angels  of  mercy  came  down  to  adjust  them.  Now,  my  hearers,  just  re 
flect  upon  what  your  forefathers  have  done  for  you.  They  have  en 
riched  the  soil  with  their  blood,  and  gained  for  you  those  liberties  you 
enjoy  ;  and  the  bones  of  martyrs,  that  now  lie  bleaching  upon  the  wave- 
washed  shore,  are  solemn  mementos  of  the  sacrifices  made  upon  our 
country's  altar.  Think  upon  these,  and  consider  whether  you  ought 
not  to  be  always  ready  to  do  and  act  as  they  have  done  before  you. 
When  the  man,  who  has  the  honor  of  giving  folks  notice  to  train,  comes 
to  warn  you  out,  don't  try  to  sneak  ofl'  by  saying  that  you  have  corns  on 
your  toes,  and  therefore  can't  tread  up  like  a  soldier  ;  but  turn  out — 
shoulder  arms — and  show  the  rising  generation  how  smart  their  daddies 
can  be  when  necessity  requires  it.  The  militia  is  the  bulwark  of  our 
country — and  my  text  says  it  arc  the  main  arm  of  our  city's  defence. 
That  am  a  fact.  Our  milk-and-water,  independent  companies  are  regu- 
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lar  ladies'  men— very  pretty  and  very  foolish — too  timid  to  fight— too 
lazy  to  run  ;  but  you,  my  militia  friends— you,  I  say,  are  the  big  guns 
of  war.  All.  you  have  to  do  is  to  form  a  line  in  the  field,  (as  straight  as 
you  can  when  sober,)  ground  arms,  and  stare  your  foes  in  the  face  ;  and 
if  there  isn't  a  scattering  among  them  then,  it  will  be  because  they  don't 
believe  in  the  existence  of  ghosts,  gobblins  and  spirits  damned.  Yes, 
you  are  a  whole  team,  and  a  drum-major  to  spare  ;  and  well  may  the 
eagle,  the  mountain  bird  of  liberty,  look  down  with  exultation  upon  so 
valiant  a  corps,  and  glory  in  the  thought,  that  the  same  spirit  is  still 
alive  which  raised  him  to  his  lofty  eyrie,  and  placed  in  his  talons  the 
olive  of  peace  !  The  text  also  insinuates  that  some  of  you  should  dress 
uniform,  as  it  gives  *  uniformity'  to  an  *  ununiformed  corps.'  I  go  in  for 
that,  strong ;  and  I  advise  each  to  wear  some  kind  of  uniform,  or  other. 
If  you  can't  get  a  black  coat  and  white  pantaloons,  where  a  white  coat 
and  black  pantaloons — but  above  all  things  don't  go  on  the  ground  with 
dirty  shirts — for  I  have  seen  a  militia  corporal  in  such  a  condition,  that 
if  he  were  to  take  a  retrospective  view  of  his  pants,  he  would  find  they 
needed  back-stiching  a  few. 

My  beloved  hearers — as  most  of  you  are  liable  to  do  military  duty, 
let  me  tell  you  how  to  act :  go  on  the  parade  without  a  murmur — cany 
a  gun  that  has  a  lock — dress  decently — and,  in  fine,  act  as  the  present 
law  directs,  till  we  get  a  better  one.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER  XLVIII. 

ON  THE  COMFORTS  OF  A  WINTER  EVENING. 

TEXT. — In  winter's  tedious  nights  sit  thou  by  the  fire, 

With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  talcs 
Of  ages  long  ago  betide. — SIIAKSPEARC. 

Mv  HEARERS — It  affords  me  an  expansion  of  pleasure  to  see  with  what 
rapidity  my  congregation  augments.  You  are  getting  to  be  monstrous 
bulky — and  now  I  want  you  should  fetch  up  in  quality,  as  fast  as  is 
convenient — and  a  little  faster.  1  said,  in  the  beginning,  that,  where 
two  or  three  were  gathered  together  in  my  cause,  there  would  I  be  in 
the  midst  of  them — and  I've  stuck  to  my  word,  like  a  guide-board.  In- 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS.  121 

stead  of  there  being  only  two  or  three  in  my  collection,  I  can  number 
thousands ;  and  what  is  more,  new  converts  are  added  every  Sunday. 
This  all  comes  from  not  being  discouraged  with  a  small  flock  to  begin 
with.  Why,  if  there  hadn't  been  more  than  one  gathered  together,  I'd 
have  been  among  him  till  this  day.  There  are  no  two  ways  about  that. 
My  worthy  friends !  you  who  are  destitute  of  flannels,  must  allow, 
that  the  words  of  my  text  have  a  very  comfortable  sound  in  this  chilly 
season  of  the  year.  They  fall  upon  the  heart  with  a  vivifying  influence, 
and  cause  it  to  nestle  in  its  frosty  domicil,  like  a  black  cat  rubbing 
against  the  window  pane  to  catch  the  warm  rays  of  the  winter's  sun. 
The  man  who  first  found  out  the  use  of  lire,  should  have  his  name  writ- 
ton,  with  a  red-hot  poker,  on  every  cook  shop  and  iron  foundry  in  the 
country — and  his  fame  bo  emblazoned  forth  to  the  utmost  isles  of  the 
sea.  But  we  don't  know  who  the  chap  was,  nor  when  that  enlightened 
era  took  place.  Figuratively  speaking,  it  must  have  been  about  123, 
456,789,000,000,050  years  ago — not  far  from  it  either  way — at  any 
rate  there  huve  been  two  New  Eras  since  then.  It  makes  no  odds 
when  it  was — we  are  blest  with  this  useful  clement,  and  should  be 
thankful  for  it.  Without  it  we  should  all  freeze  up  and  lie  torpid  during 
the  long  winter  season,  to  thaw  out  again  in  the  spring,  like  a  nest  of 
snakes— that  is,  all  that  didn^  winter-kill.  Aye,  my  dear  friends,  we 
couldn't  get  over  this  cold  quarter  without  the  aid  of  a  little  more  caloric 
than  even  a  love-sick  heart  contains  ;  but  seeing  now  that  we  have  the 
comfortable  protector,  and  besides  various  other  comforters  to  make  us 
comfortable,  the  question  arises,  how  shall  we  spend  these  uncomfort 
able  months,  so  as  to  experience  that  comfort  which  is  the  most  com 
fortable :  [I  address  myself  now  to  the  younger  portion  of  my  audi 
ence.]  In  the  tedious  winter  nights,  when  frozen-nosed  Boreas  comes 
blowing  his  icy  fingers  round  your  dwellings,  whistling  '  whcw-ew-w !' 
in  consequence  of  the  cold,  which  is  the  best  way  to  spend  your  mo 
ments,  my  young  hearers  ?  Supposing  you  go  sleigh-riding,  lots  of  you 
— two  or  three  layers  deep,  composed  of  boys  and  girls,  in  one  sleigh — 
that  wouldn't  answer ;  because  there  is  upt  to  be  too  much  love  and 
levity  abroad — and  you  grow  thoughtless  and  reckless— drive  lickcr-te- 
split,  whip-a-te-whip,  as  though  the  old  Hany  was  on  skates,  behind — 
sleigh  suddenly  runs  on  a  snow-bank,  whops  over,  and  spills  all  its  live 
stock — thereby  causing  bloody  noses,  bruised  shins,  smashed  bonnets, 
and  perchance  doing  some  damage  to  the  moral  faculties.  That  don't 
do,  my  young  friends — there  is  ric  ither  religion  nor  comfort  in  it.  Sup 
posing  you  go  to  balls,  parties,  and  assemblies — there  is  too  much  wiuc, 
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sweetmeats  and  sham-kissing  indulged  in ;  and  you  are  good  for  no 
thing  the  next  day.  Supposing  the  fellows  go  skating  by  moonlight- 
that  don't  do  either :  because  their  heads  are  not  hard  enough  to  break 
the  ice — for  when  two  bodies  meet,  concussively,  the  softer  must  give 
way.  So  ye  see  there  are  but  few  ways  to  spend  a  bitter  winter  eve 
ning  really  comfortable  after  all ;  but  I  think  my  friend  Shakspeare  has 
suggested  the  best  plan — and  I'll  tell  you  about  on  what  kind  of  a  night 
you  can  best  enjoy  his  plan.  Take  one  when  it  is  cold  enough,  out,  to 
stop  a  steam  engine — when  the  howling  blasts  of  the  frigid  north  come 
rushing  with  fearful  fury,  and  chase  the  snowy  billows  over  the  desert 
plain — when  the  spikes  start  from  the  outer  casement  with  the  frost— 
and,  as  my  author  has  it  :— 

'  When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall, 

An<l  Dick,  the  shepherd,  blows  his  nail, 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall, 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail ; 
When  blood  is  nipped,  and  ways  be  foul, 
When  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl, 

To-whoo ; 

Tu-whit,  to-whoo,  a  merry  note, 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  knell  the  pot.' 

Yes,  that's  the  time — for  what  ?  why  to  sit  by  the  fire  with  good  old 
folks  ;  and  let  them  tell  you  all  about  the  times  that  used  to  was— and 
how  much  piety,  sobriety,  morality,  modesty  and  contentment,  were 
prevalent  in  those  days.  Old  folks  are  generally  good — if  they  were 
not,  they  wouldn't  live  so  long,  [I'm  getting  oldish,]  and  they  are  the 
best  company  for  young  folks.  How  pleasant  'tis,  to  picture  a  fire-side 
scene  like  the  above  !  Let's  look  at  it — "here  is  a  great  log  fire,  blazing 
away  like  sixty — here  lies  dog  Caesar,  stretched  out  before  it — here  sits 
granny  in  the  corner,  snoozing  over  a  budget  of  eighty  years — there  is 
the  good  wife  with  her  knitting-work — there  is  the  old  man,  studying 
the  almanac  to  know  the  weather  next  week ;  here  is  bubby,  in  the  lit 
tle  board  chair,  warming  his  toes  to  go  to  bed — and  young  people  of 
both  sexes,  fill  up  the  chinks,  all  in  a  jovial  mood.  Here  they  gain  in 
struction  from  the  experience  of  the  aged—listen  to  their  oft-told  talcs 
of  virtue  rewarded,  and  vice  condemned — and  learn  from  them  how  to 
spend  the  summer  of  their  days,  so  that  the  winter  of  life  may  be  pas 
sed  in  peace  and  happiness.  Now,  my  young  friends,  I  wish  you  to 
bear  this  in  mind,  all  through  the  coming  winter — join  the  companion 
ship  of  old  folks,  and  keep  out  of  mischief  as  much  as  possible — and 
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when  spring  returns,  to  clothe  the  fields  with  verdure,  you  may — all  go 
to  grass  for  aught  I  care.     So  mote  it  be ! 

N.  B.  I  lately  went  across  from  Broadway  to  Chatham  street,— and 
when  I  got  down  as  far  as  Jericho,  I  became  convinced  that  the  folks 
there  needed  my  preaching  some.  The  little  ragged  urchins  ran  hoot 
ing  after  me — '  There  goes  old  Dow — there  he  goes— let's  stone  him !' 
I  swung  my  cane  at  half  a  bushel  of  them,  but  they  all  dodged  it. 
Every  soul  there  is  leg  deep  in  the  mud  of  pollution ! 


NUMBER    L. 

ON  THE  PRESENT  DAY  POETS. 

• 

TEXT. — I've  genius,  I've  fame, 

I've  friends  without  number, 
But  the  sound  of  my  name 

Shall  not  break  on  my  slumber ; 
The  harp  that  I  sweep 

Shall  rot  in  my  grave  ; 

My  friends  can  but  weep— 

They  never  could  save. 

Thou  beautiful  world  ! 

Farewell !  and  ye  skies ! 
Your  glory  forever 

Must  fade  from  my  eyes  ! 
And  I  must  be  hidden  .» 

The  cold  grave  within  ! 
To  be  as  a  thing 

That  never  had  been  ! — ANON. 

MY  DEAR  friends — and  foes,  too,  if  I  am  blest  with  any ! — I  fear  that 
there  may  be  some  among  you  who  don't  understand  me,  and  my  preach- 
ing.  What  makes  me  think  so,  is,  that  a  man  stopped  me  in  the  street 
the  other  day,  and  told  ino  that  he  thought  my  sermons  had  a  tendency 
to  bring  religion  into  ridicule.  I  at  first  shuddered  at  the  idea,  and  a 
sort  of  chill  crawled  up  my  trowsers'  legs  like  a  bushel  of  spiders ;  but 
I  soon  saw  that  the  film  of  prejudice  had  grown  pretty  thick  over  the 
eyes  of  his  understanding,  and,  moreover,  that  he  often  slept  during  my 
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preaching ;  or,  in  other  words,  he  didn't  read  ray  sermons  enough  to 
know  more  than  a  precious  little  about  them.     So  I  reasoned  with  him. 
I  told  him  to  examine  carefully  every  one  of  my  back  discourses,  and 
he  would  find  that  I  never  took  a  text  from  the  Bible— never  quoted  from 
the  scriptures — seldom  or  never  referred  to  them — nor  meddled  with 
religion  in  any  way.     This  brought  him  to  his  milk  a  little,  and  lie  could 
only  find  fault  with  the  title,  '  Short  Patent  Sermons.*     Now,  my  friends, 
let  me  tell  you,  I  call  my  discourses  Sermons,  because  I  go  on  in  a 
sermonizing  strain  with  whatever  subject  my  fancy  pitches  upon.     A 
sermon  is  not  necessarily  confined  to  religion.     I  cannot  call  them  Lec 
tures,  as  lectures  merely  elucidate  subjects,  or  speculate  upon  theories, 
without  giving  admonition  or  friendly  advice.     I  cannot  call  them  Sen* 
timrntal  Cogitations,  as  such  are  not  directed  to  an  audience.     I  must 
have  an  audience  to  preach  at ;  and,  thank  my  stars,  I  have  a  large  one, 
and  a  respectable  one.     I  call  them  Patent  because  their  style  is  pecu 
liar  to  myself:  inherent  within  me,  and  I  can't  help  it.     They  are 
short,  because  they  are  not  long.     This  explains  the  whole,  and  if  any 
body  can  point  out  a  single  sentiment  of  mine  clashing  with  the  sensi 
bilities  of  the   Christian — making  due  allowances  for  the  eccentricities 
of  my  nature — I  will  forfeit  my  gray  hairs  to  the  makers  of  fiddle-bows. 
My  tenacious  friends  !  the  words  that  compose  my  text  were  the  last 
ones  uttered,  said  or  sung  by  a  disconsolate  old  bachelor,  who  seemed 
to  feel  that  the  black  curtain  of  death  was  about  to  drop  between  him 
and  the  gaze  of  an  admiring  world :  that  his  talents  and  virtues  wore 
soon  to  be  buried  in  the  deep  sea  of  oblivion,  unpickled  by  memory, 
and  never  to  be  fished  up  by  the  grappling  irons  of  recollection.     lie 
was  disconsolate,  because  he  knew  that  he  had  genius,  fame  and  popu 
larity,  and  that  his  friends  without  number  would  allow  all  these  to  sink 
into  forgetfulness,  soon  after  he  himself  had  taken  his  leave,  and  become 
as  a  mere  nothing  that  never  had  been.     Yet  the  death-tone  of  his  harp 
breathed  melody,  and  the  wreath  that  crowned  it  kept  green,  and  put 
forth   blossoms  even  in  the  cold    December  of  the  tomb!     It  was 
his  bad  fortune,  my  friends,  to  be  a  modern  poet — to  have  a  few  tears 
wasted  on  his  grave,  and  then  remembered  no  more.     When  a  minstrel 
dies  at  the  present  day,  his  harp  is  buried  to  rot  with  him ;  and  the 
clod-worm  dissevers  its  strings  while  feeding  on  his  once  devoted  heart. 
It  is  not  sufiered  to  hang  upon  the  cypress  and  re-echo  the  strains  it 
once  gave  out.     No — it  goes  to  blue  ruin  as  soon  as  the  fingers  that 
swept  it  have  crumbled  to  dust.     There  was  a  time,  my  hearers,  when 
poetry  was  thought  to  exude  from  the  pen  of  inspiration  ;  afterward  tho 
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summit  of  Parnassus  was  barely  accessible  to  the  strongest  pinions  of 
genius  ;  and  poets  walked  out  of  the  world  surrounded  by  an  inextin 
guishable  blaze  of  glory — but  how-a-days,  minstrelsy  is  as  common  as 
shad  in  April,  and  thought  not  half  so  much  of.  Every  school-boy  can 
write  poetry  now  ;  and  the  flowers  of  sentiment  that  decorate  the  lyres 
of  our  greatest  bards,  are  nothing  more  than  artificial  ones,  in  imitation 
of  those  that  bloomed  in  the  gardens  which  the  Muses  planted  in  days 
of  yore.  The  girdle  of  Apollo  has  been  worn  thread-bare  in  the  service 
of  the  Nines,  and  it  is  now  no  longer  fit  to  gird  up  tho  loins  of  a  penny 
rhymster.  A  body  might  as  well  think  of  revolutionizing  the  world 
with  Dennett's  Herald,  as  to  suppose  he  can  gum  immortality  by  scrib 
bling  verses.  I  tell  you,  my  friends,  poetry  at  the  present  day  is  no 
go.  It  is  nothing  but  brushwood  on  fire.  It  blazes  up  for  a  moment, 
then  dies  in  smoke,  and  all  its  genius,  brightness  and  beauty,  is  left  to 
smoulder  in  its  embers.  When  a  poet  dies,  his  name  and  his  fame  die 
with  him.  He  jumps  right  oft'  from  the  highest  cliff  of  ambition,  down, 
down  into  the  unfathomable  gulf  of  nonentity !  He  gives  one  kick,  and 
the  circling  waves  of  sympathy  extend  to  his  nearest  friends  and  rela 
tions,  but  no  further.  Even  their  tears  soon  become  dried,  and  memo 
ry  loses  the  way  to  his  silent  abode. 

My  hearers — had  not  the  subject  of  my  text  been  an  old  bachelor,  he 
might  have  been  remembered  by  a  few,  at  least ;  but  as  it  was,  he  left 
not  a  morsel  of  himself  behind  him,  in  the  shape  of  posterity  ;  and  there 
is  no  wonder  that,  when  about  to  depart,  he  felt  as  though  he  should 
become  nothing  more  than  the  substance  of  a  bursted-up  dream.  My 
friends  !  never  write  poetry  for  fame  ;  for  if  you  do,  you  will  get  about 
as  large  a  quantity  of  it  as  you  would  of  gold  by  skinning  a  rain-bow. 
Write  it  for  amusement,  only,  or  not  at  all — that's  the  way  I  do.  Get 
married,  above  all  things — for  there  is  nothing  like  matrimony  to  pre 
vent  a  thousand  useless  germs  of  poetry  from  sprouting  in  the  heart. 
The  death  of  every  old  maid  or  bachelor  is  always  attended  with  hor 
ror,  mortification  and  fear — and  there  is  no  knowing  where  such  people 
go  to.  Don't  wed  yourselves  to  the  Muses,  but  wod  to  one  another, 
and  prevent  being  wedded  forever  to  woe.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER  LI. 


ON    DESTRUCTION. 

TEXT.- — 'The  owl  upon  Afrasiab's  tower  hath  sung 

Her  watch-song,  and  round  th'  imperial  throne 
The  spider  weaves  his  web.' 

THOSE  of  you,  my  friends,  who  have  read  history  much,  may  recollect, 
that  when  Mahomet  II  entered  the  palace  of  the  Byzantine  emperors, 
after  his  victory,  he  was  so  struck  with  the  silence  and  desolation  that 
reigned  there,  that  he  repeated  aloud  the  above  Persian  distich.  He 
then  felt  that  everything  belonging  to  this  world  is  vanity — that  human 
greatness  is  nothing  but  pipe-clay — that  the  diadems  of  emperors  and 
kings  are  all  fancy  work,  and  their  palaces  become  in  time  the  habitav 
lions  of  rats,  mice,  bats,  spiders, .  cock-roaches,  and  all  such  vermin. 
They  may  wield  their  sceptres  for  a  while,  and  defy  the  whole  universe 
— old  Kentucky  included — but  that  noted  pugilist,  called  Time,  eventu 
ally  hits  them  a  sly  rap,  which  lays  them  sprawling — and  if  you  were 
afterward  to  gather  up  an  ounce  of  their  dust,  and  compare  it  with  some 
hod  carrier's,  you  would  be  puzzled  to  tell  the  difference.  Even  Queen 
Victoria,  whom  they  make  such  a  fuss  about,  is  made  of  no  better  dirt 
than  any  kitchen  pot-wrestler,  though  she  has  prettier  calicoes,  and 
drinks  out  of  a  silver  cup.  The  days  allotted  to  her  are  no  longer  than 
any  one's,  and  the  throne  that  she  now  sits  upon  will  soon  become 
worm-eaten,  and  no  act  of  parliament  can  save  it  from  decay  which 
levies  on  all  things  without  discrimination.  Yes,  my  hearers,  there  is 
a  spirit  of  decay  abroad,  that  makes  great  havoc  in  the  universe.  This 
mighty  city  of  ours — this  giant,  Gotham,  that  streicheth  his  legs  to  the 
north  and  south,  and  his  arms  to  the  cast  and  west — which  is  bounded 
on  the  north  by  Spuytenduyvel  Creek,  on  the  east  by  Catharine  Mar 
ket,  on  the  south  by  the  Battery,  and  on  the  west  by  Jersey  Ferry- 
may,  in  the  course  of  time,  be  prostrated  to  the  earth  ;  and  only  a  heap 
of  smouldering  ruins  be  left  to  tell  of  its  former  greatness.  Some  wan 
derer,  perchance,  may  linger  here,  and  meditate,  with  lu's  elbows  on  his 
knees — as  did  Volney  over  the  ruins  of  empires — and  as  he  sees  around 
him  on  every  side  the  broken  fragments  of  magnificence,  exclaim :— 
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Hero  once  stood  a  mighty  city ;  but  its  glory  hath  departed  forever! 
Like  Tyre  of  old,  the  fishermen  here  dry  their  nets  upon  a  barren  waste, 
and  the  owl  sings  her  watch-song  o'er  the  dusty  mansions  of  the  dead ! 
Perhaps  ho  may  enter  tho  yet  standing  walls  of  the  *  Egyptian  Sepul 
chre,'  and  say : — How  silent  and  deserted  this  enduring  monument  of 
art!  the  wretched  are  released  from  these  gloomy  cells,  and  the  sound 
of  the  keeper's  voice  no  more  is  heard — the  spider  weaves  his  web 
around  these  shattered  pillars — the  dragon-winged  bat  here  takes  up  his 
abode,  and  nought  but  desolation  reigns !' 

My  friends  !  a  few  years  may  not  effect  this  harum  scarum  business ; 
but  tho  day  must  surely  come  when  the  City  Hall,  the  Astor  House, 
the  Ram's  Head,  P,  Quirk's  House,  etc.,  shall  bo  crumbled  to  dust,  and 
all  that  inhabit  them.  There  is  nothing  time-proof — everything  in  this 
world  must  warp,  and  finally  snap  in  two.  Old  Time,  himself,  will  kick 
tho  bucket  when  ho  arrives  at  the  threshold  of  Eternity— the  sands  in 
his  glass  will  then  be  run — his  scythe  be  broken,  and  the  Great  Destroyer 
will  yield  up  the  ghost,  with  a  groan  that  shall  cause  the  very  pillars  of 
tho  universe  to  tremble !  Seeing,  now,  my  hearers,  that  all  is  perisha 
ble,  I  pray  you  to  bear  in  mind,  that  from  the  ashes  of  mortality  there 
springs  an  imperishable  spirit,  the  future  welfare  of  which  must  be  pro 
vided  for  here.  Faith  alone,  wont  do  much  toward  supporting  it  with 
out  works.  If  you  are  industrious,  moral,  temperate,  conscientious,  pay 
all  your  debts  to  one  another,  and  do  not  go  on  the  credit  system  in 
your  dealings  with  Providence,  nor  quarrel  with  different  sects  about  a 
ha'  penny's  worth  of  religion — the  Iccomotive  of  time  will  take  you 
safely  beyond  the  limits  of  this  troublesome  world.  If  it  don't,  I'll  pay 
the  damages.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER  LII. 
ON  WOMAN'S  LOVE. 

TEXT, — '  Women  talk  of  love  for  fashion, 
So  they  do  of  spirits  walking ; 
But  no  more  they  feel  the  passion, 
Than  see  the  ghost  of  which  they're  talking.' 

My  HEARERS — I  feel  as  short  as  pie-crust.     I  mean  to  put  it  to  all  the 
women  in  creation,  in  tho  hardest  kind  of  style— because  I  have  my 
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reasons  for  it.  I  called  on  Mrs.  Upstart  the  other  clay,  and  got  to  rea 
soning  with  her  on  topics  of  love,  virtue,  piety,  preaching,  and  other 
matters  in  my  line  of  business — and  all  at  once  she  flew  into  a  whirl 
wind,  and  raged  awfully  for  a  minute,  or  two.  Says  she  to  me  :  'Mr, 
Dow — you  arc  a  hyperbolical  old  hypocrite — and  if  you  don't  budge  out 
of  my  house,  I'll  give  you  a  practical  illustration  of  female  influence!' 
Whereupon  I  picked  up  my  cane,  and  made  tracks ;  determined  to  ex 
press  my  sentiments,  in  regard  to  woman's  love — and  so  I  will.  I  may 
think  differently  when  1  get  over  this  fit ;  but  as  it  is,  I  mean  to  give 
the  whole  petticoat  tribe  a  regular  stirring  up — and  they  might  as  well 
take  it  easy,  as  to  make  up  mouths  about  it. 

Women,  my  hearers,  always  like  to  be  jabbering  over  matters  that 
they  don't  know  anything  about.  They  know  as  much  about  love,  as 
they  do  about  the  Florida  War — and  that's  all  hearsay ;  yet  to  hear 
silly  girls  forever  and  eternally  talking  about  Cupid,  hearts,  darts,  and 
the  tender  passion,  a  body  would  naturally  suppose  that  the  little  love- 
god  had  feathered  his  nest  in  their  pretty  bosoms,  (I  must  call  them 
pretty,)  and  only  went  out  on  venereal  errands,  to  return  at  the  bidding 
of  his  mistresses.  But  I  say,  the  birth,  habitation  and  lodging-place  of 
Cupid  is  in  the  quiet  and  secret  chamber  of  man's  own  heart.  He  is 
only  set  at  liberty,  occasionally,  to  sport  for  an  hour  or  so  among  the 
frail  flowers  of  womanhood,  to  gather  from  each,  like  the  bee,  a  few 
particles  of  honey.  Yes,  my  friends,  man,  alone,  is  the  parent  and  pos 
sessor  of  love.  It  is  a  thing  of  reality  with  him — with  woman  it  is  the 
illegitimate  child  of  fancy.  A  girl  may  feel  happy  in  the  warm  light  of 
a  lover's  smile,  and  show  something  like  affection  for  him ;  but  that 
isn't  love — it  don't  begin  to  be.  She  should  feel  a  sort  of  crawling  all 
over,  like  a  bunch  of  carded  wool  on  a  hot  stove — she  should  feel  as  if 
her  heart-strings  were  made  of  India-rubber,  and  kept  stretching  out — 
she  should  feel  as  if  she  wanted  to  die  for  something,  and  didn't  care 
what — she  should  feel  as  if  she  was  climbing  up  to  smell  of  roses, 
while  thorns  were  tickling  her  under  the  short  ribs — she  should  feel 
sick  at  the  stomach  about  sundown,  when  angels  of  love  are  furling 
their  golden  pinions  behind  the  crimson  curtains  of  the  west,  to  take  a 
comfortable  snoose  on  the  gay  pillows  of  amber — in  short,  for  a  girl  to 
be  in  love,  she  should  feel  pretty  queer  :  I  know  exactly  how  she  should 
feel,  and  yet  I  can't  express  it.  To  give  you  some  idea  of  it,  she  should 
feel  some  how  or  other  as  if  she  kinder  wanted  to,  and  didn't  want  to. 
That's  as  near  as  I  can  get  it.  This  is  the  way  a  man  feels,  when  he 
once  wakes  up  the  sleeping  Duncan  of  his  passions :  yes,  when  his 
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amorous  sympathies  begin  to  effervesce,  the  true  nectar  of  love  per 
vades  his  whole  carcase.  How  is  it  with  woman  ?  She  knows  what 
it  is  to  be  loved,  but  she  hasn't  the  skin  of  an  idea  of  knowing  what  it 
is  to  love.  Not  a  single  seed  of  amorosity  was  ever  implanted  in  her 
soul— if  there  had  been,  it  would  have  rotted  away  in  the  cold  soil  of 
her  affections,  like  a  sweet  potatoe  in  the  swamps  of  Canada.  A  wo 
man  talk  about  love!  If  I  were  compelled  either  to  make  a  meal  of 
woman's  love,  or  board  a  week  with  Dr.  Graham,  I  should  say :  Bring 
on  your  saw-dust— 4  can  endure  almost  anything,  since  1  lived  once  for 
three  weeks  on  one  slice  of  faith,  barely  buttered  with  hope,  and  sprin 
kled  with  sugar-house  molasses — but  to  make  a  dinner  of  woman's  love, 
is  altogether  too  short  allowance  for  a  person  of  my  gastronomic  cor- 
poracity. 

My  dear  brethren — it  is  just  as  plain  as  a  pig-pen,  that  women  have 
not  any  original  and  primitive  love  of  their  own — they  only  reflect  it,  as 
the  planets  do  the  brightness  which  they  receive  from  their  suns  round 
which  tliey  roll ;  the  same  as  we  men  cause  the  fair  sex  who  revolve 
round  us,  to  glisten  in  the  bright  effulgence  of  our  loves.  That's  scien 
tific  proof.  When  giddy  girls  talk  about  beaus,  they  only  want  some 
body  to  flirt  with — when  they  talk  seriously  about  marriage,  they  only 
want  to  become  ladies  of  leisure,  have  fine  clothes,  fine  houses,  fine 
times,  and  nothing  to  do.  They  don't  care  about  some  more  important 
domestic  matters,  as  we  men  do.  They  go  through  the  whole  routine 
of  love  as  if  it  were  a  mechanical  matter  of  form.  Their  kisses  appear 
to  have  been  manufactured,  and  laid  by  for  the  occasion,  till  they  are 
cold  and  inadhesive.  Men's  rise  spontaneously  from  the  heart,  soft, 
warm  and  pliable  ;  and  stick  like  wax. 

Now,  my  male  hearers,  seeing  that  we  possess  all  the  love,  it  is  our 
duty  to  exercise  it  carefully,  judiciously  and  constantly,  and  if  we  can 
heap  up  the  happiness  of  the  women  by  such  exercise,  we  ought  to  do 
it.  Remember  they  will  have  no  misused  love  to  answer  for,  by  and 
by  ;  but  we  may  have — so  let  us  all  try  to  love  wisely,  but  not  too  much 
on  the  high  pressure  system — provide  for  the  glory  of  terrestial  angels, 
and  carry  the  record  of  it  to  those  that  dwell  in  the  celestial  empire.  So 
mote  it  be ! 

17 
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NUMBER    LIU. 

ON    PRESENT   OPPORTUNITIES. 

TEXT.— Quod  adest,  memento 

Componere  aequus.     Caetera  fluminis 
Ritu  fcrunter. — HORACE. 

Improve  the  present  hour,  for  all  beside 
1-  a  mere  feather  on  a  torrent's  tide. 

MY  HEARERS — It  is  quite  warm  to-day,  and  I  shall  enter  quite  warmly 
into  my  cause.  You  cannot  be  otherwise  than  warm-hearted,  as  I  per 
ceive  by  the  number  of  fans  in  operation.  We  must  improve  this  pre 
sent  hour,  for  it  is  not  at  all  certain  that  we  shall  be  allowed  the  privi 
lege  of  making  improvement  hereafter  ;  but  one  thing  is  certain — that  if 
this  opportunity  is  neglected,  it  will  never  occur  again.  Opportunities 
come  in  at  the  door  and  slip  out  at  the  window ;  and  you  might  wish 
and  whistle  from  July  to  eternity,  with  the  hope  of  recalling  them ;  but, 
my  friends,  they  pass  by  in  single  file,  exu  nding  from  the  cradle  to  the 
grave ;  and  if  you  don't  pitch  upon  them  as  they  come  along,  depend 
upon  it,  they  are  out  of  your  clutches  forever.  You  must  depend  upon 
your  own  exertions,  to  improve  the  present  hour — no  one  else  Can  do 
it  for  you.  You  cannot  procure  a  substitute,  as  journeymen  printers  do, 
when  they  want  to  go  on  a  spree.  Were 'I  to  tell  you  that  I  could  act 
as  a  sub.  for  either  of  you  at  the  dinner  table,  in  your  absence,  you 
would  immediately  pronounce  the  idea  preposterous.  I  know  you 
would — because  your  ungratified  appetites  would  tell  you,  that  it  would 
be  difficult  for  a  man  to  fancy  his  hunger  allayed,  as  long  as  'the  sub 
stance  of  things  hoped  for'  remains  untasted.  Don't  place  too  much 
dependence  on  me.  It  is  my  business  to  instruct,  and  yours  to  act. 
Though  I  have  a  life  of  sixty  years  to  account  for,  and  the  gray  hairs 
on  my  head  are  equal  to  the  number  of  my  days,  yet  I  can  recount  the 
past  moments  with  satisfaction.  They  have  been  safely  gathered  into 
the  sack  of  my  memory  ;  and  should  I  empty  them  out  here  before  you, 
I  could  describe  them  all  to  your  satisfaction,  except  a  few  straggling 
minutes,  which  were  foolishly  squandered,  amid  the  dissipations  of 
youth.  The  movements  of  my  hand  have  always  kept  time  with  the 
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beatings  of  my  heart ;  and  it  lias  ever  been  my  desire  to  feed  the  hun 
gry,  clothe  the  naked,  and  administer  comfort  to  the  afflicted.  I  get  up 
early  and  go  to  bed  late — eat  quick  and  talk  slow— preach  moderate 
and  work  lively — sleep  high  and  live  low — look  coarse  but  feel  fine — 
am  blest  with  health,  have  a  clear  conscience,  and  enough  to  eat,  drink 
and  wear,  besides  a  little  change  in  my  pocket — all  because  I  have 
made  a  proper  use  of  my  time  ;  and  if  you,  my  hearers,  will  only  do  the 
same,  happiness,  peace  and  contentment  are  yours  ;  if  not,  you  will  al 
ways  be  miserable  shoats,  though  you  live  till  you  are  gray  as  wood- 
chucks. 

'  Improve  the  present  hour,'  says  my  text — that's  what  I  want  to  coax 
you  to  do,  in  some  shape  or  other  ;  but  don't  improve  it  by  drinking 
punch  or  chewing  tobacco,  as  these  things  have  a  tendency  to  enslave 
the  mind  and  corrupt  the  finer  feelings — and  are  also  offensive  to  the 
ladies.  Be  industrious,  sober  and  moral — cultivate  your  understandings 
as  a  farmer  cultivatoth  the  earth — eradicate  the  weeds  of  vice  with  the 
hoe  of  wisdom,  and  engraft  the  sprouts  of  virtue  on  the  tree  of  know 
ledge.  Idleness  is  a  loafer  clothed  in  rags,  and  whose  breath  savors  of 
rum;  but  the  apparel  of  Industry  is  comely  and  neat.  Never  put  ofl* 
till  to-morrow  what  can  be  done  to-day ;  for  it  may  rain  on  the  morrow, 
and  wet  all  your  brightest  hopes.  It  grieves  me  to  see  so  many  of  our 
young  men  running  headlong  to  destruction.  They  drink,  carouse  and 
gamble  away  their  time  and  money,  as  though  the  future  contained  a 
sub-treasury  for  them  to  dip  into  in  case  of  emergency  ;  but,  alas  !  they 
barter  away  its  keys,  and  are  obliged  to  wander  houseless  vagabonds 
over  a  dreary  waste  of  existence.  Parents  are  responsible  for  their 
moral  defalcations,  for  not  giving  them  a  dose  of  Christianity  when 
young.  Not  long  since,  my  friends,  I  sraw  a  little  child  lying  in  the 
cradle — it  was  the  emblem  of  innocenceujp  its  virgin  purity.  As  it  cast 
up  its  little  blue  eyes  and  smiled,  I  looked  upon  it  as  a  bud  of  promise, 
that  would  one  day  unfold  and  ornament  the  human  family ;  but  sud 
denly  it  began  to  squall,  and  judge  of  my  surprise,  when  the  watchful 
mother  exclaimed :  *  Sally,  tho  baby  cries — give  it  a  cigar  and  a  glass 
of  toddy !'  Here,  now,  was  a  hopeful  candidate  for  Sing  Sing !  better 
by  far,  it  were  cast  off  the  dock,  with  a  mill  stone  about  its  neck,  than 
to  be  trained  up  beneath  such  guidance.  Parents,  be  watchful  of  your 
children,  and  set  them  good  examples.  Improve  the  present  moment, 
for  all  beside  is  but  a  feather  on  the  torrent  of  time.  To-morrow,  like 
the  Dutchman's  geese,  may  come  missing,  or  it  may  find  you  stuck  in 
the  mud,  with  a  load  of  embarassments  upon  your  shoulders.  The  past 
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is  irrevocable — the  present  fleeting,  and  the  future  all  guess  work. 
Avoid  the  society  of  infidels,  and  court  the  favors  of  the  righteous— 
spend  the  Sabbath  in  a  quiet,  orderly  manner— prevent  no  one  from 
worshipping  his  God  after  the  dictates  of  his  own  heart — encourage  the 
news  boys  by  purchasing  Sunday  papers,  -and  try  to  persuade  all  to 
read  them,  that  they  may  be  profitted  thereby.  Finally,  adjust  all  earth 
ly  transactions,  so  that  when  the  lease  of  life  is  about  expiring,  you  can 
look  forward  with  a  confidence  of  becoming  an  everlasting  tenant  of 
that  '•  house  r.ot  make  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens.'  So  mote 
it  be ! 


NUMBER    LIV. 


ON    HOPE. 

TEXT.— When  Murder  bared  her  arm,  and  rampant  War 

Yoked  the  red  dragons  of  his  iron  car ; 
When  Peace  and  Mercy,  banished  from  the  plain, 

Sprang  on  the  viewless  winds  to  heaven  again, 
All,  all  forsook  the  friendless  guilty  mind, 

But  Hope,  the  charmer,  lingered  still  beliiud.— CAMPBELL. 

Mir  DEAR  hearers — There's  no  kind  of  use  in  my  preaching  myself  to 
death,  unless  you  have  a  mind  to  grow  wiser  and  become  better  for  it. 
I'm  obliged  to  put  just  so  much  seasoning  in  my  sermons — for  half  of 
the  moral  soup  that  is  ladled  out  now-a-days,  is  so  very  insipid  that  peo 
ple  wont  even  smell  of  it.  Egad  !  they  fall  asleep  with  their  noses 
stuck  right  in  the  dish.  You  don't  sleep  over  mine — but. I'm  very  sor 
ry  that  some  of  you  will  sit  and  laugh,  and  giggle,  when  you  ought  to 
look  as  grave  as  the  Jack  of  spades.  Why,  you  seem  to  think  I  preach 
just  to  amuse  you,  and  poke  fun  into  serious  matters  ;  but  it's  no  such 
thing.  Whatever  I  say,  contains  a  moral ;  and  if  you  don't  profit  by  it, 
the  fault  is  all  on  your  side,  and  the  misfortune  on  mine.  The  fact  is, 
if  you  don't  make  more  inside  improvement,  I  shall  go  straight  over  to 
Jersey,  and  preach  to  the  heathens.  I'll  see  if  I  can't  raise  a  rumpus 
with  the  devil's  supernumeraries,  somewhere.  Enough  said  on  this 
subject. 
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My  friends—how  do  you  suppose  we  could  possibly  get  along  through 
such  a  cold,  rainy  world  as  this,  unless  we  had  that  charming  creature, 
Hope,  to  smile  upon  us,  cheer  us  up,  and  help  us  out  of  the  mud  of  dis 
appointment  whenever  we  get  stuck  there  ?  Why,  we  couldn't  budge 
an  inch  toward  the  goal  of  happiness — a  little  more  than  like  the  frog 
in  the  well,  we  might  jump  two  feet  every  day,  and  fall  back  three 
every  night.  We  should  always  be  as  sad  as  an  oyster,  and  look  as 
unco  dolofu  round  the  corners  of  the  mouth  as  a  codfish  ;  but,  thanks  to 
kind  Providence,  we  have  the  delightful  companion,  Hope,  by  our  side, 
always.  She  kisses  us  in  the  cradle — promises  to  be  an  affectionate 
mother — and  leads  us  therefrom  over  the  flowery  lawns  of  life,  to  cull 
all  manner  of  posies,  from  the  modest  violet  up  to  the  brazen-faced  sun 
flower.  She  directs  our  footsteps  from  the  poisonous  pools  of  despair, 
and  only  takes  us  occasionally  into  the  shady  vale  of  despondency,  in 
order  that  we  may  see  more  clearly  those  beautiful  castles  she  has 
built  for  us  on  the  summit  of  some  '  heaven-kissing  hill.'  That's  the 
way  with  her — she  never  lets  a  person  stop  to  luxuriate  long  over  a 
banquet  of  pleasure,  before  she  says  ;  Come,  don't  make  a  hog  of  your 
self—let  us  take  a  trip  yonder,  where  the  blue  skies  mingle  with  earth, 
and  enter  that  bower,  which  shades  the  porch  of  heaven.  But,  my 
hearers,  Hope  is  mistaken  here — because,  when  this  delightful  spot  is 
reached,  lo,  and  behold,  another  heaven  opens  to  view,  which  must  also 
be  attained.  This  is  the  greatest  fault  I  find  with  Hope — she  goes  it 
too  strong  on  the  credit  system — always  giving  promissory  notes,  and 
extending  them  ninety  days  at  a  notch  ;  and  the  chances  are  ten  to  one 
she  don't  burst  up  and  leave  a  fellow  bankrupt  in  happiness  !  But  then 
only  think  what  a  faithful  companion  ! — how  tenderly  she  watches  over 
and  sings  lullabies  to  hush  the  fretful  child  of  care  ! — how  kindly  she 
journeys  on  with  man,  through  weal  and  through  woe,  in  his  pilgrimage 
to  the  grave  !  Yes,  she  lends  him  a  staff  when  his  knees  begin  to  tot 
ter  with  age,  and  sits  smiling,  with  her  pinions  folded,  upon  the  tomb 
when  he  lays  him  down  to  die  ;  but  ere  the  vital  spark  has  fled,  she 
spreads  them  to  the  air,  and  takes  a  heavenward  flight,  to  prepare  for 
him  a  mansion  of  peace  in  the  boundless  realms  of  immortality. 

Now,  that's  pretty  considerable  for  a  young  female,  like  Hope,  to  do  ; 
and  it  should  overbalance  all  the  falsehoods  she  ever  told,  and  consign 
to  the  shades  of  don't-recollect-it,  all  the  deceptions  she  has  been  prac 
tising.  The  origin  of  Hope  is  coeval  with  Error.  You  all  remember 
the  time  when  Jove  formed  a  woman  of  clay — animated  her  with  Pro 
methean  fire — and  sent  her  down  to  earth  ?  I  presume  you  do.  Well, 
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when  man  saw  her  descending,  he  ran  and  caught  this  falling  star,  and 
hugged  her  to  his  breast — but  unluckily  he  squeezed  her  so  tight,  that 
the  pandora  box,  which  she  held,  burst  open,  and  out  flew  all  the  evils, 
with  which  we  poor  innocent  lambs  are  now  beset :  but  at  the  bottom 
of  this  very  box,  lay  snugly  curled  up  the  little  cherub,  Hope;  and 
when  she  found  herself  in  the  muss,  she  unfolded  her  tiny  butterfly 
wings,  and  flitted  away  in  tho  airy  footsteps  of  her  suspicious  predeces* 
sors,  to  guard  them  from  too  frequently  molesting  tho  whole  human 
race.  My  text  says,  that  during  the  time  when  Murder  rolled  up  her 
sleeves — when  War  hitched  the  red  oxen  to  his  iron  car— when  Peace 
and  Mercy  ran  home  like  cowards — and  when  all,  everything,  bid 
'bone  jaw,  monshecr,'  to  every  body,  Hope,  the  dear,  little  spunky 
deviless,  still  lingered  behind.  This  shows  exactly  what  sort  of  stuff 
she's  made  of,  and  how  highly  we  ought  to  prize  her ;  for  there  is  no 
mistake  but  she  is  first  rate  company,  and  will  stick  to  the  last  like 
cobbler's  wax. 

My  quiescent  hearers — though  Hope  is  always  at  hand,  let  me  warn 
you  against  hoping  for  too  much  ;  for  it  has  spread  a  pall  of  despair 
over  the  bright  joys  of  many.  You  can't  live  on  hope,  alone,  as  poets 
do — for  the  reason  that  you  are  men,  and  they  are  moonshine,  and  can 
make  a  dinner  on  dog's  moat  and  doggerel ;  but  you  require  good,  sub 
stantial  food — and  if  you  sit  down  and  suck  your  fingers  till  Hope 
brings  it  to  you,  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  you  didn't  get  fat  very  soon, 
You  that  have  children,  don't  pat  them  on  the  head  and  say,  this  is  my 
son,  and  1  expect  to  have  tho  honor  of  seeing  him  President  of  the 
United  States  one  of  these  days — because,  one  of  these  days,  you  may 
have  tho  honor  of  seeing  him  peeping  through  the  grates  of  a  prison. 
Let  me  request  all  to  be  content  with  enough,  and  to  go  to  work  indus 
triously,  honestly  and  rightly  to  obtain  it ;  and  if  you  live  up  to  the  dic 
tates  of  a  rectifying  conscience,  the  angel  Hope  will  soar  aloft  with 
the  list  of  your  virtues,  and  enter  them  upon  the  registry  in  the  courts 
of  the  blest.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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•  ' 
NUMBER   LV. 

ON  LOVE  AND  FLOWERS. 

TEXT.— '  Young  Love  once  in  a  garden  strayed, 

Where  Philomel,  his  star-watch  keeping, 
I  To  the  lady  moon  his  flute  BO  played, 

That  flowers,  oppressed  with  joy,  hung  weeping  ; 
And  fairy  elves,  in  lily  bells, 
Entranced,  forgot  to  weave  their  spells.'— ANON. 

My  HEARERS — All  of  my  discourses,  you  well  know,  have  a  moral,  ra 
ther  than  a  religious  nature  ;  but  in  their  moral,  mind  ye,  a  few  seed* 
of  religion  may  be  picked  out,  just  as  well  as  not ;  and  if  you  don't  do 
it,  it  isn't  my  fault,  no  more  than  I  should  be  to  blame  if  you  were  all 
to  go  to  destruction  with  a  lot  of  my  sermons  in  your  pockets.  Now, 
there  is  a  great  deal  of  religion,  as  well  as  morality,  in  love — it  is  good 
enough  week-day  religion  for  any  one  ;  but  it  must  be  pure,  genuine, 
unadulterated  love — love  for  every  thing  virtuous,  fair  and  beautiful— 
love  for  tho  sex,  love  for  truth,  love  for  honesty,  love  for  one  another, 
and  lastly  but  not  leastly,  love  for  flowers.  [It  has  not  yet  been  deci 
ded  among  politicians,  whether  love  for  hard  cider  is  religion,  or  not.) 
Yes,  my  friends,  you  must  all  love  flowers,  or  you  can't  have  the  ele 
ments  of  true  love  in  your  souls,  If  you  despise  flowers,  you  despise 
me,  and  mock  my  religion.  I  never  knew  a  person,  since  I  shed  my 
swaddlings,  that  looked  upon  ilowers  with  cold  indifference,  but  was 
morose,  soggy,  and  perfectly  destitute  of  love.  All  the  tender  sympa 
thies  forever  ice-bound  in  tho  frigid  zone  of  the  heart,  can  awaken  in 
such  a  wretch,  none  of  those  fine  exquisite  sensibilities  which  animate 
the  lover  of  flowers,  virtue  and  women,  and  render  him  an  ornament 
to  those  paths  in  which  he  is  destined  to  locomote.  Love — the  little 
boy,  Love — the  begotten  of  the  Seraphim  and  the  Cherubim — was  bora 
in  the  midst  of  a  beautiful  garden,  in  dog  days,  arid  beneath  the  um 
brage  of  a  cooling  bower.  The  first  naturalized  kick  he  gave,  was 
upon  a  bed  of  roses,  amid  the  aroma  of  ten  million  different  flowers, 
from  the  scentless  toadstool  of  Down  East,  to  the  sweet  smelling  zinzi- 
ber  of  the  West  Indies,  When  the  infant  god  first  shook  the  dew  from 
his  new-fledged  pinions,  and  tried  them  to  the  balmy  breeze  of  morn, 


1 36  SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

there  was  a  happy  devil  at  work  in  the  garden,  and  no  two  ways.  A 
magnetic  thrill  of  joy,  my  hearers,  caught  the  fingers  of  an  erratic  squash 
vine,  and  shot  over  the  whole  vegetable  with  the  speed  of  liquid  light 
ning.  It  didn't  stop  here — it  continued  on  from  plant  to  plant,  and  from 
shrub  to  shrub,  bursting  buds  in  its  course,  and  adding  new  blossoms  to 
every  stalk.  Philomel — that  pretty  speck  of  melody  blown  out  of  Pa 
radise — came  and  tuned  his  flute  upon  the  hawthorn,  and  poured  such 
enchanting  notes  into  the  listning  ear  of  the  lady-moon,  that  she  blushed 
like  a  boiled  lobster.  The  harebells,  lilies,  roses,  geraniums,  daisies, 
holly-hocks  and  butter  cups,  all  hung  down  their  heads,  and  wept  honied 
tears  of  ecstacy.  The  elves  and  the  fairies  were  spell-bound  at  the 
serenade,  and  forgot  to  come  the  science  over  the  mysteries  of  moon 
light.  Dame  Nature  pulled  up  her  under  linen  a  couple  of  inches,  and 
danced  to  the  merry  beatings  of  her  own  heart,  Philomel's  flute,  and  the 
glad  music  of  the  spheres.  O,  my  friends !  there  was  a  glorious  time 
when  young  Love  first  strayed  in  the  garden — in  the  garden  of  Eden,  I 
mean — because  there  is  where  he  made  his  debut,  and  promised  that 
the  drama  of  life  should  go  oft'  happily — and  so  it  would,  if  the  devil  in 
the  pit  hadn't  kicked  up  a  muss  and  spoilt  the  whole — just  like  the  old 
fool !  But,  my  friends,  we  have  this  glorious  consolation — I  say  glori 
ous  consolation,  because  it  is  a  superbly  glorious  consolation — and  that 
is,  he  hasn't  cheated  us  out  of  all  love.  He  has  only  infused  a  poison 
into  parts  of  it — made  some  of  it  impure.  It  remains  for  you  to  obtain 
that  which  is  untainted  by  the  foul  filth  of  the  world  ;  and  let  me  tell 
you  how  to  do  that  thing.  Just  scrape  a  smelling  acquaintance  with, 
flowers  ;  become  familiar  with  them  ;  court  their  society  often  ;  and  I 
don't  care  if  your  hearts  are  harder  than  Dutch  cheese,  they  will  soon 
begin  to  soften  in  the  warm  liquor  of  friendship,  and  be  ready  for  pickle 
in  the  syrup  of  love.  It  will  take  the  meat-axe  out  of  your  tempers- 
civilize  you,  and  render  you  fit  subjects  for  the  kingdom  of  everlasting 
happiness.  1  tell  you,  my  hearers,  that  you  must  be  on  good  terms 
with  garden  flowers,  or  you  never  can  enjoy  that  pure  love  which  is  the 
foundation  of  all  holiness,  and  binds  members  of  the  human  family  to 
gether  with  rosy  wreaths  of  peace.  If  you  don't  love  flowers,  you  can't 
belong  to  my  church,  and  the  sooner  you  get  out  of  it,  the  better  for  me 
and  the  cause  which  I  have  labored  for  years  to  build  up.  Now,  as  the 
season  is  approaching  when  the  children  of  Flora  put  on  their  gaiest 
attire,  wear  the  brightest  bloom  on  their  cheeks,  and  are  most  worthy 
of  being  beloved,  I  hope  and  pray  that  you  will  occasionally  quit  these 
vice-stained  streets,  take  a  walk  into  the  country,  and  become  morally 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS.  137 

renovated  by  a  friendly  intercourse  with  flowers.  If  you  would  all 
tread  in  my  footsteps,  you  might  find  yourselves,  every  now  and  then, 
in  the  midst  of  a  blooming  paradise,  planted  to  the  eastward  of  the 
northern  extremity  of  Broadway,  called  Hogg's  Garden.  O,  my  friends, 
it  is  a  delightful  spot !  where  flowers  from  all  climes  are  forever  breath 
ing  the  sweetest  of  fragrance,  and  whispering,  in  unknown  tongues,  of 
friendship,  love  and  affection.  I  go  there  frequently,  and  return  with  a 
bosom  full  of  sentiment  and  philanthropic  love,  and  much  better  pre 
pared  for  my  Sunday  duties  than  before.  I  bring  boquettes  to  the  city 
— and  little  children  and  pretty  girls  run  after  me  by  instinct — for  such 
is  the  effect  flowers  have  on  innocence  and  virtue — but  as  I  pass  down 
Wall  street  the  sinful  men  of  the  world  take  no  notice  of  what  I  carry 
in  my  hand,  knowing  that  the  buds  are  not  silver,  nor  the  blossoms  gold. 
Such  is  the  non-eflect  they  have  on  vice.  These  men  will  go  to  tor 
ment,  because  they  don't  like  flowers — but  I  beg  of  you,  my  friends,  to 
go  out  to  that  garden  occasionally,  wives,  sweethearts  and  all,  and  have 
your  minds  purified,  your  fierce  dispositions  mollified,  the  virtue  of 
flowers  testified,  by  having  your  morals  rectified,  and  the  truth  of  my 
doctrine  exemplified.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    LVI. 

ON   FREEDOM. 

TMT. — Hero  shines  the  sun  of  Freedom 

Forever  o'er  the  deep, 
Where  Freedom's  heroes  by  the  shore 

In  peaceful  glory  sleep  ; 
And  deeds  of  proud  and  high  emprize 

In  every  breeze  are  told, 
,  ..    .  The  everlasting  tribute 

To  hearts  that  now  are  cold. — Mas.  ELLET. 

My  HEARERS — You  have  vegetated  so  rapidly,  and  have  grown  up  so 
rank  beneath  the  genial  sun  of  Freedom,  that  you  don't  like  to  bend  in 
submission  to  the  gale,  nor  allow  a  storm  to  pass  by  without  grumbling, 
fretting  and  scolding  about  it.  You  seem  to  think  that  because  you  are 
born  into  the  world  without  fetters,  Providence,  chance  or  fortune  has 
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no  business  to  throw  a  straw  in  your  way,  even  if  you  are  tophet-bent 
on  rascality.  If  you  had  never  known  what  freedom  was,  you  would 
have  been  contented  ;  but  now  you  wouldn't  be  satisfied  if  you  were 
let  loose  in  the  boundless  paradise  of  heaven,  and  had  full  permission 
to  pluck,  plunder,  appropriate  and  destroy.  No — you  would  then  com 
plain,  because  the  rose  bore  thorns,  peaches  had  stones  and  apples  con 
tained  cores.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  filling  the  bottomless  pit  of 
man's  unhallowed  desires.  The  more  you  have,  the  more  you  want, 
and  the  more  you  want,  the  less  you  think  you  have.  You  needn't 
think,  my  friends,  that,  because  you  dwell  in  a  land  of  freedom,  you 
can  violate  the  beautiful  Goddess  of  Liberty,  and  rob  her  of  all  her  vir 
gin  charms  with  impunity ;  for  the  cowskin  of  the  law  is  sometimes 
applied  to  the  back  of  villainy,  and  it  is  apt  to  smart  a  few,  unless  pro 
tected  by  an  armor  of  silver  or  gold.  You,  my  democratic  republican 
hearers,  are  for  the  most  part  poor,  and,  therefore,  ought  to  be  careful 
how  you  cut  shindies  under  the  broad  sword  of  (I  wish  I  could  say  im 
partial)  justice,  that  hangs  over  your  heads  by  a  single  hair.  If  you 
only  had  a  superfluity  of  lucre,  you  might  go  your  lengths  at  sprecing 
it:  kick  up  your  heels — upset  all  the  dishes  on  the  table  of  our  repub 
lic,  and  hold  a  glorious  jolification  at  the  expense  of  Uncle  Sam.  Now, 
situated  as  you  are,  in  moderate  circumstances,  and  within  limited 
means,  you  ought  to  cut  your  cloth  of  pride  accordingly,  and  not  swell 
out  so  as  to  snap  your  purse  strings  and  be  done  up  forever.  1  don't 
like  to  see  a  person,  of  more  ostentation  than  money  or  brains,  take  a 
stand  in  the  broad  field  of  independence,  put  his  arms  akimbo,  and  hit 
all  sides  of  creation  with  his  elbows  in  trying  to  turn  round.  It  looks 
to  me  just  as  though  he  not  only  meant  to  enjoy,  but  to  monopolize  and 
desecrate  that  sacred  liberty  which  our  American  fathers  tugged,  toiled 
sweat,  fought,  bled  and  died  to  obtain  for  us  all.  Yes,  they  died  for  us 
— they  immolated  themselves  upon  their  country's  altar — they  suffered 
matyrdom  for  the  holy  cause  of  Freedom — they  threw  their  bodies  on 
the  funeral  pyre  of  Oppression,  gave  back  their  spirits  into  the  hands 
of  the  Omnipotent,  deposited  their  names  and  their  virtues  in  the  hearts 
of  their  countrymen,  and  scattered  their  ashes  upon  a  free  and  indepen 
dent  soil.  The  American  temple  of  liberty,  my  friends,  is  built  upon 
the  bones  of  i»s  founders — the  very  dust  we  tread  upon  contains  parti 
cles  of  glory  and  renown — and  the  waves  of  the  ocean  have  rolled  out 
the  bones  of  its  valiant  dead  to  bleach  upon  republican  sand.  Every 
breeze  has  a  tongue  to  speak  of  the  illustrious  deeds  accomplished  by 
departed  heroes  :  little  brooks  babble  the  name  of  Freedom  in  exstacies, 
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and  the  mighty  cataract  thunders  forth  the  eloquence,  majesty  and  might 
of  her  children.  On  Mount  Vernon,  where  great  Washington  reposes 
in  the  lap  of  death  and  in  the  bosom  of  his  family,  eternal  peace  and 
quietness  prevail.  There  the  willow  bends,  emblematical  of  a  nation's 
sorrow — there  tributes  are  left  as  evidences  of  a  nation's  respect — there 
flowers  bloom  as  tokens  of  heavenly  favor— and  there  the  laurel  rears 
its  evergreen  leaves,  symbolical  of  his  own  wide  spread  fame  and  tran- 
scendant  worth.  O,  my  friends !  he  was  a  person  whose  like  we  ne 
ver  shall  behold  again !  It  is  surprising  how  so  noble  a  fabric  could 
ever  have  been  manufactured  out  of  common  material !  It  were  an 
insult  to  call  him  mortal,  and  profanity  to  look  upon  him  as  divine. 
Now,  since  he  has  dissolved,  his  spirit  inhabits  two  worlds — one  above, 
where  everlasting  freedom  is,  and  ours  here  below,  where  he  planted  the 
young  shrub  of  Liberty,  and  lived  to  see  millions  repose  beneath  its 
sheltering  branches.  There  was  more  virtue  in  an  ounce  of  his  clay, 
than  in  the  whole  mass  of  all  distinguished  heroes,  warriors  and  states 
men,  that  ever  lived  from  the  creation  of  the  world  up  to  the  present 
time— including  General  Jackson  with  the  rest. 

My  hearers — you  live  where  the  sun  of  Freedom  shines  down  upon 
an  unmortgaged  soil,  and  beneath  its  productive  rays  start  up  the  shoots 
of  prosperity,  happiness  and  abundance  ;  and  still  I  don't  believe  you 
are  satisfied :  you  want  to  enjoy  more  liberty  still.  You  are  allowed  to 
get  into  a  sugar  cask,  there  gorge  till  you  make  yourself  sick,  and  then 
complain  that  all  the  luxuries  of  this  world  are  not  fit  to  lay  before  a 
hungry  dog.  You  mustn't  suppose,  either,  that  in  a  land  of  liberty,  you 
have  a  right  to  knock  a  man  down  in  the  street ;  because  that  is  partial 
liberty — you  take  it  all  to  yourself  and  allow  none  for  others.  I  advise 
you  to  think  over  these  things  between  now  and  next  Sunday,  and  act 
upon  them.  If  you  only  grow  a  little  wiser  and  better  each  week,  I 
think  I  can  make  you  become  respectable  by  the  time  that  I  am  called 
upon  to  cease  my  laliors  here,  and  pack  up  my  duds  of  mortality  for  a 
journey  hoyond  tho  gruvo.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    LVII. 


ON  THE  HABITABLE  WORLD— ITS  FOLLIES. 

TEXT. — All  we  see,  above— around— 
Is  but  built  on  fairy  ground  ; 
All  we  trust  is  empty  shade, 
To  deceive  our  reason  made* 
Tell  me  not  of  paradise, 
Or  the  beams  of  houri's  eyes  ! 
Who  the  truth  of  tales  can  tell 
Cunning  priests  invent  so  well  ? 
He  who  leaves  this  mortal  shore, 
Quits  it  to  return  no  more. 
In  vast  life's  unbounded  tide 

They  alone  content  may  gain, 

Who  can  good  from  ill  divide,  .  

Or  in  ignorance  abide — 

All  between  is  restless  pain. 
Before  thy  prescience,  Power  Divine, 
What  is  this  idle  sense  of  mine  ? 
What  all  the  learning  of  the  schools— 
What  sages,  priests  and  pedants  ? — fools  ! 
The  world  is  thine  !     From  thee  it  rose- 
By  thee  it  ebbs — by  thee  it  Hows. 
Hi  nee,  worldly  lore  !  by  whom  is  wisdom  shown ! 
The  Eternal  knows — knows  all — and  he  alone ! 

BELOVED  hearers — This  world,  as  has  been  said,  is  all  a  fleeting  showr 
-—it  is  nothing  more  than  a  flimsy  bubble,  floating  about  on  the  great 
ocean  of  Time,  which  will  soon  burst  up,  or  be  sucked  into  the  vortex 
of  Eternity.  All  its  rainbow  tints  of  fancy  must  fade  away  as  the  night 
of  nonentity  approaches — all  its  beauties  shall  be  wrapt  in  the  pall 
of  darkness,  and  only  a  faint  gleam  of  sunshine  left  to  gild  the  horizon 
of  man's  hopes.  All  we  put  our  trust  in  is  an  empty  shade — made  to 
obfuscate  the  brain,  deceive  the  reason,  and  lead  us  into  the  labaryn- 
thine  paths  of  trouble  and  disappointment.  Man,  himself,  while  an  in 
habitant  of  this  crustaceous  ball  is  only  the  shadow  of  what  he  will  be 
by  and  by  ;  he  is  nothing  at  all — and  the  whole  world  is  nothing. 
Don't  talk  to  me  about  paradise.  There  is  no  earthly  paradise,  my 
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friends,  half  as  lasting  as  the  ephemeral  glory  of  a  gin-sling.  Even 
Hoboken — the  loveliest  garden  planted  by  the  joint  efforts  of  man  and 
Nature — bears  no  perennial  bloom.  It  wears  the  robe  of  beauty  for 
only  a  short  season,  and  then  yields  up  all  its  charms  to  the  rude  blasts 
of  autumn  and  winter,  presenting  a  more  forbidding  aspect  than  many 
other  less  generally  attractive  spots  ;  the  same  as  the  prettiest  young 
girls  are  apt  to  make  the  ugliest  old  women.  As  evanescent  as  are  the 
charms  of  Hoboken,  it  is  a  beautiful  oasis  adjoining  the  barren  circle  of 
us  poor  pent-up  Gothamites.  We  behold  it  across  the  river  with  the 
same  delight  as  does  a  life-wearied  mortal  the  land  of  the  blest  across 
the  turbid  waves  of  death — or  as  did  the  Jews  behold  fair  Canaan  upon 
the  banks  of  the  flowing  Jordan. 

Sweet  fields  on  Jordan's  blooming  strands 

Lay  dressed  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  us  all  Hoboken  stands, 

While  Hudson  rolls  between. 

My  hearers — I  must  skip  that  part  of  my  text  which  speaks  of  the 
beams  of  houri's  eyes,  and  of  the  tales  that  cunning  priests  invent,  as 
they  are  subjects  beyond  the  control  of  my  explatterating  powers  ;  but 
I  will  toll  you  some  news — which  is,  that  whoever  quits  this  mortal 
shore,  and  embarks  for  another  world  on  board  the  good  ship  Immor 
tality,  quits  it  to  return  no  more.  Ah !  my  friends,  there  is  no  come 
back  with  him,  because  passengers  are  taken  but  one  way ;  and  I  doubt 
whether  he  would  ever  desire  to  return,  unless  politics  happened  to 
rage  high  there  :  and  then  he  would  be  better  off  here.  When  a  bro 
ther  mortal  closes  the  dim  eye  on  a  bed  of  sickness,  lays  his  cold  digits 
in  your  palm,  and  faintly  breathes  farewell !  you  know  it  is  his  final 
adieu,  and  the  last  time  that  solemn  word  shall  escape  his  lips.  It  isn't 
one  of  your  humbug  Madame  Celeste's  farewells,  signifying  nothing, 
but  one  which  sincerely  implies,  good  bye,  forever  ! 

Don't  weep,  my  friends,  over  the  decaying  dust  of  mortality,  nor  drop 
a  tear  upon  the  old  hat  of  a  departed  friend  ;  for  tears  canuqt  embalm 
-the  spirit  in  its  carnal,  crumbling  sarcophagus,  nor  recal  the  dead  to  the 
living ;  but  let  the  optical  brine  flow  in  such  channels  only,  as  may  lead 
to  possible  moral  results.  For  instance,  husbands !  weep  over  the 
follies  and  extravagancies  of  your  wives  ;  wives  !  shed  tears  of  solici 
tous  anxiety  over  the  dissipations  and  vices  of  your  husbands.  These 
may  effect  something ;  but  when  the  contents  of  life's  cup  have  been 
once  spilt  upon  the  ground,  they  soak  in,  and  appear  again  only  at  the 
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eternal  fountain  of  heaven,  while  crying  on  the  subject  is  all  in  my  eye, 
as  common  folks  say.  But  the  next  thing  is,  how  are  we  to  be  happy 
and  contented  while  we  stay  here  ?  This  is  easily  solved  by  the  single 
rule  of  common  gumption.  Multiply  virtuous  actions,  divide  good  from 
evil,  and  subtract  lots  of  vices  :  the  quotient  will  be  the  answer — con 
tentment — and  the  remainder,  if  any,  a  small  overplus  of  happiness,  to 
be  used  as  occasion  may  require.  You  must  learn  to  separate  the  tares 
from  the  wheat,  or  else  be  prepared  to  continue  in  restless  pain  ;  for 
recollect  that  while  you  are  picking  berries  of  comfort  in  the  world's 
wild  wilderness,  if  you  don't  know  the  wholesome  from  the  poisonous, 
you  will  be  occasionally  afllicted  with  a  bowel  complaint,  and  no  such 
thing  as  case  or  serenity  can  soothe  the  troubled  waters  of  the  soul. 
While  you  remain  in  blessed  ignorance,  however,  you  can  commit  a 
thousand  petty  sins  without  feeling  the  spurs  of  a  guilty  conscience; 
but,  my  dear  friends,  so  long  as  yon  eat  the  apples  of  good  and  evil, 
gathered  from  the  tree  of  knowledge,  then,  just  so  long  will  you  be  sub 
ject  to  a  constitutional  ailment  of  spirit. 

My  dear  hearers — you  arc  all  fools,  and  I'm  another,  compared  with 
that  Almighty  Power  Divine,  whose  wisdom,  knowledge,  love  and  good 
ness  inflate*  tlie  stupendous  baloon  of  creation — who  has  fastened  the 
corners  of  heaven's  blue  curtain  to  the  opposite  poles  of  the  earth,  and 
lit  up  the  great  temple  of  the  universe  by  a  splendid  solar  chandalier, 
around  which  millions  of  celestial  tapers  forever  revolve — whose  home 
is  everywhere,  and  nowhere  in  particular — who  waves  his  fiery  ban 
ners  amid  the  thimderings  of  elemental  battles,  causing  old  Ocean  to 
roar  like  a  lion,  and  lash  his  tail  with  fear  and  fury  :  in  whose  calen 
dar,  years  are  marked  down  as  moments,  and  centuries  as  suns :  whose 
memorandum  book  is  everlasting  space,  upon  which  are  recorded  all 
the  events  that  have  ever  been  conceived  in  the  matrix  of  time  since  the 
opening  of  creation.  Now  what  is  this  earth,  and  what  are  we,  com 
pared  with  the  great  Omnipotent  ?  We  arc  nothing  but  mere  skippers 
crawling  over  a  bit  of  mouldy  cheese.  We  don't  know  anything,  with 
all  our  learning.  Queen  Victoria,  Daniel  Webster,  General  Jackson  and 
Van  Buren  ure  all  fools,  only  they  don't  know  it — if  they  did,  they 
would  know  something,  at  least.  What  is  man  ? — an  insignificant  in 
sect!  to-day  sporting  in  the  sunshine  of  pleasure — to-morrow  trod  upon 
and  crushed  by  the  foot  of  Fate,  leaving  not  a  grease  spot  behind  to  tell 
that  such  a  creature  ever  existed.  Let  us  think  of  these  things  for  a 
week,  and  see  if  it  may  not  produce  something  like  a  spirit  of  humble 
ness  in  the  hearts  of  us  all.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER  LVIII. 

ON  THE  INCREASE  OF  NOMINAL  SAINTS. 

TEXT.— Truth  is,  our  land  with  saints  is  so  run  o'er, 
And  every  age  produces  such  a  store, 
That  now  there's  need  of  two  New  Englands  more. — PRYDIW. 

Mv  HEARERS — I  feel  a  little  skittish  about  diving  into  this  ticklish  sub 
ject  very  hastily.  It's  a  subject,  however,  that  requires  a  great  deal  of 
candor ;  and  I  fancy  that  I  have  as  good  a  specimen  of  that  article 
about  me,  as  can  be  purchased  at  any  of  the  apothecaries.  If  you  set 
me  down  as  too  much  of  a  libcralist,  why,  I  shall  consider  myself  com 
plimented  as  being  a  liberal  man  ;  but  the  truth  is,  our  land  is  not  over 
run  with  saints  any  more  than  it  is  with  mad  dogs — for  genuine  saints 
are  a  blessing  to  the  country,  and  there  can't  be  too  many  of  them ;  but 
it  is  actually  overrun  by  that  sort  of  vermin  who  pretend  to  be  saints, 
but  haven't  so  much  real  piety  in  their  hearts  as  may  be  found  in  a  co 
mic  almanac.  Our  true  saints  are  the  real  mint-drops — the  hard  cur 
rency  of  the  country  ;  but  your  pretending  hypocrites  are  nothing  but  a 
lot  of  counterfeit  bills  and  broken  bank  notes — not  worth  a  tinker's  dog. 
They  are  a  dead  shave,  and  may  be  easily  detected  when  held  up  to 
the  light  of  truth.  I  grieve  to  say  that,  in  these  degenerate  days,  reli 
gion  is  frequently  but  an  empty  show — a  respectable  sound — a  matter 
of  form — a  shield  for  the  robber — a  cloak  for  the  vicious — an  aid  to  the 
acquirement  of  filthy  lucre.  Such  as  take  advantage  of  it  for  any  of 
these  purposes,  will  be  the  first  to  condemn  me  for  uttering  this  senti 
ment — but  to  them  I  say  :  Come  on !  ye  minions  of  Pluto,  surrounded 
by  Tartarean  darkness— come  on  !  I  defy  ye !  Ye  dare  not  quit  your 
midnight  cells  to  stand  before  the  light  of  heart-searching  investigation ! 
The  microscope  of  discrimination,  however  great  its  virtue-magnifying 
powers,  cannot  discover  in  some  of  these  white-washed  sepulchres  the 
least  particle  of  purity.  My  friends,  don't  you  accuse  me  of  committing 
assault  and  battery  on  true  religion  ;  for  I'm  only  applying  the  rawiiide 
to  the  backs  of  those  who  enter  not  in  at  the  strait  gate,  but  climb  up 
some  other  way,  to  trespass  upon  its  sanctity.  The  right  kind  of  reli 
gion  is  made  up  of  piety  and  morality  ;  and  if  the  latter  is  composed  of 
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proper  ingredients,  it  will  bear  fruit  by  cart  loads.  Here  are  the  moral 
stairs  that  lead  up  to  the  chambers  of  happiness  :  first  you  must  step 
from  meekness  to  patience — from  patience  to  forbearance — from  for 
bearance  to  brotherly  kindness — from  brotherly  kindness  to  mercy — 
from  mercy  to  charity — from  charity  to  holiness — and  this  fetches  you 
to  the  top.  You  must  take  a  small  jug  of  faith  along  with  you,  to  keep 
up  the  spirits  ;  for  you  might  as  well  undertake  to  catch  musquetocs  in 
a  pigeon  net,  as  to  think  of  getting  up  the  hill  of  righteousness  without 
taking  a  drop  of  faith  every  now  and  then.  It  is  said  that  charity  co- 
vereth  a  multitude  of  sins.  It  frequently  does — but  sometimes  the  man 
tle  of  charity  is  so  ragged,  that  you  can  see  the  corners  of  sin  sticking 
out  in  every  direction.  It  is  also  said,  that  charity  should  begin  at 
home  :  it  should  so— but  then  it's  very  apt  to  stay  there.  If  it  gets  be 
yond  one's  stomach,  now-a-days,  I  think  it  does  pretty  well. 

My  hearers — New  England  is  the  place,  after  all,  for  puritanical 
piety,  pretty  girls,  pumpkin  pies,  pure  and  undefded  religion,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing.  (I  doubt  whether  there  would  be  any  religion  at  all,  if 
there  were  no  women.)  No  wonder  Dry  den  thought  there  should  bo 
two  New  Englands  more  when  he  saw  how  much  hypocrisy  there  was 
in  the  world.  What  would  he  think  now,  if  he  was  alive  ?  But  New 
England,  at  the  present  day,  isn't  what  it  was  when  my  father  was  a 
boy.  Then  it  was  the  home  of  uprightness — the  people  were  all  as 
honest  as  the  cooper's  cow — independent  as  a  hog  on  ice — sober  as 
judges — and  moral  as  a  quantity  of  psalm  books.  Then  the  sturdy  and 
steady  sons  of  the  yoemanry  had  not  turned  pedlars  ;  for  they  had  not 
discovered  the  receipts  for  making  wooden  nutmegs,  bas-wood  hams, 
natural  curiosities,  glue  and  leather  mummies,  wooden  clocks  warranted 
not  to  keep  time,  &c.,  &c.  Oh,  there  is  a  vast  falling  off  here,  as  well 
as  elsewhere  !  I  shall  have  to  apply  more  steam  to  my  moral  engine, 
and  employ  one  or  two  jours  to  aid  me  in  renovating  the  world.  I  find 
there  is  much  to  be  done— and  I  feel  encouraged  to  go  ahead,  from  the 
improvement  already  made  in  my  little  flock.  I  have  the  satisfaction 
of  beholding  new  faces  every  Sunday — and  I  hope  I  have  furnished 
many  with  new  understandings.  My  friends — fall  into  the  ranks,  fol 
low  me,  mind  the  music  and  keep  step — and  we'll  all  march  through 
life  without  even  stubbing  our  toes.  So  moie  it  be ! 
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NUMBER  LIX. 

ON  VIRTUE. 
TEXT.— Ho  lives  in  fame  who  dies  in  virtue's  cauic.— SHAKSPEARK. 

MY  FRIENDS — If  you  were  to  ask  me  my  opinion  as  to  whether  all  man 
kind  are  equally  possessed  of  the  germs  of  virtue,  I  should  tell  you  that 
I  believe  its  seeds  are  implanted  in  every  human  heart ;  but  that,  with 
some,  they  are  allowed  to  rot  in  a  cold  uncongenial  soil — with  others, 
the  weeds  of  vice  are  permitted  to  overshadow  and  choak  them  in  the 
blade — while  others  spring  up  and  flourish  under  proper  cultivation,  and 
bring  forth  fruit,  some  sixty,  some  seventy,  arid  some  an  hundred  fold. 
Since  we  reap  the  harvest  of  virtue  in  the  autumn  of  lifo,  and  as  its 
abundance  depends  upon  its  cultivation  in  the  spring  time  and  summer 
of  our  existence,  I  feel  it  to  be  my  imperative  duty  to  beat  into  my 
young  auditors  with  the  beetle  of  persuasion,  a  sense  of  cultivating  vir 
tuous  inclinations,  while  the  soil  of  the  heart  is  rendered  productive  by 
the  genial  showers  of  life's  gentle  spring.  O,  you  young  candidates 
for  perdition !  how  many  have  I  seen  of  you  running  bare-headed  and 
bare-ended  in  the  storms  of  iniquitous  folly,  with  your  lips  all  besmut- 
tcd  with  the  filth  of  blasphemy,  knowing  no  father  but  him  you  call 
1  dad/  and  caring  as  little  for  him,  as  you  do  for  the  Maker  of  the  man 
in  the  moon!  O,  you  juvenile  clippings  of  total  depravity!  how  much 
longer  must  I  have  the  mortification  of  seeing  you  dance  with  your  na 
ked  feet  upon  the  prickly  beds  of  vice,  when  you  might  just  as  well 
enter  upon  the  flowery  lawns  of  virtue,  and  surfeit  upon  the  sweets  of 
happiness  !  And  you  older  fry,  who  have  been  spawned  in  the  mud  of 
corruption  :  you  second-hand  loafers — upon  whose  backs  the  scales  of 
iniquity  are  like  tiles  upon  a  Dutchman's  roof!  I  warn  you  to  forsake 
your  midnight  alleys  of  lewdness — your  evening  debaucheries — your 
daylight  transgressions,  or  your  latter  days  will  be  clouded  with  woe, 
and  the  thunder  and  lightning  of  retribution  will  frighten  peace  and 
comfort  from  your  domicils,  leaving  them  unto  you  as  desolate  and 
dreary  as  the  lower  coal  hole  of  Pulto.  Yes,  and  you  still  older  ras 
cals  !  you,  whose  heads  have  become  whitened  by  the  premature  frosts 
of  sin — whose  barren  polls  shine  like  greasy  goards  by  candlelight — 
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whose  steps  totter  upon  the  very  brink  of  eternity  !  I  must  give  you  an 
admonishing  punch  under  the  ribs,  and  bid  you  beware  lest  your  names 
be  destined  to  rot  in  the  stagnant  pool  of  oblivion,  when  you  shall  have 
been  gathered  into  the  mouldering  sepulchre,  and  the  worms  hold  a 
banquet  in  the  deserted  temple  of  the  soul.  Yea,  old  men  ;  I  bid  you 
beware  !  for  your  journey  is  nearly  ended  ;  you  can  see  life's  final  goal 
without  the  aid  of  spectacles  ;  and  O,  be  prepared,  while  you  may,  to 
die  in  virtue's  cause,  that  you  may  then  live  in  fame  through  six  or  eight 
thicknesses  of  posterity  ! 

My  friends  !  virtue,  like  a  cucumber  vine,  puts  forth  a  great  many 
false  blossoms  that  flourish  for  a  time,  and  then  drop  to  earth,  yielding 
no  fruit  whatever,  and  having  no  other  claim  to  merit,  than  as  mere  use 
less  ornaments  in  the  moral  vineyard.  Yonder,  my  friends,  goes  a 
pretty  female  poscy.  She  was  all  purity  in  the  bud,  and  the  petals  of 
genuine  virtue  were  enfolded  in  the  calyx  of  her  heart ;  but  when  she 
suddenly  expanded  in  the  hot-bed  of  fashionable  society,  her  germ  be 
came  poisoned  by  its  eilluvia — and  what  is  she  now  ?  Nothing  but  one 
of  those  false  blossoms  of  virtue,  whose  only  fragrance  is  a  sprinkling 
of  cologne,  and  that  is  wasted  upon  the  midnight  air.  Don't  endeavor 
to  pluck  that  attractive  flower,  my  young  friends,  without  the  gloves  of 
prudence  ;  for  her  stem  is  surrounded  by  thorns  that  protrude  in  all  di 
rections,  threatening  woe  to  the  rash  youth  whose  infatuation  leads  him 
to  grasp  hastily  at  so  deceitful  and  dangerous  an  object.  Let  her  go  it 
on  the  Canal  street  plan  till  she  bursts  life's  corsets,  and  falls  to  pieces 
in  the  cold  embrace  of  death!  Ah!  she  is  as  fragile  as  she  is  deceit 
ful  and  fair !  A  few  more  years,  and  the  wings  of  Time  shall  brush 
every  particle  of  rouge  from  her  cheeks — a  few  more  years,  and  the 
sparks  that  now  glisten  in  her  eyes  shall  be  dimmed  in  their  sockets— 
a  few  more  years,  and  the  tears  of  repentance  will  have  worn  deep  gut 
ters  to  her  chin  ;  every  trace  of  former  beauty  will  be  obliterated  ;  and 
she  will  be  borne  to  the  tomb,  resembling  in  appearance  a  corn  cob  wrapt 
in  a  half  sheet  of  foolscap.  There  Memory  shall  sit  and  pick  her  teeth 
with  cold  unconcern — there,  no  stone  shall  be  reared  to  tell  who  sleeps 
below — no  willow  shall  bend,  no  cypress  shall  wave,  and  no  traveler 
shall  pause  for  a  moment  to  meditate  in  sympathy  over  the  sacredness 
of  the  dust  upon  which  he  treads. 

O,  my  dear  friends  !  I  would  have  you  espouse  the  cause  of  Virtue 
if  you  wish  to  live  in  peace,  die  in  glory,  and  have  your  names  carved 
upon  the  very  highest  pinnacle  of  fame.  She  is  a  lovely  maiden  who 
scatters  evergreen  wreaths  along  the  graveled  walks  of  Paradise — 
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guards  its  gates  from  the  intrusion  of  sorrow  and  remorse,  and  sprinkles 
every  drooping  bud  of  Hope  with  the  refreshing  waters  of  heavenly 
love.  Born  of  the  angels  and  adopted  by  the  wise  and  the  good,  she 
is  entitled  to  your  regard  and  protection :  and,  I  ask,  would  you  stand 
idly  by,  and  see  her  violated  by  that  bull  headed  monster,  Vice  ?  No, 
I  know  you  would  fly  to  her  aid — tight  for  her  sake — and,  if  necessary, 
die  in  her  cause — that  you  might  then  live  in  everlasting  fame,  and  have 
your  ashes  safely  deposited  in  the  urn  of  remembrance  till  it  shall  be 
dashed  to  pieces  by  the  last  convulsive  throe  of  expiring  Time.  So 
mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    LX. 

ON  A  KNOWLEDGE  OF  RIGHT  AND  WRONG. 

TEXT.—  If  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart 

That  in  the  right  to  stay ; 
If  I  am  wrong,  O  teach  my  heart 
To  find  that  better  way. 

Let  not  this  weak  and  erring  hand 
Presume  thy  bolt*  to  throw, 

And  deal  damnation  round  the  land 
On  each  I  judge  thy  foe. — POPE. 

i 

MY  HEARERS — There  is  always  a  right  and  wrong  to  everything— a 
right  way  and  a  wrong  way — a  right  side  and  a  wrong  side.  Now,  as 
I  have  been  before  you  better  than  a  year  and  a  half,  you  ought  to  know 
whether  I  have  been,  generally,  in  the  right  or  wrong.  I  mean  to  be 
at  all  times,  like  a  box  of  glass,  right  side  up  with  care,  and  just  as  dis 
creet  in  the  dissemination  of  my  penny  principles,  as  a  sense  of  candor 
and  alow  state  of  pocket  pecuniarics  will  permit.  I  never  dig  through 
the  sacred  dust  of  a  church-yard,  and  disturb  the  bones  of  friends  and 
relatives  for  the  sake  of  arriving  at  the  welling  waters  of  truth ;  neither 
do  I  launch  my  little  moral  shallop  upon  the  waves  of  passion,  to  be 
borne  away  by  the  tide,  and  left  high  and  dry  upon  the  obstinate  rocks 
of  error  ;  but  I  paddle  straight  along,  cooly,  calmly  and  philosophically. 
When  I  am  right,  I  only  want  to  bo  assured  of  it,  and  I  either  cast  an 
chor  and  stay  there,  or  push  ahead  the  mightier  :  but  when  I  am  wrong, 
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just  convince  me  of  it,  and  I  will  back  out  like  a  bear  from  the  briars. 
I  don't  wish  to  be  either  catagorical,  dogmatical  nor  jackassical ;  but  I 
tell  you,  my  friends,  that  my  heart  is  just  as  transparent  as  a  junk  of 
Rockland  ice  ;  and  if  you  can  discover  any  specs  of  error  in  it,  it  is 
your  duty  to  point  them  out,  and  mine  to  eradicate  them.  I  am  open 
for  inspection  from  6  A.  M.  till  bed  time,  and  subject  to  such  improve 
ments,  amcndations  and  alterations,  as  you  in  your  wisdom  may  sug 
gest.  But  it  is  my  business  to  administer  the  pills  of  advice  to  you. 

My  dear  friends !  you  should  never  smite  you  fallible  bosoms  and 
say :  Before  heaven  and  my  great-grandmother,  I  am  certain  that  I  am 
right,  when  you  know  that  you  are  wrong.  To  say  this,  you  certainly 
must  have  cast-iron  consciences,  and  as  little  regard  for  truth  and 
frankness,  as  a  hog  has  for  holiness.  Neither  should  you  ever  even 
presume  to  be  right,  as  long  as  there  is  a  possiblity  of  your  being  wrong ; 
because  there  is  no  knowing  but  in  the  next  moment  you  may  receive  a 
knock  down  argument  from  the  bludgeon  of  conviction,  that  shall  lay 
prostrate  all  your  arrogant  assumptions,  and  make  you  feel  as  flat  as  the 
flattest  note  of  an  E  bugle.  You  should  be  humble  and  yielding — as 
pliable  as  a  lump  of  butter  in  the  hands  of  the  dairy  maid.  Humility  is 
a  lovely  damsel,  notwithstanding  she  comes  barefooted  from  heaven  to 
soften  the  most  obstinate  calcinations  of  the  human  heart ;  and  you 
ought  to  court  her  for  the  sake  of  her  intrinsic  virtues,  without  paying 
the  least  attention  to  her  home-spun  frock  and  pasteboard  bonnet.  Mere 
ly  hope  that  you  are  right  in  your  conclusions  on  matters  and  things, 
arid  when  you  are  once  faithfully  and  honestly  assured  of  the  fact,  pray 
that  you  may  ever  remain  thus,  firm  as  the  everlasting  pillars  of  the  uni 
verse  ;  but  when  convinced  that  you  are  wrong,  turn  ye,  turn  ye,  and 
pioneer  your  way  through  the  wide  wilderness  of  research,  till  you  ar 
rive  at  that  beautiful  oasis  where  the  flowers  of  truth  are  forever  blos 
soming,  and  no  snakes  lie  in  the  grass  to  bite  the  elongated  heel  of 
error, 

My  dear  friends  !  there  is  one  crying  sin  in  this  community  which 
worries  my  soul,  and  leads  me,  sometimes,  to  doubt  whether  man  is  any 
thing  more  than  a  brute,  indulging  in,  and  giving  vent  to,  those  revenge 
ful  passions  which  ought  never  to  characterize  a  creature  of  reason,  in 
tellect  and  capacity.  It  is  this  :  you  are  too  apt  to  never  forgive  an  in 
jury,  nor  to  apologize  when  you  have  dragged  the  harrow  of  insult  over 
the  tender  sensibilities  of  a  brother  in  blood,  and  uprooted  every  sprout 
of  peace  that  springs  up  and  flourishes  in  the  genial  soil  of  a  pure  and 
untarnished  character.  Yea,  you  never  are  caught  apologizing  for  such 
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outrageous  wrongs  ; — and  more — if  you  think  your  neighbor  is  opposed 
to  you  in  thought,  sentiment  or  doctrine,  you  are  all  in  a  delirium  tre- 
mens  to  pour  out  your  jugs  of  boiling  vengeance  upon  his  unprotected 
head !  You  long  to  take  vengeance  by  the  hind  leg,  and  sling  it  in  his 
face,  as  you  would  a  dead  cat !  You  itch  to  go  forward  with  the  poison 
of  damnation  to  sprinkle  it  over  the  fair  vineyard  of  his  hopes,  and  un 
less  he  should  be  bullied  into  your  way  of  thinking,  to  play  the  very 
old  Harry  with  his  ducks !  Oh  !  this  is  not  as  it  should  be,  by  seven 
teen  degrees  in  the  thermometer  of  moral  kindness !  This  is  not  only 
a  free  country,  but  a  free  world — there  are  laws  made  by  the  great 
Builder  of  the  universe,  by  which  man  may  know  his  whole  duty  to. 
ward  his  fellow  man,  and  if  you  allow  them  to  remain  a  dead  letter  in 
the  moral  statutes,  a  responsibility  rests  upon  your  shoulders  heavier 
than  a  hogshead  of  molasses.  If  a  man  does  not  choose  to  think  as 
you  do  upon  a  particular  subject,  consider,  I  pray  you,  that  he  may  hon* 
estly  difler ;  and  though  he  be  in  the  right  or  in  the  wrong,  still  his  be 
lief  is  fostered  by  what  appears  to  him  to  be  reason,  and  protected  by 
the  bonds  of.a  sincere  and  unyielding  conscience.  We  don't  all  hear, 
see,  smell  nor  taste  things  alike — how  much  less,  then,  can  we  be  ex* 
pected  to  reason  alike  !  But  there  is  no  use  in  my  preaching  here 
much  longer,  for  I  find  that  you  are  nearly  all  asleep. 

Wake  up,  my  friends  !  and  listen  for  one  minute.  If  you  don't  be- 
come  more  tolerant  in  your  opinions,  and  let  others  believe  just  as  they 
please  with  respect  to  the  philosophy  of  the  milk  in  the  cocoa-nut,  and 
animal  magnetism,  I  can't  tell  what  will  become  of  you  by  and  by  ;  but 
if  you  tell  others  to  stick,  like  a  scab,  to  the  right  when  they  honestly 
believe  they  are  right,  and  do  the  same  yourselves,  there  will  be  no 
stumbling  blocks  in  your  way  to  a  general  hereafter !  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    L X I . 


ON    POVERTY. 

TEXT.— But  poverty  with  most,  who  whimper  forth 
Their  long  complaints,  is  self-inflicted  woe ; 
The  effect  of  laziness  or  sottish  waste.—  CowriR, 

MY  FAITHFUL  hearers— As  regular  as  Sunday  comes  round,  you  find 
me  always  on  hand,  like  a  quantity  of  stale  codfish ;  and  it  affords  me 
a  vast  deal  of  pleasure  to  perceive  that  none  of  you  are  ever  found 
among  the  missing  ;  though  I  must  say,  that  I  can  behold  a  few,  with 
out  the  aid  of  spectacles,  who  are  rather  too  much  in  the  habit  of  taking 
every  possible  advantage  of  the  old  proverb,  *  better  late  than  never.* 
These  would  confer  a  particular  favor  upon  me,  and  on  the  audience 
generally,  if  at  such  times  they  would  take  the  precaution  to  wear 
pumps  ;  for  the  clanking  of  brazen-heeled  boots,  does  not  well  accord 
with  the  solemnities  of  the  occasion — besides,  they  very  much  disturb 
the  slumbers  of  those  who  may  be  comfortably  snoozing  at  the  time. 
However,  I  don't  believe  it  is  my  fault ;  for,  if  people  sleep  under  my 
preaching,  I  very  much  doubt  whether  one,  or  even  two,  blasts  of  the 
last  trump  will  be  able  to  arouse  them  at  the  day  of  final  settlement.  I 
don't  like  to  brag — but  I  humbly  believe  that  I  can  make  as  much  noise, 
and  drive  as  much  common  sense  and  morality  into  a  mass  of  human 
nature,  as  the  common  run  of  loud  preachers,  and  grandiloquent  moral 
lecturers  ;  because  I  feel  the  importance  of  my  office,  and  am  compo 
sed  of  so  much  combustible  material.  When  my  ebenezer  is  once 
raised  to  a  certain  pitch,  I  will  turn  my  back  to  no  man  of  my  length, 
breadth,  width,  depth  and  number  of  hairs,  in  a  regular  battle  with  sin, 
error,  superstition  and  folly.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  I  always  toe  the 
mark,  and  never  flinch,  unless  attacked  in  the  rear.  Now  let  me  to  my 
text. 

Poverty,  it  says,  is  in  most  cases  self-inflicted  woe.  My  friends — 
there  is  little  doubt  but  Cowper  is  more  than  half  right  here.  In  order 
to  stem  the  torrent  of  this  world,  you  have  all  got  to  keep  paddling — 
keep  putting  in  the  elbow  grease  ;  for  if  you  rest  on  your  oars,  you  will 
soon  find  yourselves,  and  your  cargo  of  happiness  fast  floating  down  to 
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the  gulf  of  misery.  Don't  place  too  much  dependence  on  Providence. 
Heaven  will  never  lend  you  a  shilling  till  you  have  the  disposition  to 
earn  two ;  and  even  then  your  moral  characters  must  be  as  sound  as 
a  log;  or  the  favors  from  such  a  source  will  be,  like  my  visits  to  a  rum 
shop,  precious  few  and  far  between.  It  is  said  that  poverty  is  no  dis 
grace,  but  quite  an  inconvenience.  Let  me  tell  you,  my  hearers,  thut 
it  is  disgrace  in  all  cases.  If  a  young  man  creates  his  own  ruination 
by  going  it  loose,  and  spreeing  it  tight,  it  is  surely  a  disgrace  ;  and  if, 
also,  a  person  have  the  misfortune  to  be  shipwrecked  in  a  gale  of  ad 
versity,  and  bo  left  to  sink  or  swim- on  a  mcro  plank  of  honesty,  sur 
rounded  by  an  ocean  of  troubles,  he  is  likewise  disgraced,  iu  the  dis 
torted  vision  of  the  world,  which,  the  Lord  knows,  is  disgrace  enough ; 
because  it  is  the  world  that  qualifies  and  sets  a  value  upon  every  tiling. 
A  man  may  be  entitled  to  honor,  but  he  can't  enjoy  it  unless  the  world 
has  a  mind  to  bestow  it  on  him.  So  you  sec,  my  friends,  poverty  is  a 
disgrace,  any  way  you  can  fix  it.  [You  needn't  be  jingling  your  cop 
pers  till  the  box  goes  round.]  You  all  look  very  respectable — and  I 
want  you  to  retain  your  respectability  ;  and  the  only  way  to  maintain 
it,  is  to  keep  a  sharp  look  out  for  the  lucre — and  the  best  method  of  be 
ing  safe  on  this  score,  is  to  go  the  whole  hog,  bristles  and  all,  in  the 
advocacy  of  sound  moral  truths,  Christianity,  sobriety,  integrity,  and  all 
such  heart-polishing  varnish — but  not  abolition,  because  white  folks 
don't  meddle  with  that.  You  must  take  a  bee  line  through  life — always 
be  able  to  walk  a  crack — -deal  justly  by  all — never  cheat  any  body,  un 
less  they  just  as  lief  stand  it  as  not,  as  the  farmer  told  his  son — and 
above  all,  be  particular  to  apply  at  my  shop  every  Sunday  for  some 
sotldcr,  in  case  the  moral  faculties  should  get  any  wise  loosened  at  the 
joints.  If  you  only  follow  these  directions,  you  will  soon  wind  your 
way  up  the  pyramid  of  wealth,  and  finally  enjoy  the  luxury  of  swinging 
to  and  fro  on  the  golden  gates  of  terrestrial  glory,  where  the  comforts 
of  this  world  are  all  boiled  down  to  a  syrup,  and  served  up  in  big  plat 
ters  of  bliss.  If  you  don't  abide  by  these,  why,  you  will  always  be  as 
poor  as  Job's  turkey  as  long  as  you  live  ;  and  when  you  come  to  die, 
you  will  feel  persuaded  that  you  were  made  for  nothing,  but  to  furnish 
a  paper-mill  with  rags,  and  perhaps  cheat  the  worms  out  of  a  decent 
meal.  When  I  see  a  young  man,  with  an  extra  lot  of  dry  goods  upon  his 
back,  strutting  along  the  streets,  swinging  a  golden  headed  cane,  fre 
quenting  gambling  houses,  and  never  engaged  in  useful  employment,  I 
am  constrained  to  say  :  Young  buck,  you  are  spending  your  substance 
in  riotous  living — you  go  it  too  strong  on  the  high  pressure  system — 
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you  will  soon  burst  the  boiler  of  your  vanity,  and  be  left  to  drift  about 
a  shattered  wreck,  upon  the  billows  of  distress.  When  I  behold  a  poor 
loafer  lie  soaking  in  the  suporific  suds  of  a  porter-house,  1  say:  Old 
chap,  you  are  a  gone  goose  already — you  have  passed  that  bourne  from 
whence  no  traveler  returns !  and  all  you  are  fit  for,  is  to  be  kept  there, 
a  warning  to  young  suckers. 

My  respected  hearers — be  wise,  be  careful — do  the  best  you  can ; 
and  employ  honest  means  to  provide  both  for  the  body  and  the  soul — 
so  that  when  you  quit  the  stage  of  existence,  you  may  have  the  satis 
faction  of  knowing  that  you  are  rich  in  spirit,  if  somewhat  minus  in 
purse.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER   LXII. 


ON  OUR  PURSUITS  AFTER  BLISS. 

TEXT. — Hermit,  hoar,  in  solemn  cell, 

Wearing  out  life's  evening  gray, 
Strike  thy  bosom,  sage,  and  tell 
What  is  bliss,  and  which  the  way  ? 

Thus  I  spoke,  and  speaking  sighed, 

Scarce  repressed  the  starting  tear, 
When  the  hoary  sage  replied, 

Come,  my  lad,  and  drink  some  beer !— JOHNSON. 

MY  DEAR  friends — The  subject  before  me  requires  more  than  ordinary 
elucidation  to  render  it  comprehensible  to  the  understandings  of  all  of 
different  capacities,  intellect  and  powers  of  perception.  In  the  first 
place,  permit  me  to  state,  that  contentment  is  pleasure,  pleasure  is  hap 
piness,  happiness  is  peace,  and  peace  is  bliss.  Now,  it  appears  to  be 
the  great  aim  and  object  of  mankind,  next  to  getting  money,  to  arrive 
at  a  state  of  bliss  as  soon  as  circumstances  and  a  merciful  providence 
will  permit.  When  I  speak  of  a  state  of  bliss,  I  have  no  reference  to^ 
any  particular  state  in  the  Union — though  Connecticut  comes  the  near 
est  to  it  of  any  one  of  the  twenty-six  potatoe-patches  ;  because,  there, 
the  people  all  go  a  straight-forward,  mind-their-own-business,  go-to-meet 
ing,  contented  sort  of  folks,  who  don't  know  so  much  as  to  make  them 
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more  miserable  than  moral — who  go  in  strong  for  codfish  and  correct 
habits — who  entertain  innocent  ideas  of  Indian  puddings,  since  one 
fell  out  of  the  oven  and  killed  six  women  and  a  child — who  read  news 
papers,  pay  for  them  in  buck-wheat  bran,  sour  cider,  or  in  some  way 
or  other — in  short,  they  are  a  people,  whom  the  times  may  reform,  but 
never  uncharacterize.  They  are  they  the  same,  yesterday,  to-day,  to 
morrow,  next  week,  forever,  home-spun  Yankees,  with  always  a  plenty 
of  piety  and  pumpkin  pies  on  hand.  The  other  states  can't  begin  to 
show  so  much  happiness.  Look  at  Florida  for  instance :  it's  one  of 
the  most  miserable  places  this  side  of  perdition  !  I  wouldn't  live  there 
for  an  angel's  diadem !  We  hear  of  nothing  there  but  wars  and  ru 
mors  of  wars — and  the  end  is  not  yet ;  nor  will  it  be,  till  the  white  man 
himself  becomes  civilized.  He  is,  there,  a  savage  among  savages — 
without  morality— without  money — and,  more  than  all,  without  woman. 
Woman  is  the  creature  to  civilize  man.  Enlightenment  is  sure  to  tread 
upon  the  heels  of  barbarism,  wherever  she  is  introduced.  If  a  few 
healthy,  rosy-cheeked  damsels  were  only  transplanted  to  Florida,  it 
would  soon,  like  Eden,  be  changed  from  a  desert  wild  to  a  blooming 
garden  ;  the  tempers  of  the  Indians  would  loose  their  aqua-fortis — they 
would  all  lay  down  their  arms — come  straight  in— and  if  they  didn't 
treat,  they  would  be  willing  to  make  a  treaty,  without  any  sham  work 
about  it.  Yes,  my  hearers,  in  order  to  make  Florida  a  fit  habitation  for 
happiness  and  bliss,  it  needs  to  be  thoroughly  cleansed.  Let  the  wo 
men  go  there  with  their  brooms,  scrubbing-brushes,  mop-pails,  soap 
suds,  bed-bug  specifics,  and  give  it  a  good  scouring — let  them  set  out 
rose-bushes  before  the  huts  of  the  savages — plant  flowers  among  their 
corn,  play  with  their  pappooses,  pilfer  friendship,  &c. ;  and  Miss  Flo 
rida  would  quickly  put  a  sprig  of  olive  in  her  bonnet,  and  look  as  sleek 
and  prim  as  a  spermaciti  candle.  The  sister  states  would  then  take 
her  by  the  hand,  and  merrily  dance  together  through  the  halls  of  after 
ages,  to  the  tunes  of  *  Clare  de  Kitchen,'  and  '  Begone  Dull  Care.' 
But,  my  respected  hearers,  real  bliss  doesn't  belong  to  the  states,  but 
to  individuals.  New  England  is  no  more  like  the  original  Down  East, 
(the  Garden  of  Eden)  than  cider  brandy  is  like  real  Cogniac.  Happi 
ness  may  be  found  here,  but  not  in  a  lump.  It  is  scattered  as  else 
where,  over  a  broad  surface,  to  be  gathered  by  those  who  best  can  find  it. 
My  text  says,  « what  is  bliss,  and  which  the  way  ?'  We  all  know 
what  it  is,  but  the  question  arises,  how  shall  we  get  it  ?  One  fancies 
he  sucks  it  through  a  pipe — another  says  it  is  the  juice  of  a  tobacco- 
quid — another  thinks  it  lies  at  the  bottom  of  a  mug  of  beer,  or  in  gin- 
>  20 
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arid-sugar,  brandy-slings,  whiskey-punches,  Tom-and- Jerries,  mint-ju 
leps,  and  such  like  combustibles ; — the  miser  swears  it  is  covered  with 
gold — the  fanatic  says  he  must  make  himself  miserable,  in  order  to  have 
any  idea  of  bliss.  I  wonder  some  of  these  latter  lunatics  don't  some 
times  make  a  mistake  and  laugh,  when  a  body  steps  on  their  corns ! 
Thus,  we  see,  some  take  this  road,  some  that,  and  some  another,  for 
the  sake  of  happiness ;  but  they  don't  any  of  them  catch  it.  They 
make  a  grab,  and  fancy  they  have  got  it  fast ;  but  it  slips  through  their 
fingers,  and  again  mocks  them  at  a  distance.  Now,  my  text  goes  to 
show,  that  the  old  hermit,  in  his  God-forsaken  cell,  didn't  enjoy  the  bliss 
he  expected  he  should,  by  a  small  jug  full.  He,  doubtless,  in  his 
younger  days,  had  lived  in  tall  grass,  and  tasted  of  every  pleasure  ;  but 
he,  in  common  with  all  mankind,  went  on  a  wild  goose  chase  after  hap 
piness,  became  disappointed,  and  then  shut  himself  up  in  a  rocky  cave, 
where  he  hoped  to  find  the  fountain  of  bliss  gurgling  at  his  feet — where 
by  he  was  most  wofully  sucked  in.  Therefore,  when  the  lad  went  to 
him,  to  get  advice  respecting  the  best  mode  of  obtaining  bliss,  experi 
ence  had  taught  the  hoary  old  codger  to  say :  Young  man,  happiness 
is  not  to  be  had  in  wholesale  quantities — it  is  put  up  in  narrow-necked 
bottles  ;  and  the  only  way  to  get  it  is  to  take  a  suck  at  first  one  and  then 
the  other,  and  be  contented — for  just  as  true  as  you  make  a  hog  of  your 
self,  and  try  to  get  more  than  belongs  to  you,  you  will  lose  the  whole, 
and  no  mistake.  So  drink  beer,  when  it  comes  handy,  and  always  be 
as  merry  as  you  can ;  for  since  we  are  not  paid  ofl*  in  large  sums  of 
bliss,  we  might  as  well  take  it  out  in  such  small  change  as  any  way. 

Now,  this  doctrine  don't  hold  good.  Suppose  the  boy  always  sought 
for  bliss  by  drinking  beer,  brandy,  and  such  trash  ;  may  be  his  head 
wouldn't  ache  sometimes  !  Where's  the  fun  in  that  ?  This  making 
forty  devils  to  kill  one,  isn't  what  it  is  cracked  up  to  be.  I  say,  my 
friends,  the  best  way  to  secure  bliss,  is  to  jog  along  straight  forward  in 
the  path  that  nature  has  laid  out  for  you,  and  not  to  turn  to  the  right  nor 
left.  If  a  person  oilers  to  treat  you  to  a  little  weak  lemonade,  don't  re 
fuse  to  drink,  and,  at  the  same  time,  never  resort  to  it,  as  a  means  to 
obtain  happiness.  Go  on,  in  the  even  tenor  of  your  ways — be  guided 
by  honesty — be  led  by  virtue — be  chock  full  of  piety — be  supported  by 
sobriety — and  uncalled-for  bliss  will  attend  you.  In  short,  be  indepen 
dent — care  not  for  care,  nor  trouble,  nor  poverty — and  let  the  heart 
swim  in  contentment.  Do  all  this,  and  the  steamboat  of  time  will  take 
you  safe,  sound,  snug  and  comfortable,  to  that  land  of  real  steady  habits, 
which  is  located  in  the  healthiest  part  of  eternity.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER   LXIII. 

ON  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  LIFE. 

TEXT.— Oh,  life !  I  breathe  thee  in  the  breeie, 

I  fool  thoo  bounding  in  my  vein*, 
I  see  thee  in  these  stretching  trees, 
These  flowers,  this  still  rock's  mossy  stains. — BRYANT. 

Mr  HEARERS — It  is  not  to  ho  expected  that  I  am  about  to  go  into  a 
perfect  analyzation  of  life — and  explain  that  magnetic  principle  by  which 
we  live,  and  move,  and  have  our  being  ;  because  it  is  something  that  I 
can't  understand — and  the  more  I  think  of  it,  the  more  I  get  puzzled. 
I  can  only  say,  that  it  is  a  sort  of  perpetual  motion,  which  keeps  the 
anatomical  machinery  in  operation  till  it  wears  out,  or  gets  out  of  kel- 
ter  by  some  fatal  accident.  I  believe  that  the  principle  of  life  pervades 
all  bodies,  and  is  everywhere  ;  but  wo  can't  always  see  the  effects  of  it. 
We  see  the  effects  of  it  in  flesh — in  flowers,  shrubs,  and  trees,  and  in 
all  the  stars  and  planets  composing  the  universe  ;  and  we  can  taste  the 
effects  of  it  in  three  cent  rum — no  mistake  about  that.  My  hearers — 
don't  die  with  surprise  when  I  tell  you  that  life  is  precisely  the  same, 
in  every  respect,  as  fire.  Fire,  like  life,  is  in  all  bodies,  and  is  every 
where — even  in  the  air  itself.  The  effects  of  fire,  like  life,  are  only 
seen  while  operating  on  some  substance,  which  it  gradually  consumes  : 
fire  exists  without  air  the  same  length  of  time  as  life ;  a  candle  placed 
in  a  cellar  that  contains  fixed  air,  will  burn  as  long  as  life  can  exist, 
and  no  longer :  and  when  the  blaze  and  life  both  expire,  they  return,  to 
gether,  mysteriously  back  to  the  state  from  whence  they  sprung ;  and 
all  that  man  really  knows  about  them  is  a  very  little,  I  tell  ye.  If  you 
can  grasp  a  handful  of  air,  and  tell  me  how  much  fire  you  have  got  with 
it,  I'll  tell  you  how  many  souls  I  can  count  in  a  moon-beam.  These 
are  my  sentiments — and  I  don't  care  if  all  creation  turns  its  nose  up  at 
them.  I  know  what  is  what,  just  as  well  as  any  body  else  knows 
which  is  which  ;  but  the  fact  is,  we  don't  any  of  us  know  for  a  certainty 
what's  to  happen  when  the  great  by-and-by  comes.  You  must  not  be 
lieve,  however,  with  some  foolish  atheists,  that  when  the  body  dies,  the 
soul  (or  life)  dies  with  it.  This  is  all  gammon.  I  tell  you  that  the 
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soul  will  live  forever,  in  some  form  or  other ;  for  natural  philosophy 
teaches  that  not  a  single  particle  of  matter  can  be  destroyed ;  it  only 
undergoes  changes.  Then  why  does  not  reason  tell  that  the  soul  can't 
be  destroyed,  but  simply  undergoes  a  change,  also  ?  When  the  body 
dies,  the  material  that  composes  it,  dissolves,  and  returns  to  its  native 
dust ;  and  the  soul  also  goes  back  to  the  element  that  gave  it  birth. 
This  is  all  sound  truth — and  if  any  of  you  remain  skeptical  on  the  sub 
ject,  I  will  drive  it  into  you  with  the  mallet  of  logic,  till  you  are  willing 
to  admit  that  there  is  some  force  in  my  argument. 

My  attentive  hearers  !  life  is  a  great  mystery ;  no  body  can  fully  ex. 
plain  it.  Its  home  is  in  the  heart  ;  and  there  its  springs  are  operating 
secretly  at  the  bidding  of  Him  who  first  set  them  in  motion,  and  cannot 
be  revealed  to  the  eyes  of  mortals.  If  you  undertake  to  tear  away  the 
casement  that  surrounds  them,  for  the  purpose  of  making  discoveries, 
the  whole  of  the  machinery  at  once  stops— and  you  are  just  as  much 
in  the  dark  as  you  were  before.  This  is  something  not  for  man  to 
know — he  never  has  understood  it,  and  never  will,  if  he  lives  to  be  at 
old  as  Beelzebub's  grandmother.  When  the  hand  of  Omnipotence  first 
scraped  together  a  parcel  of  red  dirt,  on  the  banks  of  the  Euphrates, 
and  caused  the  lump  to  rise,  with  the  leaven  of  life,  the  being  who  was 
formed  thereby,  knew  no  more  how  he  became  possessed  of  the  powers 
of  locomotion  than  a  steam  engine ;  and  all  he  knew  concerning  the 
mechanism  of  his  wife,  was,  that  an  extra  rib  in  his  left  side  (which 
always  caused  him  to  walk  lame)  was  missing — and  she  must,  of  course, 
have  been  formed  from  it ;  but  the  puzzler  was,  how  came  she  by  as 
many  ribs  as  ho  possessed — for  he  soon  ascertained  this  fact — and  how 
cither  of  them  came  to  spring  from  the  earth,  in  such  a  noble  form. 
But,  my  friends,  let  us  be  thankful  that  we  are  endowed  with  life,  for 
it  is  a  great  blessing — in  fact,  we  couldn't  well  do  without  it.  We 
should  all  feel  as  grateful  as  a  person  I  happen  to  know  of  does,  who 
says  that  his  father  and  mother  never  had  but  one  child,  and  he  is  that 
one  ;  and  that  he  considers  himself  the  luckiest  being  in  creation — for 
he  came  within  only  one  of  not  being  born  at  all.  My  friends,  this  was 
a  narrow  escape  ;  and  we  should  every  one  entertain  a  similar  feeling, 
and  make  the  most  of  such  a  luxury  as  life,  till  it  assumes  a  new  form 
— puts  on  a  new  dress — and  settles  down  upon  an  everblooming  isle  of 
bliss,  surrounded  by  the  boundless  ocean — eternity.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    LXIV. 

'ON  HONOR. 

TEXT.— Honor  and  shame  from  no  condition  rise  ; 

Act  well  your  part — there  all  the  honor  lies. — POPE. 

MY  DEAR  friends — As  I  apply  the  dissecting  knife  to  my  text,  and  en 
ter  into  a  minute  examination  of  its  parts,  you  may  each,  very  probably, 
form  the  opinion  that  it  is  unsound  and  inconsistent  as  a  whole  ;  but  it 
is  no  such  thing.  Pope  was  a  man  of  sense,  though  he  had  round 
shoulders  and  a  big  nose — the  latter  always  indicates  a  strong  mind, 
(I've  a  pretty  good  nub  myself,)— -and  he  displayed  his  talents  in  all  his 
writings.  Those  two  lines  of  his  contain  much  truth,'  when  taken  to 
gether,  because  they  dove-tail  nicely  ;  but  when  separated,  the  first  is 
useless  as  hot  whiskey  punch  in  summer.  To  say  that  honor  doesn't 
arise  from  any  condition  or  circumstances,  is  all  stuff.  I  know,  and 
you  know,  my  hearers,  that  to  hold  an  office  of  any  kind  is  more  honor 
able  than  loafing ;  no  matter  if  it's  nothing  more  than  street-sweeping, 
or  inspecting  the  Bay  off  the  Battery.  The  laurels  that  deck  the  brow 
of  the  President  of  the  United  States,  are  far  more  comely  than  the 
scanty  wreaths  which  petty  office-holders  wear;  and  the  party  in 
power  is  always  sure  to  command  a  certain  amount  of  respect.  Such, 
my  dear  hearers,  arc  the  honors  arising  from  condition.  Some  people 
think  it  an  honor  to  preach ;  but  they  are  just  as  much  mistaken  as 
though  they  tried  to  see  their  way  to  bed  by  a  red  flannel  shirt.  We 
preachers  enter  the  vineyard  as  laborers,  and  work  like  Trojans  for  the 
salvation  of  all.  Our  daily  bread  is  all  we  require — and  I  admire  your 
parsimony  in  not  allowing  us  more  ;  for  if  the  body  is  pampered,  the 
spirit  gets  proud  of  its  habitation,  and  grows  headstrong.  We  seek  not 
terrestrial  honors — for,  like  Jonah's  gourd,  and  the  old  woman's  soap — 
they  come  and  go  in  a  night.  We  ask  not  fame — it  is  but  a  meteor  in 
the  storm,  or  a  rainbow  upon  a  shower  ;  its  colors  wont  stick.  No,  my 
friends,  we  seek  for  an  unfading  crown  of  glory ;  the  hope,  even,  of 
which  we  would'nt  swop  for  the  diamond  mines  of  Golconda,  or  the 
coal  beds  of  Pennsylvania. 
It  is  neither  true  that  shame  from  no  condition  rises.  I  appeal  to 
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your  own  sense  of  modesty  or  pride,  whether  there  be  one. among  you, 
who  would  not  experience  a  share  of  humiliation  and  shame  on  being 
seen  in  company  with  infidels,  horse  theives,  aud  broken  down  poets ; 
or  taken  in  the  act  of  stealing  newspapers,  robbing  a  beggar  of  his  crust, 
voting  twice  at  elections,  &c  ?  The  committal  of  such  acts  ought  to 
be  sufficient  to  create  a  blush  upon  a  brazen  image.  And  let  me  ask  if 
any  of  you  were  to  be  found  snoozing  in  a  mud  gutter,  under  the  influ 
ence  of  some  '  evil  spirit* — whether  you  would  have  reason  to  be  proud 
of  your  condition  ?  I  perceive  you  all  hang  your  heads,  as  if  directly 
accused  ;  but  I  have  more  confidence  in  your  sobriety  and  general  good 
conduct,  than  to  suppose  you  guilty  of  such  misdemeanor.  I  know — 
*****  hem!  *  * 

*  *  ahem!!          *  *  *  * 

*  *  *  *  **  *  * 

hem!!!  *  *  *  *  *  * 

***  *  *  *  *  « 

My  sleepers !  unless  more  particular  attention  is  paid,  I  must  con 
clude  my  discourse.  I  cultivated  my  voice  for  preaching  by  crying 
charcoal ;  and  it  is  a  little  surprising  that  any  of  you  can  f.lecp  during 
the  vociferous  exercise  of  my  oral  faculties  !  but  you  are  awake  in  sea 
son  to  hear  the  most  important  pan  of  my  text  discussed.  It  is  this: 
Act  well  your  part.  This  has  no  reference  to  stage  actors  ;  though  they 
are  entitled  to  honor  when  they  act  their  parts  well ;  but  I  am  sorry  to 
say  that  only  a  few  of  them  do  it.  They  rant— gag — murder — strut  out 
their  little  hour—and  make  their  exit  from  the  stage  of  existence,  whol 
ly  unprepared  for  the  debut  which  they  must  finally  make.  If  you  only 
strive  to  act  your  part  well — no  matter  what  condition  or  circumstances 
you  are  in — you  are  entitled  to  honor,  and  no  ostentatious  opinion  can 
rob  you  of  it.  Above  all  things,  have  a  regard  to  virtue  and  piety. 
We  need  less  show  of  religion,  and  more  inward  holiness — we  are  in 
want  of  more  religious  editors  ;  and  the  only  way  to  procure  them  is 
to  pony  over  the  dust. 

Act  your  part  well,  and  avoid  the  hissings  of  conscience — deal  justly 
by  all,  and  escape  the  sheriff — keep  sober,  and  steer  clear  of  the  snags 
— be  industrious,  and  defy  poverty — tell  the  truth  and  shame  the  devil 
— support  your  tuilor,  your  lawyer,  your  printer,  and  your  preacher— 
and  finally  balance  accounts  with  your  Maker,  so  that  when  the  book 
of  existence  shall  b«  closed,  and  all  earthly  transactions  bo  brought  to 
an  end,  the  spirit  may  not  go  down  to  the  grave  in  a  stato  of  insolvency. 
So  mote  it  be  ! 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS.  159 


NUMBER  LXV. 

ON  THE  STATE  OF  MAN  WITHOUT  WOMAN — HIS  CONDITION  WITH  HER. 

TEXT.— -The  world  was  sad,  the  garden  was  a  wild, 

And  man,  tho  hermit,  sighed,  till  woman  smiled!— CAMJBELL. 

\ 

IN  regard  to  man  in  his  primitive  state,  and  the  cosmogony  of  the  world, 
we  have  no  knowledge,  farther  than  may  be  obtained  through  the  wri* 
tings  of  Moses,  which  were  originally  put  forth  in  the  Hebrew  language, 
and  not  in  low  Dutch,  as  has  been  erroneously  stated.  The  authenti 
city  of  these  writings  no  one  at  the  present  day  pretends  to  dispute,  ex 
cept  a  few  ignorant  loafers  and  infidels — such  as  used  occasionally  to 
congregate  for  worship  at  Tammany  Hall,  whenever  they  could  muster 
courag  >  and  candles  sufficient  to  last  them  an  evening.  One  Thomas 
llobbus,  I  believe,  was  the  first  who  had  the  audacity  to  call  in  ques 
tion  the  Pentateuch ;  but,  my  hearers,  he  died  as  he  had  lived,  a  mise 
rable  wretch, — and  his  fate  should  be  a  warning  to  all  skeptics  and  un 
believers.  Let  us  take  it  for  granted  that  the  world  had  a  beginning, 
and  that  a  first  man  was  created,  whose  name  was  Adam,  and  a  first 
woman,  whose  name  was  Eve.  Adam  sprung  from  the  dust,  in  the 
space  of  an  hour,  like  a  toad-stool,  but  the  dawning  of  his  intellect  was 
as  gradual  as  day-break,  It  took  him  a  week  to  conjecture  for  what 
purpose  he  was  formed ;  and  he  knew  not  whether  his  proper  cogno- 
man  was  Adam  or  Ichabod,  till  an  unknown  voice  came  to  him  in  the 
cool  of  the  evening,  saying :  Adam,  get  out  of  that  tall  grass ! 

When  man  first  entered  the  gates  of  Eden,  it  was  no  more  like  Para 
dise  than  a  sheep  pasture  is  like  a  clover  field — thorns  and  thistles, 
shrub  oaks  and  dog-wood  spread  over  its  surface,  and  thick  fogs  of  sad 
ness  encompassed  every  side  ; — all  because  woman  was  wanting.  Man 
was  a  lonely  hermit,  sad  and  melancholy  ;  his  prospect  was  a  dreary 
one,  and  time  hung  heavily  upon  his  hands.  Day  after  day  he  sat  upon 
the  banks  of  the  Pison,  and  endeavored  to  amuse  himself  by  fishing  for 
catfish ;  but  he  got  not  even  a  nibble.  Ho  wept  like  a  child,  when  the 
gloom  of  night  bade  him  seek  his  fig-leaf  couch,  and  pillow  his  devoted 
head  upon  tho  soft  side  of  a  stone.  Serpents  nestled  by  his  side,  and 
the  solemn  owl  kept  up  his  nocturnal  hoot,  till  the  'heart  and  morning* 
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of  the  poor  forsaken  being  '  broke  together !'  when  he  arose  and  shook 
himself,  'as  a  lion  shaketh  the  dew-drops  from  his  mane.*  Oh,  these 
were  tough  times  for  a  single  man !  You,  who  are  bewailing  your  lots, 
with  fifteen  or  twenty  squalling  brats  by  your  firesides,  think  of  the 
solitary  condition  of  this  mortal,  and  weep — not  for  yourselves,  but  him. 
No  wonder  that  a  merciful  Providence  eventually  sent  him  a  partner, 
to  sweeten  his  solitude,  and  smoothe  down  the  asperities  of  life.  On 
that  blissful  morning  when  he  awoke  and  found  woman  by  his  side,  his 
bed  was  strewn  with  roses,  and  ihe  perfume  of  flowers  regaled  his  sen 
ses — the  wild  birds  reiterated  their  notes  in  the  spicy  groves — the  sun 
rose  in  unwonted  splendor — and  the  thick  fogs  left  the  sluggish  bed  of 
the  Euphrates,  rolled  up  the  mountain  side,  and  disappeared  forever. 
A  change  had  come  over  Eden — instead  of  a  dreary  wild,  it  had  be 
come  a  lovely  garden,  filled  with  roses,  poppies,  dasies,  hollyhocks, 
asparagus,  woodbines,  cucumbers,  squashes,  and  all  that  sort  of  things. 
Man  was  now  a  happy  creature— he  had  learned  to  love,  and  his  love 
was  reciprocated  by  one  whose  bosom  was  full  of  affection.  She  had 
no  occasion  to  be  acquainted  with  household  matters,  further  than  to 
assist  in  sewing  fig-leaves;  and  he  could  live  without  toil.  But  you 
know,  my  friends,  'the  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth.'  As 
soon  as  the  honey-moon  had  passed  away,  little  bickerings  arose,  and 
they  both  became  guilty  of  a  miss-step  which  drove  them  forever  from 
happiness  into  a  state  of  eternal  misery. 

My  hearers,  I  hope  you  will  all  take  warning  by  this,  and  strive  to 
be  united  in  the  bonds  of  love  and  peace.  You  needn't  think  you  are 
going  to  live  here  forever  ;  because,  you  have  got  to  go,  and  make  room 
for  somebody  else,  who  have  just  as  good  a  right  here  as  you.  You 
are  cut  down  like  weeds  before  you  know  it — so  make  the  best  of  it. 
The  earth  itself,  and  all  that  inherit,  shall  pass  away  with  a  frightful 
noise.  I'll  quote  the  original : — 

Celcstos  quid,  horrific  scareum, 
Terros  convulsit  instanter  tan.  um  ! 

I  must  persuade  husbands  to  love  their  wives,  and  wives  their  hus 
bands  ;  and  all  of  you  to  love  one  another.  The  boys  will  love  the 
girls  without  persuasion — and  the  girls  do  love  the  boys,  only  they 
don't  like  to  own  it.  Love,  alone,  forms  the  true  basis  of  happiness ; 
and  if  we  only  nourish  it,  it  will  grow  with  our  growth,  and  increase 
with  our  years.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER   LXVI. 

• 

ON  STORMY  SEAS  AND  STORMY  WOMEN. 

TEXT.— I've  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women, 

And  pity  lovers  rather  more  than  seamen. — DYBON. 

CATEGORICAL  and  superannuated  hearers  !  Since  I  have  taken  out  a 
patent  for  my  preaching,  I  have  some  idea  of  going  up  to  Mr.  Niblo's 
to  preach  at  tho  Fair  next  fall ;  but  on  the  second  sober  thought,  I  think 
I  will  stay  down  town,  and  preach  to  the  fair,  as  usual — therefore,  I 
want  the  whole  'possum  comin'  at  us  of  you  (both  masculine  and  femi 
nine  males)  to  pay  particular  attention  to  my  present  discourse  ;  for  I 
can't  stand  here  blowing  bubbles  of  morality  for  your  inspection,  unless 
you  have  a  mind  to  look  at  them,  while  they  are  fresh  from  the  froth. 
Being  persuaded,  then,  that  every  thing  is  all  correct,  I  will  proceed  to 
business.  Mr.  Byron  informs  us,  my  hearers,  in  the  text,  that  he  has 
'  seen  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women.'  So  have  I — enough  of  the  one, 
and  lots  of  the  other.  Yes,  my  friends,  I  have  been  on  the  unfathomed 
deep,  when  the  heavens,  pregnant  with  the  direst  vengeance,  were  de 
livered  of  their  children  of  wrath  ! — when  mighty  Jove  rolled  his  thun 
dering  chariot  over  tho  mountains  of  the  sea,  and  the  red  lightnings 
glared  at  his  coursers'  feet — when  the  demons  of  the  tempest  bellowed 
iu  the  blast,  and  the  angel  of  destruction  spread  his  dark  pinions  over 
the  mariner's  bark ! — but  these  didn't  begin  with  my  wife's  '  0  jemima !' 
— (Poor  creature,  she's  dead  now  !) — there's  no  telling  how  she  could 
rave,  when  she  felt  in  the  fix  for  it !  She  could  out-storm  the  equi- 
noxial,  and  overflow  a  man's  meadow  the  drycst  season  that  ever  was 
known  !  She  was  a  stormer — or,  to  speak  more  properly,  she  was  a 
large  species  of  the  stormy  petrel — very  pleasant  and  quiet  in  fair  wea 
ther,  but  in  the  storm  all  flutter  sputter.  But  I  violate  the  memory  of 
my  lamented  wife.  She  was  not  always  fretful ; — her  disposition  de 
pended  altogether  upon  how  my  thermometer  stood.  When  she  saw 
the  mercury  of  my  anger  begin  to  rise,  she'd  throw  the  fat  into  the  fire, 
and  in  two  minutes  be  farther  up  the  ladder  of  wrath,  than  I  could  ever 
think  of  climbing — and  then  the  way  I'd  catch  hot  dumplings  on  my 
head,  wasn't  slow.  Well,  she  served  me  right — and  I  became  aware 

21 


162  SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

of  it  long  before  she  rested  her  weary  limbs  in  the  tomb.  Yes,  my 
hearers,  she  and  I  had  an  affectionate  reckoning ;  and  I  am  happy  to 
say  that,  when  we  came  to  foot  up  and  balance  accounts,  some  small 
change  was  her  due,  which,  Heaven  knows,  I  can  repay,  only  by 
causing  her  own  dear  name  and  virtues  to  be  indelibly  graved  on  the 
tablets  of  my  heart.  Husbands  !  bear  with  the  romantic  partners  of 
your  bosoms—- -provoke  them  not  to  anger,  nor  upbraid  them  for  frivolity. 
The  pleasures  they  seek  may  be  more  trifling  than  your  own,  but  hin 
der  them  not  from  partaking ;  for  you  must  recollect  that  the  sensibili 
ties  of  woman  are  wove  with  a  finer  texture  than  those  of  man — and 
though  a  horse  blanket  may  contain  beauty  for  you,  depend  upon  it  your 
wives  discover  more  in  the  silky  fashions  of  the  day. 

The  text  next  speaks  of  lovers,  as  being  in  a  pitiable  condition. 
This,  my  hearers,  depends  much  upon  circumstances.  When  I  see  a 
couple  of  lies  and  shcs — both  ugly  enough  to  keep  the  moon  from  rising 
— both  showing  a  cloven  foot — and  both,  at  the  same  time,  trying  to 
work  their  love  up  to  the  marrying  point — I  do  pity  them,  indeed ;  for 
I  know  that  if  the  hedghog  marries  the  porcupine,  they  will  both  bo 
troubled  with  a  prickly  heat  as  long  as  they  live.  When  I  see  a  young 
damsel,  of  witching  eighteen,  with  the  bloom  on  her  cheek,  and  a  pretty 
little  devil  in  her  eye,  just  about  to  enter  tho  arbor  of  matrimony,  with  a 
nice  young  man  who  loves  and  is  beloved — and  when  I  behold  the  old 
man  and  woman  come  running  out  to  give  them  both  a  flogging,  and 
crying  shoo!  at  the  little  god,  Cupid,  I  pity  the  lovers,  and  invoke 
curses  on  the  sin-scorched  heads  of  their  disturbers — for  there  is  no 
knowing  what  the  consequences  may  be  !  But  when  I  see  a  similar 
couple  already  united  by  that  indissoluble  knot — which  a  Philadelphia 
lawyer  can't  unpick,  so  long  as  both  ends  are  held  fast — I  view  them 
more  with  envy  than  pity.  (O,  I  wish  I  was  young !)  Unmarried 
males  and  females  !  I  want  to  see  you  approximate  as  soon  as  possible ; 
and  when  any  of  you  are  thus  tied  together,  make  up  your  mind  to  bear 
and  forbear.  When  a  breeze  springs  up  on  one  side,  don't  let  it  become 
a  hurricane  by  a  counter  current ;  but  jog  along  in  harmony  through 
the  thousand  perplexities  that  beset  the  traveler  through  life — help  each 
other  over  the  ditches — keep  an  eye  a  few  rods  ahead — and  all  the  hap 
piness,  the  glory,  and  the  prospects  of  heaven  be  yours.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER   LXVtI. 

\ 

ON  PREACHING. 


TEXT.— O 

grsham  pop  aquirtumgr$  gununuO)  sleepinorum  ?;!;! 

A  mighty  voice  came  unto  Snorasnoose, 

Saying,  Get  up  and  preach — preach  what  you  choose. 

MY  DEAR  friends — It  is  not  often  that  I'm  'obliged  to  go  back  so  far  be 
yond  the  first  of  January,  and  poke  round  among  the  rubbish  of  dark 
ages,  to  scrape  up  arguments  in  support  of  my  calling ;  but  what  I  have 
here  gathered,  shows  conclusively  that  I  have  the  same  right  to  preach 
any  thing  I  please,  as  had  Snorasnoose  of  old.  This  renowned  man 
lived  at  a  time  when  the  people  all  spoke  dead  languages  ;  therefore, 
'we  can't  have  the  benefit  of  his  writings,  except  a  few  passages  that 
have  been  translated  by  some  of  us  learned  men ;  but  he  was  a  roarer 
— and  I'm  a  screamer.  Our  language,  my  hearers,  is  only  a  dialect, 
made  out  of  the  Ethiopian,  Dutch,  Irish,  Kickapoo,  and  others.  It's  a 
living  language,  now  :  but  it  wont  be,  much  longer — it  has  been  mur 
dered  most  extensively — so  much  so  that  I  hardly  know  it.  I  have 
preached  since  I  was  no  older  than  a  very  small  man  ;  and  I  defy  all 
creation  to  show  where  I  ever  slaughtered  a  single  sentence  of  English. 
A  voice  came  unto  me  similar  to  that  which  aroused  Snorasnoose,  and 
told  mo  to  open  my  mouth  and  preach  what  I  had  a  mind  to,  without 
fear  of  persecution,  prosecution,  or  elocution.  It  didn't  say,  Go  ye  in 
to  the  woods  and  preach  the  gospel  to  the  bears ;  but  it  spoke  of  my 
kindred  at  home — pointed  out  their  errors — laid  bare  their  iniquities — 
and  told  me  to  be  up  and  doing.  I  reflected.  I  saw  they  had  all  gone 
astray ;  they  worshipped  golden  images — went  after  strange  women — 
did  those  things  they  ought  not  to  do,  and  left  undone  those  things 
which  they  ought  to  have  done.  The  monster,  Vice,  rose  up  before 
me  like  a  spirit  of  darkness  from  the  inferaal  regions  of  torment,  and 
poor  frightened  Virtue  spread  her  gaudy  pinions  to  the  air,  and  cut  stick 
for  heaven  as  though  Beelzebub  was  after  her.  I  went  forth  immedi 
ately,  armed  and  equipped  as  the  theological  law  directs,  to  grapple 
with  the  monsters,  and  coax,  if  possible,  the  angel  again  from  the  skies. 


164  SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

How  far  I  have  accomplished  my  project,  it  remains  for  you,  my  re 
spected  hearers,  to  judge.  When  I  first  entered  upon  the  duties  of  my 
profession,  I  preached  to  a  barn-full  of  barbarians,  who  scarcely  knew 
B  from  a  bag  of  bran.  There  they  sat — monuments  of  mortal  sin  and 
ignorance  !  men,  women  and  children  mingled  together.  Here  were 
seen  gray  hairs  of  age,  raven  locks  of  manhood,  and  tow-heads  of  youth. 
I,  perched  upon  the  hay-mow,  dealt  out  such  doctrines  as  were  most 
needed.  I  pointed  out  their  errors — and  warned  them  to  repentance ; 
and  when  I  stated  that  between  some  of  them  and  eternity  there  was 
but  a  single  plank,  they  all  looked  significantly  at  the  old  barn  floor,  and 
began  to  tremble.  Adapting  my  language  to  their  comprehension,  I 
told  them  plainly,  that  life  was  uncertain,  but  death  was  certain  ;  that  it 
might  come  to-morrow,  and  find  them  unprepared — that  they  had  souls 
to  provide  for  as  well  as  stomachs.  I  told  them  that  eating,  drinking, 
raising  turnips  and  getting  money  would  not  save  them  ;  but  that  hon 
esty,  sobriety  and  faith  were  alono  necessary — and  it  v/as  not  without 
effect.  I  wrought  a  change  among  them,  and  for  which  I  received  the 
thanks  of  the  congregation  and  a  glorious  bowl  of  soup. 

My  hearers !  the  good  work  shall  go  on.  I  will  preach,  in  spite  of 
Old  Nick — the  steam  is  up,  and  i  will  go  ahead.  Backed  by  sound 
doctrines,  I  will  square  off  to  opposition — shoot  folly — take  a  back  hug 
with  sin — upset  infidelity — lick  Satan  out  of  the  land,  and  kidnap  his 
imps.  I  go  in  for  good  works,  and  just  faith  enough  to  pickle  them ; 
but  New  York  has  been  weighed  in  the  balance  and  found  wanting  by 
several  pounds  and  some  ounces.  I  never  in  all  my  travels  from  Dan 
to  Beersheba,  sojourned  in  a  city  like  this.  Murders,  robberies,  rapes, 
thefts,  crim.  cons,  and  other  abominations  have  sunk  it  so  low  in  iniqui 
ty  that  even  I  shall  find  hard  work  in  digging  it  out.  All  here  seem  to 
be  sure  of  heaven,  because  they  believe  in  one.  This  don't  do—they 
must  either  work  or  perish.  Now,  my  congregational  brethren,  I  wish 
to  operate  on  you,  so  that  you  may  go  forth  as  samples  of  piety  manu 
factured  by  me,  in  order  that  ten  righteous  people,  at  least,  may  inhabit 
this  modern  Gomorrah.  Men !  I  warn  you  to  be  true  to  your  wives, 
and  let  other  women  alone.  Women !  remember  the  solemn  vow  at 
the  nuptial  altar,  and  trifle  not  with  your  husbands'  affections.  Boys! 
if  your  parents  will  not  instruct  you,  instruct  yourselves,  and  then  teach 
them  a  thing  or  two.  Girls  !  don't  flirt  with  the  boys,  but  get  married 
as  soon  as  you  can ;  for  till  then  your  piety  will  waver,  though  virtue 
remain  sure  and  steadfast.  To  one  and  all,  I  say  act  as  becometh  ra 
tional  beings,  and  don't  condemn  my  preaching.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER  LXVIII. 

ON  THE  UNCERTAIN  MUSIC  OF  NIGHT. 

TIXT. — The  night  is  wild— but  sweet  to  me 

The  uncertain  music  which  it  brings.— SIMMS. 

MY  PATIENT  friends — I  have  chosen  the  above  text,  just  to  honor  Mr. 
Simms  ;  but  the  fact  is,  he  can't  write  poetry  more'n  a  toad  wants  a 
tail.  He  makes  a  pretty  good  fist  at  prose — and  that's  the  only  pasture 
he  ought  to  ruminate  in.  As  old  as  I  am,  good  poetry  I  do  admire — 
my  whole  soul  is  wrapped  up  in  its  sublimity !  I  will  go  my  whole 
length  in  it,  if  I  lose  my  mittens  !  but,  O  jullup!  get  away  with  your 
pukish  doggerel !  I  had  rather  hear  (I  beg  your  pardon,  Shakspeare) 
uncertain  music  made  by  stepping  on  a  cat's  tail,  or  Old  Hundred  played 
on  a  fire-shovel,  than  one  of  your  whining  ballad-mongers.  Avaunt, 
and  quit  my  sight !  My  hearers — I  wish  there  was  no  beginning  to  my 
remarks  ;  for  I  never  get  warm  till  near  the  end.  If  I  wrote  my  ser 
mons,  it  wouldn't  be  so ;  but  you  see,  I  speak  extemporareousry  ;  [how 
the  plague  do  you  pronounce  that  word  ?]  and  so  I  have  to  commence 
cool  in  order  to  give  a  chance  to  grow  warm — that's  the  fashion.  My 
text  says,  '  the  night  is  wild,'  <fcc.  Now,  the  night  in  the  country  is 
just  as  tame,  and  almost  as  still,  as  a  mouse :  no  drinking,  carousing, 
gambling  and  swearing  there,  to  call  old  father  Somnus  out  of  his  night 
cap,  to  see  what  the  matter  is  ; — no  vile  dens  of  iniquity — no  cries  of 
watch!  murder!  fire!  rape!  stop  thief !  and  other  horrible  etceteras; 
but  all  there  is  as  quiet  us  a  sand  bank.  There  the  children  are  brought 
up  in  the  fear  of  the  devil,  if  they  don't  care  much  for  the  Lord :  they 
go  to  roost  with  the  hens,  and  are  made  to  rise  with  the  lark  ;  and  the 
consequence  is,  they  are  hearty,  fat,  moral — become  men  before  their 
mothers,  at  least ;  and  do  more  for  posterity,  than  ever  lay  in  the  im 
potent  gizzards  of  city-bred  people. 

Let  us,  now,  hold  the  torch-light  of  observation  amid  the  darkness  of 
large  cities — New  York,  for  instance.  What  have  we  here  ?  Why, 
here  the  night  is  wild— wild  as  the  fiery  steed  that  Mazeppa  rode  from 
Bangor  to  the  Dismal  Swamp  :  here  Vice  rushes  headlong  down  the 
rocks  of  perdition,  by  star-light — Innocence  loses  her  way,  and  gets  en- 
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tangled  in  the  midst  of  thorns — Intemperance  reels  about,  crazy  as  a 
bed-bug,  and  can't  determine  her  latitude,  because  the  compass  of  rea 
son  is  lost — in  short,  the  night  here  is  stark  mad  ;  and  if  the  sun  didn't 
rise  to  doctor  it,  there  would  be  no  getting  along  under  such  uproarious 
mobocracy,  I  cannot  agree  with  that  part  of  the  text,  which  says  that 
ilie  music  it  brings  is  sweet — though  it  might  have  been  so  to  the  au 
thor.  This  word  '  sweet,'  is  often  sprinkled  into  poetry  to  give  it  a  fla 
vor;  but,  to  my  taste,  it  is  just  as  dry  and  insipid  as  a  dish  of  baked 
loe-nails.  That  the  music  it  brings  is  uncertain,  I  admit.  When  the 
day-god  has  taken  his  last  look  on  corrupted  Gotham,  and  hides  his 
head  in  shame — when  the  virgin  queen  of  night  endeavors  to  conceal 
her  blushes  behind  the  fleecy  cloud — then  the  ghost  of  St.  Paul  catches 
a  serenading  from  Scuddcr's  balcony,  by  music  that  is  very  uncertain ; 
while  loafers  in  the  Park  arc  greeted  with  that  which  is  no  less  so, 
from  the  renowned  house  that  Pcalc  built.  Then,  too,  the  song  of  the 
syren  is  heard  in  the  street,  and  the  watchman's  club  resounds  upon 
the  pave — then  at  the  witching  hour  of  night,  when  all  good  people  are 
in  bed,  the  bacchanalian  in  the  gutter  sends  a  blast  upon  the  midnight 
air  from  his  nasal  trumpet,  and  the  monotonous  notes  of  *  hot-corn — att 
smoking  hot,'  fall  with  a  saddening  cadence,  *  like  Zephyr  mourning  ibr 
the  lost  pleiad  !' — all  of  which,  my  hearers,  if  it  be  music  at  all,  is  mu 
sic  superabundantly  uncertain. 

Friends  !  you  who  are  now  congregated  around  me  !  it  stufts  my  old 
jacket  with  joy,  to  know  that  none  of  you  thus  contribute  to  make  night 
hideous  with  noises  more  frightful  than  ever  issued  from  the  sulphuric 
throat  of  the  dog  Cerberus.  You  all  wear  the  looks  of  tianquility,  in 
nocence  and  attentiveness — especially  that  fellow  with  his  chin  on  his 
bosom,  snoring  yonder.  Here  you  sit,  as  humble  as  Paul  at  the  feet  of 
Gamaliel,  with  your  pores  open  to  absorb  the  benign  dews  of  instruc 
tion.  I  don't  believe  you  capable  of  kicking  up  a  row,  under  the  brood 
ing  wings  of  evening  :  fur  from  it.  I  know  you  have  more  respect  for 
the  sable  damsel,  who  comes  like  a  watchful  mother,  to  rock  the  cradle 
of  repose,  and  singing  lullabies  to  hush  the  fretful  babe  of  Care.  All 
is  right  on  the  surface  ;  but  now,  my  dearly  beloved  hearers,  just  turn 
yourselves  wrong  side  out,  and  examine  your  hearts.  Find  you  nothing 
there  that  needs  cleansing  ?  Ay — the  human  heart  is  full  of  abomina 
tions — stained,  polluted  with  sin  ; — nor  will  a  cob,  sand  and  soap  ever 
remove  them.  You  must  be  purified,  by  burning  incense  upon  the  al 
tar,  and  keep  out  of  the  contagion  of  the  world :  it  is  worse  than  the 
cholera  or  hydrophobia.  You  must  watch  and  pray — pray  like  a  house 
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a-fire !  Catch  hold  of  the  rope  of  faith  ;  and  don't  let  go  without  it  is 
to  spit  on  your  hands.  Do  this,  and  kingdom-come  will  meet  you  half 
way ;  but  if  you  don't,  you  will  go  down,  down,  into  the  bottomless  pit, 
that  is  darker  than  a  stack  of  black  cats !  and  whore  the  worst  kind  of 
*  uncertain  music '  will  bore  you  forever  and  ever !  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER   LXIX. 

ON  FASHION. 

TEXT. — With  your  hour-glass  shapes,  sweet  maidens,  bewaro 

Of  the  parasols  and  balloons  of  gymp ; 
f  Remember  how  Vestris  was  lighted  in  air, 

And  one  half  of  her  went  to  her  own  Olymp, 
And  the  other  came  pirouetting  down, — 
Since  then  her  legs  only  have  danced  through  the  town  — A  NOV. 

MY  HEARERS— It  becomes  my  painful  duty  to  state  that  Fashion  is  a 
superfluous  humbug.  It  isn't  of  any  use — it  don't  do  any  good  ;  and 
what  don't  do  any  good,  must  do  some  harm.  As  the  negro  said  of  the 
potato,  it  must  be  inwariably  good  or  inevitably  bad :  there's  no  two 
ways  about  it.  It's  a  curse  entailed  upon  mankind  in  consequence  of 
the  fall  of  our  first  parents.  Greater  divines  than  I  am  say,  that  if 
Adam  and  Eve  hadn't  have  eaten  that  they  had  no  business  with,  there 
wouldn't  have  been  any  need  of  our  dressing  at  all ;  (how  fine  that 
would  be  for  dog-days !)  because,  just  as  soon  as  they  liad  trespassed 
on  forbidden  ground,  they  turned  tailors,  and  went  to  sewing  fig-leaves 
together  like  split  and  fury :  hoping  to  make  up  by  outward  appearance 
for  what  they  had  lost  in  morals.  This  was  the  first  freak  of  fashion ; 
what  the  last  will  be,  the  Lord  only  knows.  As  for  me,  I  always  wear 
my  broad-brim  and  breeches,  let  the  fashions  vary  as  they  may.  I 
dress  as  plain  as  I  preach — and,  as  my  friend  Boh  Burns  said,  when  I 
make  my  obeisance  to  a  fellow  creature,  it  is  not  to  his  coat,  but  to  the 
man  beneath  it.  Those  who  wish  to  take  a  pattern  after  me,  need  pay 
no  attention  to  my  old  boots — they  are  little  down  at  the  heel,  just  now ; 
in  other  respects  you  may  imitate  me  without  fear  of  being  laughed  to 
scorn.  But  the  text  requires  that  my  discourse  be  particularly  directed 
to  the  ladies.  I  never  could  see  why  it  is  that  these  dear  creatures 
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wish  to  pucker,  pinch,  and  screw  themselves  up  into  such  narrow  cir 
cumstances,  as  they  do.  They  think  it  makes  them  look  pretty— but  I 
don't.  Give  me  a  Miss  who  is  free  and  unconfined;  i.  e.  loose  in  her 
habit* — (you  know  what  I  mean — not  tight  laced — )  one  shaped  like  a 
bundle  of  straw— one  that  can  run  up  hill  without  bursting,  or  pick  a  pin 
from  the  floor  in  perfect  safety.  The  Dutch  girls  can  do  all  this — and 
they  are  the  very  ones  I  admire.  A  few  years  ago,  whopping  great 
sleeves  and  big  antecedents  were  all  in  the  rage  ;  and  what  a  funny 
figure  our  belles  cut  then  !  They  looked,  for  all  the  world,  like  a  bag 
of  pudding,  with  a  string  tied  round  the  middle.  Then,  of  a  sudden, 
they  took  in  so  much  canvass,  they  may  truly  be  said  to  scud  under 
bare  poles,  as  the  sailors  say.  I  mean  no  disparagement  to  the  ladies 
when  I  tell  them  their  arms  very  much  resemble  a  couple  of  straws 
stuck  through  a  carrot.  Better  that  it  be  so,  however,  than  with  bal 
loon  sleeves  attached  to  them  ; — my  text  proves  them  dangerous.  I  be 
lieve  that  tight  sleeves  and  small  parasols  have  been  adopted  for  pre 
caution,  since  Vestris  was  lifted  in  air  by  a  gust  of  wind,  and  only  one 
half  of  her  went  down  to  her  own  Olymp.  You  who  have  read  hea 
then  mythology  must  know  that  this  has  no  reference  to  Madam  Vestris, 
for  history  assures  us,  that  when  she  went  to  the  Olympic  theatre,  she 
took  her  legs  with  her.  Be  that  as  it  may,  one  half  of  a  certain  Vestris 
was  taken  in  air,  and  the  other  half  '  came  pirouetting  down  * — all  in 
consequence  of  big  sleeves  and  a  parasol. 

1  am  rejoiced  to  perceive  that  the  celebrated  *  Sam  Slick '  entertains 
similar  sentiments  to  my  own  in  respect  to  this  squeezing  system.  He 
says  :  '  My  notice  was  attracted  to  a  lady — no,  not  a  lady,  but  to  the 
waist  of  a  lady,  before  me — wasps  and  brush-handles — but  she  was 
screwed  up  a  few  ;  I  can't  begin  to  find  any  comparison  for  it.  She  was 
compressed  into  a  span— drawn  up  almost  out  of  sight — a  perfect  show. 
And  this  is  what  is  called  a  good  figure — I  don't  know  what  sort  of  a 
figure,  without  it  is  a  figure  8.  Well,  some  women  are  fools  if  they  are 
women.  I'd  rather  marry  a  form  like  a  hogshead  than  connect  myself 
with  such  an  hour  glass  !' 

My  dear  girls  !  I  hope  and  trust  you  will  not  revive  the  above  ha 
zardous  fashion  ;  for  your  top  parts  might  be  suddenly  blown  away, 
and  nothing  be  left  of  you  but  a  pair  of  legs  *  dancing  through  the  town.' 
What  a  spectacle  that  would  be  !  Heaven  forbid  it !  Beware  of  your 
hour  glass  shapes,  under  all  circumstances.  The  cords  that  compress 
your  waists,  are  as  fatal  as  the  noose  around  the  culprit's  neck.  The 
spirit  will  not  dwell  long  in  a  narrow  tenement,  where  no  fuel  is  fur- 
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nished  for  the  vital  flame ;  it  will  shut  up  shop  ere  the  winter  of  age 
approaches,  and  the  worms  of  the  valley  will  rent  it.  As  the  autumnal 
winds  divest  the  trees  of  their  foliage,  and  scatter  the  blossoms  of  sum 
mer  over  the  barren  heath,  so  will  you  be  prematurely  stript  of  all  your 
gewgaws,  ribbons,  lace,  and  other  finery,  if  you  persist  in  tight  lacing. 
Don't  smile  at  the  remark — it  is  as  true  as  it  is  melancholy !  Adorn 
the  intellect — add  jewels  to  the  casket  of  the  mind,  and  when  you  have 
advanced  as  far  as  I  have  in  the  rugged  pathway  of  life — when  Time 
has  left  a  few  furrows  upon  your  now  blooming  cheeks — then  you  will 
cast  off  your  mantles  of  splendor,  and  say,  as  did  Galileo  of  old :  I  care 
not  for  these  things. 

My  respected  hearers — males  and  females !  the  monster  Fashion  is 
making  giant  strides  in  our  land.  It  engenders  vice  and  dissipation 
among  the  youth — it  sends  millions  of  them  down  to  the  shades  of 
Pluto,  as  if  to  supply  some  stipulated  demand.  It's  a  hard  case  to  have 
the  sins  of  the  parents  visited  upon  their  children  down  to  the.  third 
and  fourth  generations — therefore  I  recommend  that  an  ointment  be 
made  immediately  to  prevent  the  further  progress  of  this  sore  calamity. 
Let  the  ingredients  be  sobriety,  industry,  honesty,  and  good  moral  in 
struction  ;  which,  when  well  applied,  and  wrapped  in  swathings,  plain, 
comely  and  neat,  will  render  our  childrens'  children  robust,  and  en 
able  them,  as  my  dear  wife  used  to  say,  to  succeed  successfully.  So 
mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    LXX. 

ON  THE  PROGRESS  OF  MAN  TO  ANOTHER  WORLD> 

TEXT. — The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alone, 

Leada  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  unknown ; 

No  traveler  e'er  reached  that  blest  abode, 

Who  found  not  thorns  and  briars  on  his  road.— COWFER. 

BELOVED  friends — Perhaps  you  haven't  all  lived  long  enough  yet  to  find 
out,  that  it  makes  no  kind  of  odds  what  path  a  man  follows  on  his  pil 
grimage  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  he  is  sure  to  find  it  one  sown 
with  thorns  and  thistles— that  is,  if  Death  doesn't  waylay  him,  before  he 
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gets  into  the  beginning  of  the  worst  of  it.  I've  had  my  clothes  pretty 
well  torn  in  crawling  through  brush,  and  climbing  over  the  hedges  that 
intersect  my  path  toward  that  boundless  prarie,  where  the  rose  blossoms 
without  the  thorn,  and  where  the  unshod  feet  of  immortality  may  trip  it 
over  velvet  lawns,  without  the  fear  of  snakes  biting  the  heel — stubbing 
toes — or  of  having  the  legs  scratched  with  obtrusive  thistles.  Yes,  my 
friends,  I  have  traveled  far  on  my  journey,  over  every  variety  of  pros 
pect — through  balmy  groves  and  annoying  thickets — over  sandy  deserts 
and  bog  meadows — up  the  mountain  and  down  the  precipice.  All  these 
have  I  worked  my  way  through,  just  about  as  slick  as  any  mortal  could, 
and  with  as  little  damage  to  the  moral  man — without  any  allusion  to 
my  time-scratched  gourd  and  thread-bare  coat.  The  path  of  life  is  a 
path  of  joy  and  sorrow — bin  the  latter  most  frequently  predominates. 
In  the  morning  of  existence  man  starts  upon  that  road,  which  is  traveled 
but  once,  full  of  hope,  glee  and  fond  anticipation.  The  fragrant  dews 
of  youth  impart  a  delightful  perfume  to  his  senses — the  deceitful  bird 
of  Hope  allures  him  onward  from  grove  to  grove,  singing  in  a  melodi 
ous  strain,  which  he  expects  to  capture  by  laying  the  salt  of  admiration 
upon  its  tail — the  butterfly  Fancy  flits  before  him,  which  is  no  sooner 
caught  than  its  spangled  wings  are  crumbled  to  dust,  and  dispersed  by 
the  winds  of  disappointment.  He  gathers  the  buds  of  joy — waters 
them  with  extatic  tears — and  they  expand,  blossom  and  wither  in  his 
grasp.  He  eats  the  apples  of  sorrow,  and  they  make  his  stomach  ache 
for  a  time,  but  nevertheless  operate  as  a  healthy  physic,  after  an  ex 
cess  of  iiiirth.  lie  winds  liis  way  along  up  the  hill  of  manhood,  now 
pleased  with  a  variety  of  beauties  that  surround  him,  and  now  troubled 
by  the  stumps,  stones  and  sticks  of  caro,  till  at  last  he  reaches  the  sum 
mit.  His  sun  bus  now  attained  its  highest  arch  in  the  heaven  of  his 
existence  ;  and  beneath  its  warm  rays  he  pauses  for  a  moment  to  look 
at  the  eastern  valley  of  the  past,  which  lies  like  a  babe  of  Paradise 
slumbering  at  his  feet.  He  sees  it  through  the  gauzy  mist  of  memory, 
which  hides  all  its  blemishes,  and  adds  a  rainbow  tint  to  that  which,  in 
reality,  has  no  more  beauty  than  a  dried  up  old  maid,  with  red  hair, 
squint  eyes,  and  only  two  tushes  in  her  scandal  shop.  Everything,  my 
hearers,  looks  fine  to  him  tare,  because  they  are  in  the  distance  ;  and 
he  can't  go  back  to  enjoy  them  again.  But  he  is  not  allowed  to  stop  on 
the  pinnacle  of  this  hill — that  sun  of  his  which  is  ever  on  the  move,  is 
sinking  toward  the  western  horizon,  and  as  it  sinks,  the  objects  of  sor 
row  and  care  cast  lengthening  shadows  in  his  track.  Slowly  and 
solemnly  he  travels  down  the  afternoon  side  of  the  mountain,  through 
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the  dark  pines,  and  still  darker  hemlocks.  The  birds  that  now  sing  to 
cheer  him,  have  voices  harsher  than  buck-saws—the  owl  sits  hooting 
over  the  silent  homes  of  those  who  have  ended  their  career  in  the  dark 
valley  of  death — and  the  hoar-frost  whitens  the  turf  that  covers  them. 
The  thicket  darkens  as  he  descends,  and  the  thorns  and  briar  bushes 
obstruct  his  path  more  and  more — his  knees  begin  to  totter,  and  he  cuts 
him  a  stick  of  faith  to  support  his  wearied  frame.  He  now  lights  up 
the  lamp  of  Hope  anew,  as  he  gropes  his  way  along  the  gloomy  vale— 
the  chilling  dews  of  mortality  descend  and  congeal  on  his  frosty  head, 
and  the  dim  twilight  of  time  and  eternity  assumes  a  darker  and  gloomier 
shade.  As  he  puts  on  his  night  clothes  and  kneels  beside  the  earthly 
bed  prepared  for  all  living,  he  invokes,  with  his  last  orison,  the  protec 
tion  of  Him  who  watches  over  sleeping  mortals  through  the  long  hours 
of  night,  till  the  glorious  morn  of  immortality  breaks  in  golden  splendor 
upon  the  elysium  of  the  blest.  Before  he  closes  his  eyes  upon  his  pil 
low  of  clay,  he  takes  a  parting  look  at  the  western  horizon  of  his  exis 
tence,  and  he  there  beholds  the  mingled  hues  of  crimson,  amber  and 
gold,  which  tell  him  for  a  certainty,  that  Ids  to-morrow  will  be  fair  and 
no  mistake. 

My  dear  hearers — I  have  been  speaking  of  the  rise,  progress,  and 
decline  of  man,  who  was  composed  of  honesty,  integrity,  virtue,  and  a 
lover  of  the  fair  sex  in  general — all  noble  qualities.  He  never  picked 
pennies  from  a  dead  man's  eyes — never  stole  a  sheep,  nor  robbed  a  hen 
roost — never  voted  twice  at  an  election — nor  seduced  the  too  confiding 
daughters  of  men — yet  the  aloes  of  sorrow  were  strewn  in  his  path,  and 
hedges  of  difficulty  obstructed  his  progress  to  that  land  where  sorrow  is 
unknown.  Now,  my  friends,  we  all  have  a  hard  row  to  hoe  in  such  a 
tangled-up,  over-and-under,  right-and-left  world  as  this.  We  scratch 
our  feet,  bruise  our  shins,  bump  our  noses  in  getting  through  it ;  but 
there's  no  danger  of  any  one  getting  dead  sot  in  the  mud,  who  acts  ac 
cording  to  the  dictates  of  a  scolding  conscience,  and  doesn't  pull  other 
folks'  hair  harder  than  he  could  bear  to  have  his  own  pulled — but  on  the 
other  leg,  he  will  arrive  safely  and  soundly  at  that  blest  abode,  of  which 
my  text  speaks,  where  briars  don't  scratch,  and  where  the  song  of  *  Go 
away,  trouble  go  !'  is  sung  forever  and  ever.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER  LXXI. 

ON  VANITY. 

TEXT.— Ecclesiastes  said  '  that  all  is  vanity1— 

Most  modem  preachers  say  tho  same,  or  show  it, 

By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity. 

In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it ; 

And  in  this  scene  of  all-confessed  inanity, 

Dy  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher  and  by  poet, 

Must  I  restrain  me,  through  the  fear  of  strife, 

From  holding  up  the  nothingness  of  life.— BVBON. 

My  FRIENDS — When  I  come  to  brush  away  the  cobwebs  of  the  past, 
stand  before  the  looking-glass  of  the  present,  or  take  a  peep  into  futu 
rity,  I  say  without  hesitation,  exageration,  or  fear  of  condemnation,  that 
all  things,  taken  in  a  lump,  are  vanity  and  vexation  of  spirit.  The  loco* 
motive  world  appears  to  be  made  up  of  vanity,  insanity,  profanity,  and 
all  such  flummery  ;  and  life  itself  don't  amount  to  much,  whon  we  con 
sider  how  it  has  to  elbow  its  way  through  a  hedge  of  difficulties,  in  or 
der  to  get  at  something  ungetatable.  There  are  some  automatons  of 
doubt,  who  even  profess  to  disbelieve  that  it  will  meet  with  its  deserts 
in  another  hemisphere,  striped  of  all  its  pasteboard,  buckram,  and  tinsel 
work ;  but  they  take  back  all  they  have  said,  when  they  arrive  at  the 
gulf,  and  look  across  the  billows  of  despair,  trembling  for  the  issue.  No 
wonder  that  a  repentant  skeptic  once  wished  to  be  carried  to  the  top  of 
a  mountain  to  die,  in  order  that  he  might  expire  as  near  heaven  as  pos 
sible  ;  for  he  felt  that  the  clipped  wings  of  faith  were  able  to  perform 
but  a  short  flight. 

Yes,  my  hearers,  the  world,  considered  as  a  whole,  is  a  great  con 
glomerated  gob  of  vanity  ;  but  don't  you  accuse  me  of  underrating  tho 
works  of  the  Creator — for  the  universe  is  just  as  he  intended  it  should 
bo — no  sham  work  about  it.  Though  it  is  nonsensical  in  itself,  yet  it 
is  euwi*>M;d  wtv  first*tttte  fcUiff>  vvoU  ftwt$imwl,  <uul  calculated  to  wear 
like  raw-hide.  Some  of  its  parts  are  not  vanity,  by  a  long  shot.  Look* 
for  instance,  at  those  beautiful,  detached  portions  of  earth — the  ladies — 
they  are  moulded  from  the  finest  of  clay,  and  endowed  with  that  spirit 
of  love,  which  has  no  aninity  to  vainness,  whatever.  They  are  design- 
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ed  both  for  ornament  and  use ;  and  I  can  perceive  no  vanity  about 
them  ;  except  occasionally  they  wear  a  bow  too  much  in  their  bonnets, 
and  sometimes  set  their  caps  in  a  peculiar  condition,  for  *  some  person 
or  persons  unknown/  as  the  coroner  says.  I  find  no  fault  with  their 
tight  sleeves  and  loose  habits,  so  long  as  they  '  wear  short  tongues  and 
short  petticoats/  as  Deiteretch  Knickerbocker  says.  On  the  whole, 
they  are  the  essence  of  all  that  is  lovely — and  without  their  smiles  I 
wouldn't  preach  another  Sunday — so  help  me,  John  Rogers !  There 
is  one  species  of  vanity,  however,  which  every  one  of  you  ought  to  de 
spise.  I  mean  that  which  inflates  so  many  young  bucks  with  pompo 
sity.  Because  they  are  fed  with  larger  potatoes,  and  carry  better  dry 
goods  on  their  backs  than  some  others,  they  needn't  suppose  that  they 
are  worth  a  whole  community  of  working  men.  They  wouldn't  fetch 
so  much  in  the  market  of  utility,  as  the  blackest  chimney  sweep  that 
ever  scraped  a  flue.  In  fact,  they  are  nothing  more  than  overblown 
bladders  of  conceit,  with  scarcely  sense  enough  to  enable  them  to  com 
prehend  the  call  of  their  mammas,  when  they  bid  them  come  in  out  of 
the  rain.  I  am  sorry  to  say,  that  there  are  men,  also,  of  more  mature 
minds,  who  are  infected  with  similar  weaknesses.  I  have  seen  a  man, 
inflicted  with  wealth  and  a  vast  share  of  dogmatism,  set  himself  up  as  a 
disseminator  of  some  pernicious  doctrine,  and  look  down  with  contempt 
on  those  who  were*  too  wise  to  be  gammoned  by  him.  He  lived  in  af 
fluence,  perchance,  and  splendor  adorned  his  dwelling  ;  but,  my  friends, 
the  doctrines  and  habitation  of  this  man  were  built  upon  the  sand.  The 
wind  rose,  and  a  mob  came  and  beat  upon  his  house,  and  it  fell ;  and 
great  was  the  fall  thereof.  My  text  asserts  that  many  preachers  give 
evidence  of  vanity  by  their  examples.  This  is  incorrect — as  regards 
the  ministers  of  our  day — the  charge  is  often  laid  at  their  door,  but  they 
are  free  from  such  a  stain.  They  are  frequently  persecuted  for  righte 
ousness*  sake.  I  was  once  nearly  mobbed,  myself,  while  preaching  on 
a  stump  to  the  natives  in  Jersey,  on  the  benefit  of  «  making  hay  when 
the  sun  shines' — but,  thank  God,  I  was  afterward  invited  to  dinner  by 
some  of  my  bitterest  opponents  on  the  very  same  day.  Just  so  it  works 
— one  moment  we  professional  men  are  hooted  down  asses,  and  the 
next  extolled  as  gods.  As  for  me,  I  am  like  St.  Paul — '  everything  to 
all  men,1  Only  name  tho  sort  of  preaching  you  want,  and  you  shall 
taw  it  ^  but  if  yvw  upkaltl  wt\  I  will  Umi  (Julvgtft&U&t,  and  semi  you 
all  to  heaven,  whether  willing  or  not — loafers,  blackguards,  and  every 
thing,  without  distinction.  But,  my  brethren,  I  hope  and  trust  that  you 
will  get  there,  and  secure  that  magnitude  of  bliss  which  is  the  reward 
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of  the  just,  without  hanging  to  the  skirts  of  my  coat ;  for  there  is  no 
knowing,  as  my  illustrious  predecessor  said,  but  I  may  wear  a  rounda 
bout  when  the  eventful  day  of  departure  draws  near.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER   LXXII. 

ON   THE    RAVAGES   OF   TIME. 

TBXT. — When  a  few  more  years  are  wasted, 
When  a  few  more  springs  arc  o'er, 
When  a  few  more  griefs  I've  tasted, 

I  shall  fall  to  bloom  no  more  ! — GJUDLKY. 

MY  DEAR  hearers — These  words  were  uttered  by  a  man  borne  down 
with  despondency  ;  his  whole  life  was  a  pepper-and-salt  mixture  of  dis 
content  and  misery.  His  cup  of  grief  was  always  full,  though  he  kept 
constantly  sipping  at  it,  and  sorrow  beclouded  all  his  days ;  and  in  or 
der  to  render  himself,  if  possible,  still  more  miserable,  he  took  to  wri 
ting  poetry,  which,  instead  of  operating  as  a  safety  valve,  burst  his  heart 
strings,  and  sent  him  down  to  the  grave,  a  gray-haired  victim  of  despair. 
It  was  love  that  shipwrecked  the  hopes  of  his  younger  days,  and  threw 
the  machinery  of  his  brain  out  of  gear,  in  after  life.  Time  has  manu 
factured  some  trouble  for  me  in  his  careless  career,  but  he  has  also 
shaken  balmy  dew-drops  from  lu's  wings,  that  have  refreshed  many  a 
sad  and  weary  moment.  He  now  begins  to  handle  me  roughly,  and  the 
frost  that  gathers  upon  my  head  is  a  presage  of  the  cold  winter  of  death. 
I  would  gladly  tax  him  for  all  this  bodily  wear  and  tear ;  but  it  is  of  no 
use,  as  I  never  shall  get  a  cent,  and  might  as  well  forgive  the  debt,  first 
as  last,  and  be  prepared  to  yield  up  all  that  may  be  required ;  for  I  am 
well  aware  that  he  is  now- 
Whetting  his  scythe,  to  quickly  mow 
The  few  gray  hairs  that  deck  my  brow. 

Yes,  my  hearers,  I  am  past  my  bloom,  and  nearly  ripe  for  the  har 
vest.  All  the  good  that  I  can  now  do,  is  to  give  you  good  advice  how 
tc  live  and  act,  that  your  years  may  not  be  wasted,  nor  life  prove  a  bur 
den.  You  have  only  to  make  a  good  use  of  whatever  has  been  loaned 
you  by  Providence  ;  for  when  these  things  are  returned,  they  will  be 
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closely  examined,  and  you  will  have  to  make  reparation  for  all  the  in 
juries  they  have  received.    You  own  nothing  here — you  are  only  ten 
ants  of  this  lower  world,  and  the  rent  is  enormous.    You  have  the  use 
of  the  materials  of  life  free  gratis,  for  nothing  ;  but,  I  repeat,  they  must 
be  returned  in  proper  order — if  you  become  defaulters,  may  Heaven 
protect  you,  for  I  can't !     But  don't  depend  on  borrowing  from  one  an. 
other,  because  you  are  thus  divinely  fayored.     Many  seem  to  take  it  for 
granted,  that  because  a  generous  Providence  has  had  the  kindness  to 
lend  them  a  few  favors,  they  have  a  right  to  borrow  from  others  when- 
ever  they  can.     Some  borrow  money — some,  tools — some,  books — 
some    newspapers — and  others,  who  are  too  well  known  to  be  trusted 
with  a  dog's  dinner,  will  borrow  trouble,  for  the  sake  of  borrowing 
something.     This  is  no  way,  my  friends,  to  enjoy  life.     You  might, 
with  as  much  comfort,  strip  up  your  trowsers,  and  wade  through  a  bed 
of  nettles  to  pick  a  dandelion — as  to  be  thus  in  debt  by  continually  bor 
rowing  ;  but  if  you  are  resolved  to  do  it,  then  a  portion  of  my  text  will 
apply  to  you  exactly—*  When  a  few  more  years  are  wasted,'  &c.     The 
rising  generation  need  to  be  instructed  in  these  matters.     Many  of  these 
young  sprigs,  that  seem  to  bear  buds  of  thistles,  may,  by  proper  culture, 
be  made  to  blossom  roses,  and  some  that  bud  roses,  may  unfold  nothing 
but  thistles.     It  depends  on  you,  who  are  fathers  and  mothers,  to  see 
that  your  children  are  brought  up  in  the  way  they  should  go.     Don't 
tell  them  ghost  and  goblin  stories  to  frighten  them  out  of  a  year's  growth 
into  religion,  but  set  them  good  examples — teach  them  to  be  sober, 
moral  and  industrious — give  them  a  flogging  when  required,  and  let 
them  go  a  fishing  occasionally,  as  a  reward  for  goodness — keep  them 
from  writing  poetry  till  they  can  read  a  chapter  in  the  Testament  with 
out  assistance  ;  and  never  compel  them  to  marry  against  their  wills,  as 
you  value  their  future  peace  and  happiness.     Instruct  your  daughters 
in  the  accomplishments  of  the  present  day,  and  dress  them  well ;  for 
they  do  not  court,  but  are  to  be  courted  ;  and  unless  personal  as  well 
as  intellectual  attractions  are  offered,  it  is  ten  to  one  if  they  don't  die 
old  maids.     Soon  after  they  are  five-and-twenty,  they  *  fall  to  bloom  no 
more' — their  garlands  of  beauty  then  begin  to  fade,  and  all  the  false 
curls,  false  teeth,  false  color  and  false  airs  they  may  assume,  cannot 
restore  their  decayed  charms.     The  young  men  are  too  cunning  to  be 
deceived  or  taken  in  by  such  baits.     It  is  no  go — paint,  gum,  whale 
bone,  hog's  bristles  and  false  hair,  don't  make  a  lovely  girl  of  eighteen 
out  of  an  old  maid,  by  two-and-sixpence  worth. 
My  hearers,  young  and  old — we  shall  all  soon  be  on  the  decay — 
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some  sooner  than  others,  in  consequence  of  care,  grief  and  disappoint* 
incut ;  but  contentment  and  cheerfulness  will  not  protect  us  from  the 
assaults  of  age,  though  they  serve  to  trim  the  wick  of  life  when  the  oil 
is  getting  low,  and  to  keep  the  flame  pure  till  the  last  flicker  expires. 
When  but  a  few  more  years  have  wasted  their  blight  and  mildew- 
when  a  few  more  springs  have  returned  to  renovate  everything  but 
man — and  when  we  have  partaken  of  a  few  more  griefs,  we  shall  all 
fall  to  earth,  and  bloom  no  more,  till  we  are  transplanted  to  another 
sphere.  To  you,  my  young  females — ye  flowerets  of  the  earth — the 
tcndcrest  of  the  tender— allow  me  to  address  myself.  Remember  that 
your  beauty  discloses  in  the  morning  of  youth,  mid  the  dews  of  love, 
pleasure  and  delight,  and  arrives  at  maturity  ere  the  meridian  of  life  is 
attained — its  blossoms,  like  the  petals  of  roses,  are  strewn  before  the 
evening  gale,  and  wafted  away  forever.  You  have  not  the  strength  of 
the  sterner  sex  to  bear  the  weighfof  sorrow  ;  and  unless  well  protected 
from  the  chill  winds  of  adversity,  your  charms  will  winter-kill,  and  you 
wither  away  like  apple-parings  in  the  sun.  Though,  like  the  lilies  of 
the  field, '  you  toil  not,  neither  do  you  spin,  and  Soloman  in  his  glory 
was  not  arrayed  like  one  of  you,'  yet  recollect  that  the  time  may  come, 
when  a  knowledge  of  things  useful  will  be  requisite.  Lay  up  a  store 
of  useful  information,  and  pack  it  down  with  piety,  to  keep  it  from  taint 
ing  ;  so  that  when  all  personal  charms  have  decayed,  and  the  '  flowers 
of  loveliness '  have  dropped  from  your  bosoms,  the  mind  may  still  be 
adorned  with  beauty  imperishable.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    LXXIII. 

ON  THE  WINDS. 

TEXT. — Ye  vagrant  winds  !  yo  winds  that  blow  ! 

Where  are  your  homes,  and  what  are  ye  ? — Ajtott. 

MY  HEARERS — Were  I  to  go  on,  in  a  long-winded  strain,  in  attempting 
to  analyze  or  define  wind,  I  should  at  last  arrive  at  no  other  conclusion 
than  that  wind  is  wind.  It  is  the  breath  of  Omnipotence — an  immate 
rial,  invisible,  mysterious  something ;  and  yet  is  nothing.  Like  the 
Deity  himself,  it  is  never  seen,  but'  its  influence  is  felt,  and  its  effects 
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are  witnessed,  everywhere.  You  have  doubtless  all  heard  of  the  four 
winds  of  heaven ;  and  it  might  appear  like  arrogant  presumption  on  my 
part  to  suppose  that  you  are  not  acquainted  with  their  respective  names : 
nevertheless  I  will  mention  them.  They  are  Boreas,  ^Eolius,  Eurocly- 
don  and  Zephyr.  Boreas,  a  bitter,  blustering  son  of  a  bully,  was  born, 
bred  and  brought  up  in  the  northernmost  corner  of  the  north.  With 
icicles  hanging  upon  his  chin,  and  a  nose  as  cold  as  a  lobster's  liver,  he 
comes  bellowing  upon  the  blast ;  and  a  death-chill  shoots  through  the 
veins  of  vegetation  at  his  unwelcome  approach.  He  occasionally  tries 
to  light  up  a  smile  on  his  saturnine  features,  and  at  times  succeeds  in 
shedding  a  few  half-frozen  tears  of  penitence  over  the  grave  of  mar 
tyred  Nature  ;  but  take  him  for  all  in  all,  as  my  friend  Shakspeare  says, 
he  is  about  as  hard  a  character  as  was  ever  allowed  to  run  at  large,  and 
riot  upon  the  bounties  of  Providence,  ^olius,  my  friends,  resides  in 
a  windy  cave,  somewhere  upon  the  shore  of  the  equatorial  ocean.  His 
home  is  in  the  sunny  south :  with  aerial  bellows  he  sometimes  blows 
us  some  gladdening  gales,  highly  scented  with  the  pure  odor  of  para 
dise,  and  at  others  he  dampens  our  coats  and  our  spirits  with  a  conti 
nuation  of  drizzling  rains.  Euroclydon's  home  is  in  the  cast.  He  is 
the  king  of  storms — partaking  partly  of  the  cold,  disagreeable  nature  of 
his  northern  neighbor,  Boreas,  and  partly  of  the  damp  disposition  of  his 
southern  friend,  ^Eolius.  His  spunk  is  the  most  conspicuous  at  the 
time  of  our  vernal  and  autumnal  equinoxes.  Zephyr — that  mild,  bland, 
cheerful,  spangle-winged  angel  of  my  heart's  delight — lives  and  luxuri 
ates  in  the  balmy  bowers  of  the  west,  where  the  gods  and  goddesses 
are  forever  wooing,  but  never  quench  their  loves  in  the  cold  baths  of 
wedlock.  Oh,  my  friends !  I  do  love  a  zephyr  as  a  dog  does  his  din 
ner.  I  could  die  with  one  in  my  bosom  in  the  hottest  of  dog-days, 
without  a  murmur  of  complaint.  When  one  wanders  over  the  western 
hills,  in  rosy  summer,  and  brushes  the  musquetoes  from  my  fevered 
probocis — and  the  gay  little  Sylphs  shake  from  their  butterfly  pinions 
the  grateful  fragrance  of  flowers — it  seems  as  though  heaven,  in  an  ex 
citement  of  bliss,  was  about  to  break  loose,  and  bury  me  in  a  flood  of 
rapturous  joy ! 

My  friends — the  winds  are  mysterious  spirits  that  roam  round  the 
earth,  seeking  for  rest  and  finding  none.  Their  home  is  everywhere, 
anywhere  and  nowhere,  like  the  wild  ocean-bird,  that  now  reposes  up 
on  the  calm  wave — now  beats  his  flight  through  the  tempest — and  now 
tosses  to  and  fro  on  the  rolling  billow.  They  are  peaceable  enough  at 
times,  and  again  as  uproarious  as  an  earthquake  afflicted  with  the  deli- 
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rium  trcmens.  I  have  seen  them  gently  draw  their  fairy  fingers  through 
the  light  locks  of  the  child,  and  lightly  lift  the  green  leaf  to  get  a  kiss 
at  the  lilly ;  and  I  have  seen  them,  too,  take  a  back  hug  with  the  giant 
oaks  of  the  mountain,  and  come  off  victors  over  some  of  the  strongest 
fortifications  of  man.  When  their  mad  propensities  are  once  aroused, 
all  the  hemp  halters  in  Halifax  can't  hold  them;  and  when  they  are 
once  fairly  asleep  upon  their  ethereal  pillows,  you  might  as  well  under* 
take  to  preach  piety  into  a  pack  of  cards  as  to  try  to  awake  them  from 
their  slumbers.  They  will  have  their  own  way. 

There  is  melancholy  music  in  the  winds.  It  creates  a  lonely  sensa 
tion  about  the  heart  to  hear  them  hum  their  solemn  psalms  amid  the 
hollow  pines  of  the  mountain  in  the  dead  hour  of  night ;  or  to  listen  to 
their  howlings  through  the  apertures  of  old,  ivied  towers,  ruined  castles 
and  deserted  monasteries.  Their  wild  and  unearthly  tones  fill  the  soul 
with  romance — cause  Fancy  to  fall  in  love  with  the  marvelous  and  su 
pernatural,  and  soften  down  the  most  callous  hearts  to  the  consistence 
of  new-made  putty.  What  is  there  more  solemn,  my  friends,  than  to 
go  into  that  sacred  enclosure — the  garden  of  the  dead,  where  bodies 
are  plan  ed,  like  potatoes,  in  rows — where  silence  reigns  supreme— 
where  marble  stones  are  reared  to  tell  that  the  dust  below  has  once 
been  alive — where  all  that  is  left  of  human  greatness  is  but  a  name 
written  upon  the  obelisk  by  a  hand  that  also  must  soon  crumble  to  dust: 
— what  is  there,  I  say,  more  solemn  than  to  go  in  there  upon  a  moon 
light  eve — when  the  harp  of  the  night-wind  is  set  among  the  branches 
of  the  willow — and  listen  to  its  breathings  as  it  sings  a  requiem  over 
the  graves  of  our  departed  kin !  There  are  sacred  minstrels  that  rido 
upon  the  invisible  steeds  of  the  wind;  and  he  who  cannot  appreciate 
the  mournful  sweetness  of  their  melodies,  must  have  a  soul  as  devoid 
of  music  as  a  pasteboard  bugle  with  harness-leather  keys. 

Winds,  what  are  ye  ?  that  is  more  than  I  can  tell.  All  I  know  is, 
my  friends,  that  they  are  necessary  to  life — refreshing  to  our  corporaci- 
ties — and  beneficial  to  everything  that  lives,  moves  or  grows.  The  ver 
nal  winds  bear  us  a  renovating  balm — open  the  infant  buds  of  the  new 
born  year — and  bring  us  an  abundant  promise  of  hope  and  love.  The 
summer  winds  bring  food  to  the  flowers — nourish  the  young  seeds  that 
are  forming  in  their  germs — ventilate  the  heated  halls  of  July  and  Au 
gust — and  whisper  that  Nature  is  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  her  prime. 
The  autumn  winds  wave  their  banners  over  a  dying  world,  and  shake 
a  blighting  mildew  upon  the  fairest  objects  of  earth— meanwhile  beck 
oning  to  man  to  put  on  an  extra  undershirt  of  morality — a  thick  jacket 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS.  j79 

of  faith— and  an  overcoat  of  fortitude,  to  be  in  readiness  for  the  chilling 
blasts  of  age,  which  are  now  already  upon  him.  The  wintry  winds 
whistle  through  the  crevices  of  the  tomb ;  and  their  shrill  tones  echo 
along  the  dark  valley  of  death,  summoning  us,  poor  ephemeral  mortals, 
to  our  everlasting  homes.  Be  prepared,  then,  my  friends,  for  the  win 
ter  of  life  ;  and  oh !  when  the  last  cold  gust  of  existence  shall  sweep 
past  your  tottering  tabernacles,  you  may  be  found  to  be  good  solid  wheat, 
and  worthy  of  the  granary,  rather  than  the  mere  chaff,  which  the  winds 
waft  away  to  be  gathered  no  more !  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    LXXIV. 

ON    SUICIDE. 

TEXT. — To  be,  or  not  to  be — that  is  the  question. 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  sutler 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune, 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 
And,  by  opposing,  end  them. — SIUKSPEARB. 

MY  HEARERS— On  the  question  of  '  To  be,  or  not  to  be,'  I  appear  be 
fore  you,  on  this  occasion,  as  a  defender  and  supporter  of  the  affirma 
tive  :  that  is,  I  go  in  for  having  the  to  be  last  just  as  long  as  Divine 
Providence,  in  its  mercy,  shall  ordain  ;  since  existence  is  one  of  the 
greatest  blessings  a  man  can  enjoy,  if  not  absolutely  indispensable  to 
the  preservation  of  the  body.  I  am  in  favor  of  having  life's  brittle  thread 
spun  out  to  the  full  extent  its  fine  texture  will  admit ;  and  when  it  snaps, 
may  it  be  in  the  evening  breeze  of  age,  while  one  end  is  secure  be 
tween  the  thumb  and  linger  of  Omnipotence,  rather  than  in  the  meri 
dian  whirlwind  of  manhood,  when  suicidal  madness  so  often  snatches 
it  from  the  distaff— rolls  it  in  a  wad — and  casts  it  into  eternity,  as  a 
snarled-up  botheration,  and  too  full  of  the  kinks  of  perplexity  for  human 
nature  to  bear.  I  don't  believe,  my  friends,  that  man  ever  gained  any 
thing  by  committing  suicide  ;  and  he  is  sure  to  loose  a  large  amount  of 
fun  that  has  been  stowed  away  for  him  upon  some  of  the  upper  shelves 
of  the  world,  to  be  handed  down  by  Fortune  ere  his  natural  existence 
shall  have  been  drawn  to  a  close.  In  order  to  illustrate  the  folly  of  sui- 
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cide,  allow  me  to  suppose  that  three  disciples  of  the  renowned  Izaak 
Walton  are  seated  on  the  bank  of  a  stream  engaged  in  the  patience- 
trying,  but  honorable,  profession  of  angling.  Their  names  we  will  call 
Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry.  Well,  Tom,  being  favored  by  the  conjunctive 
influence  of  Providence  and  the  water  Niades,  has  the  loftiest  kind  of 
piscatory  luck,  inasmuch  as  he  is  kept  putting  in  and  pulling  out  inces 
santly;  while  the  hopes  of  the  other  two  are  not  flattered  by  even  so 
much  as  a  nibble.  Dick,  in  a  foolish  paroxysm  of  madness  for  his  mis 
fortune,  suddenly  drops  his  pole,  and  goes  off  and  hangs  himself;  and 
Harry,  in  the  exercise  of  cool  moral  philosophy,  holds  steadily  on  to 
his,  and  reasons  thus  :  If  I  go  and  kill  myself,  I  am  sure  to  catch  no 
fish  by  that  operation  ;  so  here  I'll  sit,  like  Patience  on  a  monument 
smiling  at  stubborn  cat-fish,  till  they  condescend  to  favor  me  with  a 
bite  !  He  continues  angling,  with  Christian  fortitude,  and  eventually 
he  experiences  a  bite.  To  that  succeeds  another,  and  another,  still- 
tin  at  last  he  departs  for  home,  laden  with  as  glorious  a  string  of  fish 
cs  ever  gladdened  a  Catholic's  eyes  of  a  Friday.  Now,  my  friends,  I 
ask  you,  did  not  Dick  commit  a  foolish  act,  by  thus  laying  violent  hands 
on  his  own  life,  instead  of  waiting  patiently  for  that  auspicious  luck 
which  attended  his  comrades?  You  answer,  yes :  so  be  it.  This, 
then,  is  the  moral  of  suicide.  You  all  cast  your  hoop-baited  hooks  in 
to  the  troubled  waters  of  the  world  ;  and  if  you  don't  catch  something 
more  than  a  gudgeon,  instanter — you  go  and  make  Judases  of  your 
selves  !  What  folly  !  what  stupidity  !  I  tell  you,  my  brethren,  to  keep 
on  bobbing — the  fish  will  bite,  by  and  by.  The  darkest  pall  of  gloom 
that  has  ever  been  spread  over  the  earth  by  wrathful  spirits  of  the  tem 
pest,  has  always  been  removed  by  the  guardian  angels  of  light  and  love 
liness.  Although  your  sun  of  hope  should  set  in  the  darkest  clouds  of 
despair,  take  a  swig  at  the  bottle  of  cheerfulness,  and  doubt  not  but  it 
will  rise  on  the  morrow  as  clear  as  a  bull's  eye,  and  brighten  in  lustre 
till  it  reaches  the  zenith  of  man's  highest  expectations.  Cheer  up, 
cheer  up,  you  saturnine  sons  of  sorrow,  and  sit  no  longer  in  the  shade 
of  self-created  misery ;  but  promenade  up  and  down  the  sunny  aisle  of 
.^Vaswws  \\Uvw  iW  hypo^UoAulmc  fc>?$et»  UU  (uudcd  woesxa.ud  where 
the  blue  devils  dare  not  trespass.  It  your  moments — those  little  »dtt£» 
ed  grandchildren  of  the  hours — come  to  you  apparently  dressed  in  the 
sable  habiliments  of  mourning,  you  may  rest  assured  that  they  borrow 
their  color  from  the  black  despondency  of  your  hearts  ;  for  just  behold 
them  in  the  sunlight  of  mirth,  and  their  tiny  wings  will  sparkle  with  a 
golden  effulgence,  like  the  jewels  of  an  angel's  diadem  in  the  sunshine 
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of  immortal  glory.  Believe  this,  my  friends — although  you  are  not 
bound  to  believe  all  I  say ;  for  I  have  the  candor  to  admit,  that  I  give 
out  the  wheat  of  truth  inclosed  in  the  husks  of  error  and  human  falla- 
bility,  the  same  as  any  one  does. 

My  .dear  hearers  !  in  looking  over  the  appalling  catalogue  of  suicides 
the  first  of  last  month,  I  feel  as  down-spirited  as  a  glass  of  gin  that  has 
stood  uncovered  for  a  week ;  but  I  sha'n't  make  away  with  myself. 
No — I  will  keep  on  preaching.  I  will  try  to  preach  all  suicidal  ideas 
out  of  the  human  family,  if  possible  ;  and  to  do  this,  I  will  always  put 
on  a  little  extra  steam  just  previous  to  the  gloomy  days  of  November 
and  December,  when  the  contagion  of  self-destruction  always  seems  to 
prevail.  It  has  prevailed  lately  to  a  t-i-o-n  shun.  We  have  beaten 
England  to  our  everlasting  disgrace — and  whether  it  be  attributed  to 
the  defeat  of  Van  Buren,  the  election  of  General  Harrison,  his  death, 
or  to  the  prevailing  propensity  for  following  in  the  wake  of  English 
customs,  I  know  not,  and  neither  do  I  care.  It  is  enough  for  me  to 
know  that  the  dreadful  fact  exists.  My  text  asks  '  whether  'tis  nobler 
in  the  mind  to  suffer  the  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune/  &c. 
Yes,  it  is  nobler  to  sutler  with  misfortune,  and,  in  one  sense,  battle  with 
it,  than  to  take  up  arms  after  the  manner  of  which  Mr.  Hamlet  speaks  : 
for  it  is  as  plain  as  an  old  maid's  age,  that  this  kind  of  taking  up  arms 
means  that  man  has  nothing  more  to  do  than  to  play  the  pan  of  a  cow 
ard,  and  scud  from  time  to  eternity  with  each  particular  hair  standing 
on  end,  like  bristles  on  a  frightened  boar  pig.  To  square  off  in  a  pugi 
listic  style  at  trouble,  or  to  bear  up  spunkishly  under  its  assaults,  is  em 
phatically  taking  up  the  arms  of  patience  and  Christian  fortitude  ;  and 
he  that  abides  to  the  end,  is  entitled  to  an  extra  turkey  quill  in  his  cap; 
but  he  that  pusillanimously  runs  over  the  boundary  line  of  existence, 
must  feel  about  as  cheap  when  in  the  presence  of  Omnipotence,  as 
though  he  had  been  engaged  in  the  fight  of  liberty,  and  called  his  legs 
into  active  service,  to  save  his  carcase  from  danger. 

My  friends— as  brother  Nichols  lately  remarked,  a  man  has  no  busi 
ness  to  take  that  away  from  himself  which  the  God  of  nature  gave  him 
in  trust,  No— he  can't  do  it  without  incurring  M\  uwful  responsibility, 
Nellie*  y\>u>norl>Ytof  &wy  otUor  bnu»  can  thrust  mursdvus  into  the 
arms  of  our  Maker.  We  must  wait  till  he  condescends  to  take  his  fret 
ful  babes  from  this  earthly  cradle  of  woe,  and  clasp  them  to  his  bosom 
with  more  than  parental  affection.  Before  you  lay  your  hands  upon  a 
razor,  a  pistol,  a  rope  or  a  phial  of  poison  with  a  self-murdering  design, 
think,  I  beseech  you,  of  where  you  are  about  to  go !  Though  all  around 


182  SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

you  may  be  gloom,  yet  all  before  you  is  darkness  and  uncertainty. 
Like  the  beef-steak,  you  may  jump  from  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire— 
into  the  fire  that  feeds  itself  forever  with  the  fuel  of  its  own  wrath. 
Think  whether  you  are  prepared — whether  the  spirit  has  science 
enough  to  swim  safely  the  Hellespont  of  Death — and  oh !  consider  that 
if,  by  wilful  violence,  you  cause  a  premature  delivery  of  the  soul,  it  will 
be  sent  still-born,  into  the  lap  of  eternity,  wrapt  in  the  swaddlings  of 
everlasting  death !  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER   LXXV. 

ON  HYPROCRI3Y. 

TKXT.— Why  did  you  choose  that  cursed  sin, 
Hypocrisy,  to  set  up  in ? 
Because  it  is  the  thrivingcst  calling— 
The  only  saint's  bell  that  rings  all  in. — BUTLER. 

MY  DEAR  friends — If  there  is  one  object  of  iniquity  in  the  locomotive 
world,  more  to  be  despised  than  another,  it  is  a  hypocrite — that  ma 
chine  for  manufacturing  piety,  made  by  the  devil's  geometry — that  de 
ceptive  specimen  of  the  genus  homo,  who  has  a  very  sweet  voice,  but 
a  stinking  breath — who  knocks  at  the  door  of  salvation,  dressed  in  the 
habiliments  of  disguise  ;  and  vainly  hopes  to  gain  admittance — aye,  he 
hopes  in  vain — for  just  as  sure  as  sin  meets  with  its  recompense,  he, 
and  his  whole  tribe,  will  be  pulled  down  to  perdition,  like  soap-suds 
through  a  sink  hole.  Oh,  hypocrisy  !  put  on  as  many  outer  garments 
of  sincerity  as  thou  wilt,  still  thy  rottenness  smells  to  heaven,  with  an 
odor  ranker  than  the  fumes  of  compound  garlic  and  asafedita !  Thou 
art  likened  unto  the  fair  looking  Dead  Sea  apples,  which  are  no  sooner 
touched,  than  they  crumble  to  ashes.  Thou  art  everything  and  any 
thing,  except  what  thou  scemest  to  be.  At  thy  shrine,  thousands  kneel 
down  and  worship,  with  one  eye  cast  upward,  and  with  the  other  seek 
ing  to  pilfer  the  costly  ornaments  that  surround  thy  golden  altar.  I  can 
point  out  before  me  now,  a  hard  Christian,  whose  soul  is  white-washed 
with  the  lime  of  apparent  truth  and  purity,  and  who  is  bribed  to  serve 
his  Maker,  by  an  abundance  of  this  world's  riches,  even  as  the  heart  of 
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the  political  hypocrite  is  varnished  with  patriotism,  through  the  hopes 
of  licking  the  well-daubed  molasses  cups  of  office.    It  isn't  you,  young 
man  by  the  post,  whom  I  mean — nor  is  it  you,  young  woman  by  the 
window— but  it  is  you,  you  bald-headed  old  reprobate  by  the  door :  yes, 
it  is  you,  who,  for  a  mere  pretence,  make  prayers  as  long  winded  as  a 
southern  gale— who  offer  up  your  devotions  while  your  thoughts  are 
out  on  mercenary  errands :  it  is  you  who  act  as  spiritual  highwayman 
on  the  road  to  heaven,  robbing  the  poor  of  their  hard  earnings,  and  per 
suading  them  that  they  lend  to  the  Lord,  while  you  pocket  the  whole  ; 
and  I  make  bold  to  tell  you  of  it,  in  order  that  the  arrows  of  conviction 
may  pierce  your  iron-cased  heart,  and  bring  you  to  a  sense  of  repen 
tance,  ere  it  be  forever  too  late.     I  perceive  that  you  wear  a  woolen 
vest,  buttoned  close  up  to  the  chin,  to  prevent  the  cold  winds  of  winter 
from  affecting  your  conscience.     Well,  there's  need  for  it,  and  a  flannel 
undershirt,  likewise.     Now  listen,  brother  partner  in  the  experience 
of  age  !     Instead  of  entering  in  at  the  gate,  you  have  climbed  over  the 
fence  that  surrounds  the  garden  of  piety — roved  abroad  in  its  precincts 
— tangled  up  the  high  grass  of  morality — trod  the  flowers  of  virtue  un 
der  foot — and  all  under  the  pretence  of  cultivating  the  ground,  while,  in 
fact,  you  had  been  cropping  the  silvery  blossoms  of  emolument,  and 
sowing  the  seeds  of  vice  and  duplicity,  on  every  side.     Bear  in  mind, 
you  tottering  monument  of  frailty,  that  your  day  of  dissolution  is  at  hand 
— that  every  revolving  day  winds  up  a  link  in  the  short  chain  which 
binds  you  to  the  tomb — and  that  you  will  soon  be  called  to  commence 
a  voyage  of  discovery  beyond  life's  continent,  from  whence  no  adven 
turer  has  ever  yet  returned.     What  then  do  you  think  that  all  your 
worldly  gains  will  avail  you  ?     I  will  tell  you.     After  settling  with  the 
Evil  One  for  services  by  him  rendered,  you  will  have  a  balance  remain 
ing,  just  sufficient  to  pay  your  passage  down  to  everlasting  misery- 
exclusive  of  wine,  and  other  gastronomic  substaiitials.     Therefore,  take 
heed,  O  frost-bitten  man  of  perdition,  or  you  may  seek  for  redemption 
where  there  is  none  to  be  found,  and  call  in  vain  upon  one  who  will  not 
hear,  for  your  manifold  transgressions. 

My  beloved  hearers — the  reason  why  so  many  set  up  in  that  cursed 
sin,  hypocrisy,  is  because  it  is  a  thriving  calling — that,  by  it,  they  can 
lounge  away  their  time,  under  the  tree  of  lucre,  and  call  upon  the  hon 
est  and  ignorant,  to  beat  the  boughs,  while  they  take  possession  of  the 
golden  fruit,  as  it  falls !  that  by  it  they  are  enabled  to  rob  the  contribu 
tion  box  of  the  widow's  mite,  and  convince  her  that  it  is  for  the  glory 
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of  a  blessed  cause  ;  and  that  her  poor  dependant  offspring  should  sit 
shivering  in  the  bitter  blasts  of  want,  for  the  sake  of  sect,  and  the  ag 
grandizement  of  those  who  stand  at  his  head.  They  can  always  easily 
squeeze  out  a  few  tears  of  sympathy  over  the  fatherless  and  distressed ; 
but  they  are  frozen,  and  fall  like  hail-stones  upon  the  marble  sepulchres 
of  the  dead.  To  be  killed  with  kindness,  is  a  pleasant  death  to  die; 
but,  for  my  part,  I  had  rather  go  down  to  the  grave  with  the  scurvy, 
than  to  be  mortally  overpowered  with  any  act  of  generosity,  which  lies 
in  the  power  of  a  hypocrite  to  forward.  Look  at  me,  my  friends,  and 
sec  if  I  am  not  as  transparent  as  a  stick  of  clarified  candy  :  observe  my 
past  and  present  line  of  conduct,  and  find,  if  you  can,  even  a  fly-speck 
of  deception,  to  mar  the  fine  texture  of  an  unsullied  life.  If  I  think  you 
to  be  a  set  of  confirmed  scoundrels,  I  make  no  bones  in  telling  you  so ; 
and  if,  on  the  other  hand.  I  find  you  to  be  pure  and  uncontaminatcd,  I 
plaster  on  the  praise,  regardless  of  your  blushes.  Now,  as  I  am,  with 
al,  but  a  feeble  taper,  surrounded  by  the  thick  darkness  of  moral  depra 
vity,  I  hope  you  will  hang  close  to  the  skirts  of  my  coat,  while  I  lead 
you  through  the  gloomy  and  vicious  avenues  of  the  world ;  and  at  the 
same  time  hug  up  to  one  another  in  the  bonds  of  brotherly  union  and 
love  ;  so  that  when  I  shall  be  extinguished  by  the  snuffers  of  death,  you 
can  guide  each  other,  by  the  light  of  your  own  countenances,  and  re 
sort  to  no  hypocritical  means  to  obtain  more  morality  than  you  inherit 
from  your  own  good  deeds.  If  you  obey  my  precepts — improve  upon 
my  words,  when  you  apply  them  to  action — and  make  no  arrogant  as 
sumptions  of  virtue,  you  will  go  through  life  as  smooth  as  a  dose  of 
castor  oil,  and  wind  up  your  last  mortal  concerns,  in  the  full  assurance 
of  endless  peace  and  happiness.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER  LXXVI. 

ON  THE  DEPARTURE  OF  THE  YEAR. 

'"' " 
TEXT.— Cone  !  gone  forever !— Like  a  rushing  wave, 

Another  year  has  burst  upon  the  shims 
Of  earthly  being — and  its  last  low  tones, 
Wandering  in  broken  accents  on  the  air, 
Are  dying  to  an  echo.— PRENTICE. 

MY  HEARERS— The  occasion  on  which  I  now  hold  forth  is  more  than 
ordinarily  shaded  with  the  deep  umber  of  solemnity.  It  is  an  occasion 
calculated  to  call  forth  thoughts  dressed  in  the  sober  guise  of  pensive- 
ness,  and  reflections  appareled  in  the  robe  of  solemnity,  Ornamented 
with  the  gold  and  silver  trimmings  of  hope.  Let  there  be  silence  !  for 
another  year  has  been  entombed  in  the  dark  sepulchre  of  the  Past — 
another  quill  has  been  plucked  from  the  fleet  pinions  of  Time — and 
Eternity  has  received  another  dose  of  physic,  by  gulping  into  its  insa- 
tiated  maw  the  contaminated  carcase  of  1810.  Don't  ask  why  you 
should  mourn  over  the  grave  of  the  past  year,  or  joy  over  the  cradle  of 
the  infant  '41.  You  should  mourn  for  the  dead  year,  one  and  all.  The 
young  should  mourn,  because,  by  its  demise,  another  flower  has  faded 
in  the  boquet  of  their  youthful  delights,  and  another  leaf  has  been  turned 
over  in  the  only  volume  of  romance  which  the  vast  library  of  life  af 
fords  ;  and  the  aged  should  mourn,  because  another  foothold  has  given 
away  on  the  sand-bank  of  existence,  leaving  them  to  pull  themselves 
up  by  the  brittle  weeds  that  grow  upon  the  margin  of  their  own  graves. 
You  should  rejoice,  my  friends — because,  through  the  aid  of  Tempe's 
swollen  flood,  the  ten  thousand  ills  that  have  heretofore  choked  up  your 
rivulets  of  happiness,  have  been  swept  into  the  sea  of  oblivion,  there  to 
lie  and  rot  unheeded,  like  so  many  potato  skins  at  the  latter  end  of  a 
gutter.  What  is  a  single  year?  methinks  I  hear  you  ask.  It  is  of 
more  importance  than  you  seem  to  apprehend.  In  its  dying  struggle 
it  hits  us  a  kick  in  our  alvine  regions,  and  sends  us  another  notch  near 
er  to  our  everlasting  homes  ;  it  deepens  the  furrows  that  Time  has 
gently  marked  out  upon  the  comely  features  of  manhood,  and  crops 
white  hairs  from  the  barren  poll  of  age.  Since  I  last  addressed  you, 
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my  friends,  the  tip  end  of  my  conspicuous  nose  has  teen  shoved  two 
incites  farther  into  the  portal  of  the  tomb,  and  another  wrinkle  has  been 
added  to  my  corrugated  brow  :  and  so  it  is  with  the  whole  of  you. 
Every  annual  circling  of  the  sun  by  the  earth  you  inhabit,  winds  up  a 
fiftieth  or  a  seventieth,  as  the  case  might  be,  of  the  cord  of  existence  ; 
and  you  will  all  kick  the  axle  sooner  than  you  expect,  and,  I  fear,  long 
ere  you  are  prepared  for  the  agonizing  squeeze. 

My  dear  hearers — another  year  has  gone — gone  forever  !  like  a  rush 
ing  wave  it  has  burst  upon  the  shore  of  earthly  being,  and  fled  back  in 
to  the  eternal  ocean  of  nothingness  from  whence  it  sprang.  The  last 
echoes  of  its  expiring  moans  now  faintly  echo  upon  the  wintry  air ;  and 
Nature  dons  her  mantle  of  mourning,  while  frozen  tear-drops  roll  down 
her  distorted  phiz.  Yes,  the  old  year  lies  now  buried  in  the  charnel- 
yard  of  by-gone  ages ;  but  the  lovely  damsel  Spring  will  soon  strew  its 
grave  with  the  budding  blossoms  of  promise,  and  the  thorns  of  future 
sorrow  and  woe  shall  be  covered  by  the  sweetest  of  roses.  But,  dear 
hearers,  beware  of  this  witching  delusion !  If  you  grab  too  hastily 
at  the  flowers  of  anticipation,  you  may  stand  a  chance  of  getting  your 
digits  scratched  by  the  obtruding  briers  of  reality.  The  purest  objects 
of  this  world  are  merely  gilded  with  beauty,  which  vanishes  with  the 
first  eager  embrace — even  as  the  artificial  bloom  which  too  many  of  our 
young  ladies  wear,  is  kissed  away  with  the  first  rapturous  smack  of  the 
lover.  The  little  space  which  is  allotted  to  you  all,  between  this  and 
your  final  jumphig-olV  place,  can  easily  be  surveyed  by -the  watchful  eyo 
of  prudence  ;  and  if  you  don't  steer  straight  over  mountain,  meadow, 
bog  and  marsh,  you  will  be  likely  to  enter  upon  the  threshhold  of  here 
after  with  torn  trowscrs  and  weather-beaten  souls. 

This,  my  friends,  is  a  time  for  solemn  reflection.  Look  back  to  the 
dawn  of  the  burst  up  year,  and  see  what  changes,  since  then,  have 
taken  place  in  the  social  world !  Behold !  how  the  friends  of  your 
youth  have  been  stolen  away — how  many  have  resigned  life's  epheme 
ral  breath — how  many  have  shed  their  last  tear  of  dejection,  and  closed 
their  dim  peepers  in  the  thick  darkness  of  death  !  'Tis  but  a  few  short 
months  since  the  late  year  rose  as  bright  as  a  tin  tea-pot  on  the  happy, 
the  careless  and  the  blythe — but  where  are  they  new  ?  They  have 
ended  life's  pilgrimage  ere  it  had  hardly  commenced,  and  are  now 
soundly  slumbering  on  their  pillows  of  dust  in  Death's  lonesome  valley, 
where  the  sod  presses  cold  on  their  crumbling  bosoms  of  clay  !  When 
we  look  back  upon  those  happy  hours  which  oblivion  has  canceled  for 
ever,  O,  how  beautiful  they  seem !  and  we  cannot  but  wish  that  we  had 
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taken  pains  to  secure  their  fat  and  tallow,  as  well  as  their  hide  and 
hair,  when  they  were  present  with  us.  But,  what  is  gone,  is  gone  for 
good.  There  is  no  use  in  trying  to  number  the  wrecks  that  Time 
has  left  behind  him,  or  in  attempting  to  scrape  up,  with  the  spoon 
of  recollection,  the  vast  quantity  of  milk  he  has  upset  in  his  frolicks. 
You  must  now  look  out  for  the  future,  and  let  the  past  perish  in  the 
eterile  kingdom  of  forgetfulness.  Commence  a  clean  page  in  the  jour 
nal  of  existence  ;  and  if  a  single  blot  of  vice  should,  perchance,  stain 
its  unsullied  whiteness,  rub  it  out,  I  pray  you,  before  it  becomes  dried 
and  fixed  forever.  Many  of  you  profess  as  much  religion  as  you  can  well 
carry  off  without  grunting ;  but  I  want  to  see  you  practice  more  morali 
ty—and  now  is  the  time  to  commence  it.  It  is  my  particular  desire 
that  you  should  henceforth  avoid  all  hypocrisy,  cupidity,  venality,  jea 
lousy  and  revenge  ;  and  take  up  the  weapons  of  honesty,  truth,  charity, 
temperance  and  love ;  knock  the  devil  himself  down,  should  he  presume 
to  cross  your  path,  and  keep  pushing  straight  ahead  for  the  goal  of 
righteousness,  as  though  the  hell-hounds  of  Hades  were  barking  at  your 
heels. 

My  dear  friends !  yet  a  little  while  longer,  and  no  seasons  will  flour 
ish  around  us.  Old  Time  will  fold  his  gray  wings,  and  expire  with  tlio 
general  burstification  of  the  universe  ;  and  silence  for  us  all  will  prepare 
her  dark  mansion,  where  beauty  no  longer  shall  nourish  her  roses,  nor 
the  lilly  overspread  the  wan  cheek  of  Despair  ;  but  we  have  this  con 
solation  :  the  eye  shall  be  brightened  with  unfading  lustre,  when  it 
wakes  to  true  bliss  in  that  everlasting  realm  of  glory,  where  the  sun 
never  more  shall  go  down  on  the  grave  of  the  year.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER   LXXVII. 

ON    THANKLESS    CHILDREN. 

. 

TEXT. — How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  U 

To  have  a  thankless  child  ! — SHAKSPKABC. 

MY  HEARERS — If  the  laws  of  Nature  were  such  that  full-grown,  ready- 
made  members  of  the  human  family  could  be  brought  into  existence, 
we  should  be  spared  a  vast  deal  of  trouble,  anxiety,  grief  and  mortifica- 
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tion  in  the  cultivation  of  young  suckers  of  mortality,  called  children. 
Our  first  parents  came  into  the  world  as  ripe  as  wind-fallen  peaches, 
and  as  full  of  vigor  as  a  lemon  is  full  of  juice.  As  soon  as  they  were  . 
born  from  the  earth's  mysterious  womb,  they  were  ready  for  matrimo 
ny  ;  and  their  nuptial  and  christening  ceremonies  were  all  performed 
at  the  same  time.  They  never  crept  in  infancy — they  never  prattled 
together  as  brother  and  sister  in  childhood — they  never  felt  the  fervency 
and  enthusiasm  of  youth — -and  they  never  experienced  the  blissful  ago 
ny  of  long  protracted  and  unwcdded  love.  No,  they  wero  made  man 
and  wife  almost  tho  moment  they  got  ready  to  breathe  ;  and  thus  those 
two  physical  trees  budded,  blossomed  and  fructified  on  the  very  morn 
ing  they  were  planted  in  paradise.  So,  my  friends,  it  should  be  now  ; 
for  such  small  potatoes  as  children  are  at  the  present  day,  are  a  nuisance 
to  communities  and  a  plague  to  parents.  When  I  speak  thus  of  tho 
rising  generation,  1  wish  it  to  be  understood  that  I  havo  not  reference 
to  the  exact  whole,  but  to  a  large  majority  of  the  juvenile  race.  I  know 
that  some  of  them  have  dispositions  as  mild  and  as  gently  as  the  balmy 
breath  of  May,  and  are  easily  trained  up  in  tho  way  vcy  should  go ; 
but  there  are  others — aye,  too  many  others — possessed  of  such  inflexi* 
blc,  and  ungrateful  tempers  that  it  is  doubtful  whether  Satan  himself 
would  not  blush  to  own  them  as  his  oilspring.  They  drag  thrulgh  tho 
muck  of  ingratitude  all  the  choicest  gifts  of  parental  kindness — SespaAs 
beyond  the  limits  of  a  liberal  indulgence — make  mouths  at  their  mothere, 
and  swear  at  their  sires  for  presuming  to  administer  to  them  the  physic 
of  admonition  in  the  molasses  of  unadulterated  love. 

Oh,  my  friends !  it  is  biting  to  the  heart,  and  sharper  than  a  serpent's 
tooth  to  have  a  thankless  child  :  to  have  one  that  will  ride  his  own  hob 
by  to  hell,  in  spite  of  the  threatening  thunderbolts  of  fear,  or  of  the  en- 
ticing  wiles  of  favor ! — one  upon  whom  the  dews  of  instruction  fall  as 
futile  as  spring's  genial  showers  upon  a  sand-bank.  Yet  how  many 
there  are  whose  arbors  of  peace  are  stript  of  their  foilago  by  their  own 
thankless  children!  Whither  we  direct  our  footsteps,  and  wherever 
we  turn  our  eyes,  we  behold  these  case-hardened  scraps  of  humanity  as 
thick  as  maggots  in  ily  time.  We  find  them  on  the  corners  of  the  high 
ways  and  byways  watching  the  tide  of  evil  as  it  rolls  by,  and  gathering 
all  the  scum  of  iniquity  that  floats  upon  the  surface  of  society.  We  see 
them  stripping  the  petals  from  the  tlowers  of  virtue  to  get  at  the  black 
seeds  of  vice,  and  wandering,  would-be  vagabonds,  over  the  pathless 
desert  of  unrestraint.  The  parental  tears  that  are  shed  over  these  em 
bryos  of  loaferism  are  of  no  more  avail  than  a  dose  of  castor  oil  to  a 
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costive  stove-pipe.  They  will  swim  in  the  poo)  of  corruption  in  spite 
of  ancestral  anguish ;  and  if  their  mothers  attempt  to  wipe  the  slime 
from  their  backs  with  the  rag  of  reproof  they  twist  and  squirm  like  half- 
flayed  eels,  and  snap  at  their  benefactors  like  the  snake  in  the  fable.  I 
can't  see,  my  friends,  even  with  the  magnifying  spectacles  of  philoso 
phy,  why  it  is  that  children  are  so  prone  to  adopt  the  vices  of  their  se 
niors  and  discard  their  virtues  ;  unless  it  is  that  boys  fancy  they  can 
never  be  men  until  they  have  possessed  themselves  of  all  the  wicked 
ness  that  ever  accumulated  in  the  carcase  of  manhood.  In  this  respect, 
however,  I  should  judge  that  they  arc  all  born  men,  like  Adam  of  old, 
and  stand  in  no  need  of  seeking  such  mualy  qualities  as  saueincss, 
blackguardism  and  profanity.  The  truth  is,  my  hearers,  boys,  at  the 
present  day,  outgrow  their  pantaloons,  and  become  men  before  their  fa 
thers  learn  wisdom  ;  and  girls  find  their  petticoats  too  short  before  they 
have  scarcely  entered  upon  their  teens. 

My  hearers — strange  as  it  may  appear,  I  am  fond  of  infants,  young 
puppies,  and  a  good  bowl  of  hot  soup  ;  but  I  hate  saucy  children,  old 
dogs  and  cold  porridge.  There  is  something  about  a  child  in  infancy 
that  speaks  of  heavenly  innocence,  and  tells  us  how  pure  the  heart  of 
man  might  be  were  it  not  for  the  corrupting  effluvium  of  sin  that  rises 
from  the  dead  swamps  of  the  world,  and  contaminates  the  whole  moral 
atmosphere.  Guardian  angels  watch  over  the  little  cherub  as  it  slum 
bers  in  its  cradle,  while  the  fond  mother  reads  nothing  upon  its  features 
but  innocence  and  purity.  She  beholds  the  green  bud  gradually  unfold 
from  day  to  day,  and  rejoices  in  the  expectation  of  as  lovely  a  flower  as 
ever  cast  its  sweets  in  the  circle  of  domesticity.  She  listens  to  its  art 
less  prattlings  with  delight  as  it  creeps  over  the  thrcshhold  of  time  in 
to  mature  existence,  and  thinks  not  how  soon  it  may  be  converted  into 
a  little  loathsome  lump  of  ingratitude  and  stubbornness  :  how  soon  the 
shears  of  Time  will  clip  the  apron  string  that  binds  it  to  her,  and  let  it 
run  into  the  streets  of  iniquity,  and  seek  its  own  way  to  perdition,  with 
no  one  to  reclaim  it  or  give  it  friendly  advice,  other  than  by  whispering 
•  Does  your  mamma  know  you're  out  ?'  No,  she  thinks  not  of  this  mat 
ter,  for  she  cannot  conceive  how  an  object  so  lovely,  so  innocent  and 
so  pure  can  ever  be  transformed  into  a  receptacle  for  all  the  stray  vices 
that  the  devil  ever  scattered  on  his  journey  from  heaven  to  his  infernal 
home  below. 

My  dear  friends — thankless  children  have  brought  thousands  of  gray 
hairs  in  sorrow  to  the  grave  ;  and  they  will  continue  to  do  it  if  you  hu 
mor  and  pet  them  too  much,  and  set  them  bad  examples  by  exhibiting 
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ingratitude  toward  your  Maker  for  the  bounties  you  receive  at  his  hands. 
Some*  of  you  are  the  most  ungrateful  wretches  that  ever  were  permitted 
to  trespass  in  the  sacred  enclosure  of  existence.  You  receive  luxuries 
in  abundance  fresh  from  the  lap  of  Providence,  and  then  go  away  grum 
bling,  instead  of  returning  thanks  for  the  favors  received !  How,  then, 
can  you  expect  that  your  children  will  be  thankful  to  you  for  those  very 
favors  which  you  scornfully  received  from  Him  upon  whose  liberality 
you  subsist,  and  to  whom  you  are  indebted  for  the  loan  of  a  body  to  salt 
down  a  soul  in  ?  Children's  ingratitude  to  parents  is  bad  enough  sure 
ly  ;  but  a  parent's  ingratitude  to  the  Parent  of  all  good  is  worse  still ; 
and  let  me  warn  you,  my  friends,  always  to  go  upon  the  true  moral 
principle  of '  the  smallest  favors  thankfully  received,'  either  from  above, 
below  or  about,  in  order  that  you,  your  children,  and  your  childrens* 
children  may  live  in  peace — die  in  glory — and  go  to  happiness  at  last. 
So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    LXXVIII. 

ON  WINTER. 

TEXT. — The  season  of  gloom  has  arrived, 
And  winter  is  hard  at  the  door  ; 
Ho  whispers  to  all  '  my  power  is  revived,' 
And  tells  us  'remember  the  poor.' — ANON. 

MY  HEARERS'— Winter,  cold,  dreary  winter,  is  now  visiting  this  particu 
lar  portion  of  the  globe  for  the  five  thousand  eight  hundred  and  forty- 
fourth  time,  since  he  first  made  his  debut  from  the  darkness  of  chaos, 
and  trampled  under  foot  the  fair  garlands  which  youthful  Nature  had 
strewn  over  the  earth.  Though  an  unwelcome  guest  to  many,  he  still 
pays  his  annual  visits,  despite  all  grumblings  and  growlings  ;  and  none 
can  stand  on  the  skirts  of  his  coat,  nor  say  wherefore  comest  thou. 
He  cuts  and  comes  again,  like  a  carving  knife;  and  will  continue  to 
come  and  go,  till  the  perpetual  spring  of  eternity  shall  take  the  place  of 
those  ever-varying  seasons  which  are  the  sad  emblems  of  human  life, 
and  everything  belonging  to  this  precarious,  evanescent  and  daily-dying 
world.  Yes,  my  friends,  the  season  of  gloom  has  once  more  arrived— 
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that  wide  nitch  in  the  calendar  of  time  in  which  we,  poor  mortals,  lie 
in  a  comparative  dormant  state,  sucking  our  claws,  in  common  with  the 
bears  and  woodchucks  of  the  plains.  Hark !  old  Boreas  comes  bellow 
ing  with  the  blast,  from  his  icy  cavern  of  the  north,  bidding  us  be  mind 
ful  of  the  poor  and  destitute,  toward  whom  it  is  his  mission  to  show  no 
mercy  whatever.  O  ye,  who  stand  warming  your  posterior  portions  at 
your  own  comfortable  fires,  while  the  anterior  halves  are  suffering  with 
the  cold — just  think  of  those  pennyless,  homeless,  shirtless  wanderers 
of  the  earth,  who  have  not  the  privilege  of  warming  even  one  side  at  a 
time  !  Think  of  them,  I  say — then  hug  a  little  closer  up  to  the  stove, 
and  see  if  it  is  not  possible  to  thaw  out  a  small  quantity  of  sympathy 
for  such  miserable  outcasts  as  they,  who  can  but  illy  abide  the  cold 
piercing  blasts  of  this  world,  and  dare  not  leap  to  another,  for  fear  of 
its  being  altogether  too  hot.  It  wont  answer,  my  friends  for  you  to 
think,  that  because  you  don't  witness  the  sufferings  of  the  poor,  none 
exist.  Your  pretended  ignorance  of  the  truth  can  never  exculpate 
you  from  any  wilful  neglect :  therefore,  don't  tickle  your  fancies  with 
any  such  straw  as  that.  A  very  dark-complexioned  negro  observed  to 
me,  the  other  day,  that  he  preferred  black  to  any  other  color,  becau&c 
it  didn't  show  dirt.  *True,  Pompey,'  said  I,  'it  doesn't  show  dirt,  but 
then  the  dirt  may  be  there  for  all  that,  may  it  not  V  '  Dat's  a  fak' — was 
all  the  frustrated  nigger  could  say.  I  not  only  convinced  him  of  his  er 
ror,  my  friends,  but  even  induced  him  to  acknowledge  that  he  had  about 
as  lief  be  a  white  man,  and  expend  more  for  soap,  as  one  of  those  car 
bonated  brands  of  mortality,  which  emit  so  strong  an  effluvia  when  agi 
tated  by  caloric.  Now,  my  hearers,  if  you  cannot  see  the  wants, 
the  necessities  and  the  miseries  of  the  poor  through  the  darkness 
of  self-interest,  I  advise  you  to  fed  for  them ; — feel  for  them  with 
your  hearts — feel  for  them  with  your  hands — feel  for  them  in  your 
breeches  pockets,  and  lay  hold  of  that  which  has  power  to  comfort  the 
widows  and  orphans  in  their  afflictions — feel  all  over  for  them — feel  all 
around — and  oh !  feel  that  you  are  in  duty  bound  to  aid  in  alleviating 
the  distresses  of  those  who  have  been  less  fortunate  than  you  in  gather 
ing  up  those  bounties  which  Heaven  shakes  from  her  lap  for  us  all. 
At  any  rate,  I  beg  of  you,  my  brethren,  not  to  oppress  the  poor. 

My  dear  friends — during  the  rigid  reign  of  winter,  instead  of  send 
ing  your  lucre  into  distant  lands  to  make  the  contented  heathen  misera 
ble,  I  fervently  pray  that  you  will  endeavor  to  make  the  miserable  around 
you  comfortable,  by  the  bestowment  of  a  few  loose  pennies,  which  might 
otherwise  slip  through  your  fingers,  and  roll  forever  away  into  the  slui- 
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ccs  of  dissipation  and  extravagance.  I  mean  to  do  all  I  can  toward 
effecting  this  object,  by  an  extra  power  of  preaching.  I  have  already 
preached  a  small  quantity  of  vegetation  from  the  apex  of  my  cranium ; 
and  I  will  keep  on  preaching  till  you  are  taught  to  place  the  same  value 
on  a  wretched  brothcr-in-blood,  whose  hopes  and  whose  ambition  have 
become  paralizcd  by  penury,  as  you  do  on  the  brute  creation  whoso 
wants  are  ever  supplied  by  the  charitable  hand  of  either  God  or  man. 
Living,  as  many  of  you  do,  in  the  foul,  murky  atmosphere  of  corruption 
and  refinement,  the  windows  that  let  the  light  of  benevolence  into  the 
dark  dungeon  of  your  souls  have  become  coated  with  the  tarnish  of  ava 
rice  and  self-gratification  ;  and  I  verily  believe  that  you  had  rather  scat 
ter  dollars  to  the  four  winds  of  foolishness,  than  place  a  copper  in  the 
frost-bitten  hand  of  the  perishing  mendicant,  who  extends  it  in  the  name 
of  heaven  and  humanity.  To  speak  plain,  I  consider  some  of  you  to 
be  mean  enough  not  to  allow  a  poor,  miserable  mortal  like  him  to  share 
a  bone  with  your  dog,  or  a  comer  of  your  stable  with  your  horse.  Were 
he  to  die  upon  your  door-steps,  your  only  trouble  would  be  to  shovel 
him  into  the  gutter  ;  there  to  lie  till  the  careless  verdict  of  the  cold- 
hearted  coroner  is  rendered — '  Found  dead ! — go  stow  him  away  where 
his  carcase  wont  poison  the  rats  !' — and  all  this,  because  misfortune  had 
clothed  his  beautiful  immortal  spirit  in  the  scornful  attributes  of  a  loafer! 
Oh,  this  is  the  queerest  world  that  I  ever  assisted  in  populating,  or  crer 
expect  to!  Man's  constant  inhumanity  to  man  seems  to  render  it  ex 
tremely  probable  that  all  will  eventually  go  down  to  the  dark  regions  of 
Pluto ;  for  I  can't  point  out  a  single  one  who  is  so  much  better  than 
another,  as  to  entitle  him  to  an  exclusive,  endless  reward.  I  some 
times  think  that  the  gates  of  heaven  might  as  well  be  bolted  at  once, 
and  labeled  '  Closed  for  the  season,'  as  to  have  the  kingdom  uf  righte 
ousness  continue  to  be  an  open  field  for  wealthy  monopolists,  and  such 
other  worshippers  of  Mammon,  as  have  purchased  an  ermine  of  holi 
ness  with  that  glittering  dross  which  so  delights  the  eye  while  it  damns 
the  soul. 

My  friends — while  you  sit  at  your  own  firesides  with  mirth,  content 
ment  and  abundance  smiling  upon  you — while  you  hear  the  young  de 
mons  of  the  storm  squalling  at  the  window  casement — while  the  mes 
sengers  of  Death  ride  astride  of  the  blast,  and  shoot  their  frosty  arrows 
hither  and  thither — I  beg  of  you  to  remember  the  poor !  Lend  them 
yo\ir  pity,  and  with  that  pity  extend  a  crust  and  a  copper.  They  be 
long  to  the  human  family  as  well  as  you :  they  have  the  same  feelings, 
and  can  endure  want  and  deprivation  no  better  than  you.  Take  them  a 
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mite  from  your  abundance  and  add  to  their  necessities— and  the  tears 
of  grr  *\tude  they  will  spill  on  the  occasion  will  more  than  overflow  your 
cup  otyjarthly  happiness,  and  all  the  honor,  the  glory  and  the  praise 
shall  be  yours  forever  and  ever.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER   LXXIX. 


ON  ANIMATED  DUST. 

TEXT. — Where  is  the  dust  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 

The  spade,  the  plough,  disturb  our  ancestors : 

From  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread. — YOUNG. 

MY  DEAR  friends — I  am  inclined  to  think  that  on  Saturday  afternoon, 
when  Nature  had  completed  her  pure  and  beautiful  system  of  worlds 
which  roll  around  us,  she  found  she  had  a  handful  of  refuse  dust  left 
over — that  she  hunted  about  for  some  unoccupied  corner  of  the  universe 
in  which  to  deposit  it ;  but,  finding  none,  she  threw  it  down  in  disgust 
between  Venus  and  Mars,  saying :  Float  there,  thou  contemptible  mass 
of  corruption,  and  breed  unto  thyself  a  society  of  loathsome  vermin, 
even  as  a  loafer's  shirt  becomes  inhabited  from  the  ovaries  of  its  own 
filth  !  In  process  of  time  it  experiences  a  sort  of  crawling  sensation, 
and  lo  and  behold,  it  became  literally  alive,  with  all  manner  of  creeping 
and  upright  things,  from  man  down  to  grasshoppers  and  June-bugs. 
Yes,  my  friends,  the  breath  of  life  was  breathed  into  certain  masses  of 
dirt,  when  they  became  detached  from  earth,  and  locomoted  to  anji  fro 
in  all  the  pride  and  self-puissance  of  being.  Some  crawled,  some  crept, 
and  some  stood  perpendicular,  while  others  took  wings  and  soared 
heavenward,  pointing  out  the  source  whence  came  the  spirit  which  ani 
mated  their  clays.  At  that  time  the  human  form  divine  was  composed 
of  the  pure  material,  imported  from  the  Celestial  Empire.  But  what  is 
it  now  '<  It  has  been  so  many  times  wrought  over — so  many  times 
moulded  together,  cast  to  the  four  winds  of  heaven,  and  remoulded,  that 
the  physical  structure  of  man  at  the  present  day  is  no  more  like  what 
it  was  in  its  primitive  purity,  than  a  bass-wood  ham  is  like  the  Simon 
pure  Westphalia.  The  flesh  of  our  first  father  was  composed  of  violets, 
rose  leaves,  and  such  other  beautiful  flowers  as  had  decayed  in  Eden's 
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fair  garden ;  and  his  spirit  was  as  sweet  as  the  fragrance  they  exhaled 
upon  the  new-born  dews  of  the  morning :  but  now  a  heap  of  rubbish  is 
raked  together  from  a  wide  circumference,  consisting  of  decomposed 
cabbages,  turnips,  onions,  snakes,  toads,  &c.,  sprinkled  with  life's  alco 
hol — then  operated  upon  by  the  galvanic  battery  of  Nature,  and  the 
whole  putrid  mass  gives  one  jump,  and  pitches  headlong  into  eternity. 
O,  man !  what  a  degenerate  lump  of  loathsomeness  thou  art !  thy  very 
soul  has  become  contaminated  by  the  body,  and  the  moral  savor  it  emits 
is  as  rank  as  a  parcel  of  woolen  stockings  toasting  upon  a  gridiron. 
We  are  all  made  up  of  leavings :  that  pretty,  worshipped,  cracked-up 
heap  of  humanity  which  now  encumbers  mighty  England's  throne, 
yclcped  Victoria,  was  once  partly  thrown-away  cold  slaw  in  the  back 
yard  of  her  ancestors,  and  partly  the  sweeping  of  the  streets  in  Ger 
many.  Why,  1  urn  not  ushumcd  to  own  that  I,  myself,  Dow,  Jr.,  urn 
composed  in  part  of  oysters,  hogs  and  cattle ;  and,  therefore,  I  make 
bold  to  say  that  you,  my  decent  looking  hearers,  are  made  up  of  no  bet 
ter  trash. 

My  friends — unbutton  your  jackets,  and  let  your  bosoms  expand  with 
miraculous  thoughts  when  you  reflect  how  every  particle  of  dust  that 
adheres  to  the  soles  of  your  boots  has  once  been  alive.  It  is  even  so. 
The  merry  plough  boy,  as  he  goes  whistling  by  his  team,  and  watching 
the  furrow  as  it  rolls  up  at  his  feet,  little  dreams  that  he  is  mixing  the 
ashes  of  his  ancestors  with  those  of  the  beasts  of  the  field  ;  and  that 
the  time  will  eventually  come  when  the  harrow  shall  be  dragged  across 
his  own  breast,  and  he  shall  yield  nourishment  for  corn,  pumpkins  and 
potatoes,  in  common  with  those  who  have  gone  before  him.  The 
spade  of  the  sexton  covers  the  dead  with  the  dust  of  the  dead — from 
human  mould  we  make  our  dinners — we  drink  the  blood  of  our  fathers 
from  the  wine-cup — and  our  children  make  dirt-cakes  from  the  once 
animated  check  of  beauty.  Methinks  I  can  see  kings  in  the  trees, 
beautiful  damsels  in  the  flowers,  and  all  kinds  of  flesh  in  the  grass.  O, 
it  almost  makes  me  spring  a-leak  around  the  heart  when  I  reflect  upon 
how  soon  we  all  shall  be  trampled  upon  by  the  feet  of  posterity— -how 
soon  they  shall  scamper  over  the  sodded  roofs  of  our  silent  mansions, 
while  we  sleep  on  forever  in  the  iron-bound  slumbers  of  corporeal  ab- 
scatcration  !  Yes,  my  friends,  soon  the  archangel  of  Death  will  spread 
his  purple  pinions  to  the  blast,  proclaiming  to  us  all  that  the  miller- 
worm  is  ready  to  grind  us  over  ;  for  our  dust  is  wanted  to  form  after 
generations  of  the  human  race,  whose  souls  are  now  waiting  in  the  ap 
proaching  future  for  our  cast-ofl'  breeches  of  mortality. 
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Now,  I  want  to  see  my  young  hearers  keep  their  carnal  dirt  together 
as  long  as  they  can,  and  not  have  it  crumble  to  pieces  ere  it  has  be 
come  firm  and  compact  by  the  maturing  suns  of  experience.  When  I 
see  the  beautiful  tabernacles  of  youth  falling  to  the  ground,  beneath  the 
storms  of  recklessness  and  folly,  I  feel  as  though  I  wanted  to  put  on 
more  lecturing  steam  than  my  physical  boiler  will  bear :  I  want  them 
to  live  out  all  their  days,  and  most  of  their  nights :  I  want  them  to  walk 
along,  two  by  two,  in  the  path  of  moral  rectitude,  and  climb  up  the  hill 
of  seventy  years  without  a  staff  to  aid :  and  finally,  I  want  to  see  you 
all  take  care  of  your  moral  corporacities,  that  dust  shall  not  be  called 
upon  to  mingle  with  its  native  dust,  until  it  has  arrived  at  that  advanced 
period  in  life,  when  it  is  only  fit  for  the  use  of  posterity,  and  unworthy 
of  the  spirit  which  inhabits  it.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER   LXXX. 

ON  THE  LOQUACITY  OF  WOMAN. 

T«XT. — Nature,  impartial  in  her  ends, 

When  she  made  man  the  strongest, 
In  justice,  then,  to  make  amends, 

Made  woman's  tongue  the  longest. — TANNAIIILL. 

MY  HEARERS — Keep  your  nut-crackers  closed,  and  be  tongue-tied 
while  I  tongue  it  for  a  few  moments  on  the  subject  of  tongues,  if  you 
please.  As  regards  the  utility  of  the  tongue,  it  is  needless  to  say  that 
it  is  one  of  the  most  important  appendages  to  the  human  system.  It  is 
designed  for  other  uses  than  licking  molasses  and  carrying  grub  from 
one  grinder  to  another  during  the  pleasant,  but  sometimes  tedious,  pro- 
cess  of  mastication.  Its  principal  office  is  to  form  and  finish  words  as 
they  bubble  up  in  a  chaotic  state,  through  the  thorax,  from  the  well- 
spring  of  the  heart.  In  society  tho  tongue  is  both  a  useful  and  a  plea 
sing  member — as  it  not  only  imparts  information  to  the  unlearned,  but 
serves  in  beguiling  many  a  weary  hour,  and  aids  in  digesting  sorrows 
that  sit  as  heavy  upon  the  soul  as  stewed  horse  nails  upon  a  dyspeptic's 
stomach.  In  its  operations  it  should  be  guided  by  prudence  and  mo 
deration  ;  else  it  becomes  a  bore  instead  of  a  blessing.  Some  people 
have  naturally  so  much  loquacious  steam  in  their  boilers,  that  when  they 
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once  get  the  clappers  to  the  com  mills  in  operation,  they  never  know 
when  to  stop  them.  Such  folks,  generally  speaking,  are  as  empty  as 
egg  shells  and  softer  than  soap  fat.  A  dam  with  a  gate  that's  always 
hoisted  can  hold  hut  little  water ;  and  a  man  who  leaks  too  freely  at 
the  mouth,  can't  have  much  in  him  excepting  that  gas  with  which  the 
bladder  of  vanity  is  ever  inflated. 

My  friends — my  text  implies  that  Nature  made  woman  with  a  longer 
tongue  than  man,  in  order  to  compensate  her  for  what  she  lacked  in 
physical  strength — that,  whenever  the  science  of  notification  might  fail 
in  her  purposes,  she  might  have  recourse  to  that  worst  of  all  weapons 
—a  long  tongue;  and  I  feel  bound  to  sayj  with  regard  for  the  deli 
cacy  of  the  feminine  gender,  that  women's  tongues  are  often  too  exten 
sive  for  their  own  especial  good,  and  for  the  benefit  of  the  community 
at  large.  If  they  would  only  bring  them  into  play  when  necessity  re 
quired,  I  wouldn't  say  a  word  ;  but,  the  fact  is,  they  are  too  apt  to  keep 
up  a  continual  click-clack,  for  the  sake  of  the  music  alone  ;  and  often, 
too  often,  they  upset  their  own  tea-pots  while  leveling  a  kick  at  their 
neighbor's.  Why,  my  friends,  I  know  several  of  the  she  sex  in  this 
city  who  have  knocked  out  all  their  front  teeth  and  worn  away  a  part 
of  their  gums,  by  the  continual  and  everlasting  working  of  their  scandal- 
distributors.  I  know  it  is  the  nature  of  the  beautiful  animal  to  indulge 
in  meddlesome  garrulity;  and  when  she  becomes  so  expanded  with 
gossip  as  to  be  in  danger  of  bursting  her  apron  strings,  I  am  willing  she 
should  let  off  her  surplus  steam,  provided  she  doesn't  blow  it  in  the 
face  of  innocence,  and  to  the  detriment  of  social  peace.  I  admire,  re 
spect  and  love  a  woman  whose  looks  arc  as  mild  as  a  moon-beam,  and 
whose  words  are  gentle  as  the  zephyr,  which  disdains  to  brush  even  a. 
dew-drop  from  the  mountain  daisy  ;  but  I  don't  like  to  meddle  with  one 
whose  disposition  contains  the  essence  of  lightning,  vitriol,  cream  of 
tartar,  and  hartshorn— who  manufactures  words  by  the  mile,  and  mea 
sures  their  meaning  in  a  thimble.  I  don't  care  whether  there  be  any 
meaning  in  them  or  not.  I  don't  like  it,  and  that's  enough.  All  talk, 
and  no  cider — as  is  the  case  with  some  women  and  the  loco  focos — is 
unendurable  ;  and  all  talk  with  too  much  cider — as  with  the  whigs — is 
equally  as  bad.  Those  are  my  politics.  As  the  rain  falls  the  gentlest 
from  the  clouds  when  unattended  with  thunder,  so,  give  me  a  tongue 
that  can  silently  shake  off  the  particles  of  speech,  and  let  them  drop 
calmly  through  the  ear  into  the  heart — there  to  moisten  and  refresh 
the  young  plants  of  virtue,  and  cause  them  to  flourish,  like  hog  weeds 
in  a  barn  yard. 
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My  friends — the  Dutch  governor  thought  wisely  when  he  advised 
the  girls  to  wear  short  tongues  and  long  petticoats  ;  but  his  advice  was 
as  water  spilt  upon  the  ground.  They  will  persist  in  wearing  long 
tongues  and  short  petticoats ;  and  when  I  come  to  take  the  measure  of 
the  difference  it  makes  in  their  moral  characters,  I  must  confess  that  I 
feel  a  disposition  to  persecute  them  with  my  preaching  till  I  can 'let  out 
a  hem  of  the  latter,  and  cut  short  about  four  inches  of  the  former,  with 
the  keen-edged  sword  of  persuasion.  My  dear  young  damsels !  it  is 
said  that  the  angels  of  heaven  only  whisper,  in  their  walks  mid  the  si 
lent  bowers  of  Paradise  ;  and  why  don't  you  take  a  pattern  after  them, 
in  whose  likeness  you  were  created,  and  whose  attributes  you  possess, 
with  the  exception  of  that  restless  and  never-to-be-tired-out  member — 
the  tongue  ?  It  is  a  sin,  a  shame  and  a  pity,  that  so  many  of  our  la* 
dies,  both  old  and  young,  are  addicted  to  such  excessive  talkativeness 
• — that  they  are  so  inclined  to  gad  about,  telling  things  which  ought  not 
to  be  told,  and  leaving  untold  those  things  which  ought  to  be  told. 
There  is  no  doubt  in  my  mind  but  a  strong  cup  of  tea  contains  a  vast 
quantity  of  the  animalcule  of  scandal ;  and  those  who  drink  the  deep 
est  from  it  are  the  most  given  to  gossiping.  Old  maids,  for  instance, 
will  drink  bohea,  of  sufficient  substance  to  float  a  pin  ;  and  they  can 
breed  more  musquetoes  about  town  in  a  single  day,  than  the  swamps  of 
Louisiana  can  in  a  month.  Perhaps,  my  friends,  you  may  say  there  is 
no  use  in  my  preaching  thus  ;  for  if  a  woman's  tongue  is  made  long 
by  Nature,  she  can  be  guilty  of  no  fault,  but  only  subjected  to  misfor 
tune.  I  don't  mean  to  blame  her  for  what  she  cannot  help — an  occa 
sional  overflow  of  loquacity  ;  but  I  want  to  give  her  a  good  dose  of  ad 
monition  with  respect  to  what  she  talks,  and  how  she  talks.  She  must 
recollect  that  words  are  as  slippery  as  live  eels ;  and  when  they  have 
once  carelessly  escaped,  they  may  cast  their  slime  on  the  white  frock 
of  Reputation,  ere  they  can  be  overtaken  and  captured.  Slander  that 
has  been  gathering  by  degrees,  like  a  slow  thunder  cloud,  bursts  up  at 
the  climax  of  its  blackness,  and  unwonted  sunshine  immediately  suc 
ceeds  ;  yet  still  it  casts  a  gloomy  shade  for  a  time  over  life's  happy 
hours,  and  threatens  destruction,  though  it  may  accomplish  but  little. 

My  dear  hearers — although  men's  tongues  are  shorter,  in  proportion, 
than  those  of  the  women,  and  are  slower  in  their  movements,  yet  I  be 
lieve  they  are  capable  of  doing  much  harm,  and  are  often  vulgarly,  sin 
fully  and  profanely  employed.  They  are  levers,  in  the  mouths  of  ma 
ny,  that  assist  them  in  putting  out  oaths  as  big  as  a  bushel  basket,  and 
as  horrible  as  they  are  bulky.  Some  men's  tongues  are  continually 
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coated  with  the  thick  scum  of  vice — others  are  only  stained  with  tobac 
co-juice  and  treachery — while  a  few  there  are,  that  are  kept  perfectly 
clean  by  the  pure  and  unadulterated  saliva  of  truth  and  virtue.  O,  my 
dear  friends,  one  and  all !  I  pray  you  keep  a  tight  rein  on  that  furious 
charger,  the  tongue,  lest  it  break  loose  in  the  wilderness  of  unrestraint, 
and  dash  your  vehicles  of  happiness  down  the  precipice  of  perdition, 
pitching  Hope's  golden  treasures  into  the  dark,  deep  ocean  of  despair. 
And  oh,  ye  mothers !  look  into  the  mouths  of  your  prattling  babes,  and 
see  whether  any  symptoms  of  the  tongue-ail  are  beginning  to  be  deve 
loped.  Watch  over  them  steadily,  and  teach  them  to  lisp  the  words  of 
truth  and  sincerity  ;  for  they  may  be  called  into  eternity  in  their  swad- 
dlings,  and  cause  a  black  mark  to  be  set  against  your  names  in  the  book 
of  life.  Yes,  the  very  cradles  in  which  they  are  now  sleeping  may 
turn  out  to  be  coffins  on  rockers,  soon  to  be  overspread  with  the  white 
mantle  of  death. 

My  hearers — having  shown  you  about  half  the  length  of  my  tongue, 
the  whole  of  woman's,  and  the  tip  end  of  man's  in  general,  I  have  no 
thing  more  to  say  ;  excepting  that  we  shall  all  soon  be  obliged  to  hold 
our  tongues  in  the  silent  sepulchre  ;  beyond  which  we  may  indulge  in 
some  delightful  cogitations — but  no  talking.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    LXXXI. 

ON  THE  USE  OF  TOBACCO. 

TEXT. — Tobacco  is  an  Indian  weed, 

It  was  the  devil  that  sowed  the  seed. — ANON. 

MY  INDULGENT  and  indulging  hearers — Of  all  the  evil  habits  that 
have  ever  been  plastered  upon  the  breast  of  society,  that  of  chewing, 
smoking  and  snuffing  tobacco  is  the  filthiest,  the  most  demoralizing  and 
the  most  inveterate.  It  was  the  devil,  beyond  all  question,  who  first 
sowed  the  seed,  and  who  is  still  the  sole  owner  and  proprietor  of  all 
that  is,  or  ever  will  be,  raised,  of  this  soul-contaminating  vegetable. 
All  the  tobacco  inspectors  in  the  country  are  his  principal  agents,  ap 
pointed  to  see  that  the  traffic  is  carried  on  to  his  own  especial  benefit- 
that  every  paper,  package,  parcel  or  cask,  is  accompanied  with  a  label 
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bearing  the  name  of  the  proprietor  in  his  own  hand  writing— for  none 
is  genuine  unless  signed  '  Beelzebub  Clovenfoot,  No.  1  Salamander 
street,  Infernal  Regions.'  It  is  strange  to  me  that  man  will  consent  to 
take  the  sub-agency  of  this  disgusting  narcotic,  and  deal  it  out  to  his 
brother  man,  when  he  knows  that  it  is  as  fatal  in  its  moral  effects  as  a 
drop  of  turpentine  when  applied  to  the  back  of  a  bed  bug.  I  care  not, 
my  friends,  how  healthy  the  fetus  of  morality  may  be  in  the  heart's 
fruitful  womb,  if  tobacco  be  taken  in  sufficient  doses,  an  abortion  will 
certainly  be  produced,  and  barrenness  ensue.  O,  you  vile  tobacco 
worms !  I  hardly  know  whether  it  is  best  to  poke  you  about  with  a 
long  stick  of  rancor,  or  stand  farther  off  and  rely  upon  the  enticing 
powers  of  persuasion.  I  expect,  however,  to  accomplish  but  little, 
any  way. 

My  hearers — To  such  of  you  as  are  in  the  habit  of  chewing,  allow 
me  to  address  myself,  butt-end  foremost.  If  you  don't  leave  off  the 
filthy  practice  I  shall  put  you  down  upon  my  catalogue  of  unclean 
beasts,  to  be  shunned  and  avoided  by  all  decent  society.  It  is  a  prac 
tice  productive  of  no  good  whatever,  and  fraught  with  more  evils  than 
a  scavenger's  horse  can  carry.  It  renders  your  carcases  as  loathsome 
and  disgusting  as  those  of  turkey  buzzards :  it  stains  your  dickeys  as 
well  as  your  moral  characters — blackens  both  your  teeth  and  your  souls 
— causes  an  odoriferous  stench  to  flow  continually  from  your  mouths — 
and  not  only  infuses  a  deadly  poison  into  your  blood,  but  leads  you  on 
to  an  inclination  for  occasional  dissipation — from  that  to  semi-occasional 
intoxication — and  thence  to  actual  damnation.  Man's  mouth,  my 
friends,  was  never  made  for  a  tobacco  box ;  and  I  wonder  how  any  one 
can  have  the  courage  to  chew  that  which  he  dare  not  swallow.  I'd 
like  to  see  a  man  stuff  some  of  the  trash  into  his  abdomidal  pantry.  If 
he  didn't  feel  uncomfortable  about  the  waistbands  soon  after,  it  would 
be  because  sickness  was  afraid  to  come  near  him.  Do,  dear  friends, 
for  the  sake  of  self-respect,  discard  the  noxious  quid,  and  not  go  squirt 
ing  your  dye-stuff  along  the  paths  of  decency  and  good  breeding,  as 
though  none  but  such  vermin  as  you  are  accustomed  to  walk  therein. 
Pay  some  regard  to  the  delicacy  of  the  feminine  gender.  The  ladies 
are  not  to  be  spit  upon  with  impunity ;  neither  should  the  fragrance 
which  surrounds  the  flowers  of  their  loves  be  contaminated  with  the 
eflluvia  of  plug  and  cavendish.  You  may  have  your  boots  well  polish 
ed — your  pantaloons  and  your  coats  cut  according  to  the  latest  fashion 
— and  you  may  shine  forth  in  all  the  splendor  of  attire — but  how  can 
you  have  the  audacity— the  brazen  impudence  to  look  in  the  face  of 
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common  neatness,  and  proclaim  yourselves  gentlemen,  while  tobacco* 
juice — that  unclarified  essence  of  tilth— is  oozing  down  from  the  cor* 
ners  of  your  mouths  into  your  whiskers !  And,  augh !  how  can  you 
ever  have  the  cruelty  to  apply  your  scurf-covered  lips  to  those  of  virgin 
purity,  or  bedaub  the  cheek  of  beauty  with  your,  nasty  kisses !  Just 
fancy  for  a  moment  how  agreeable  it  would  be  to  you  if  your  wives  or 
your  sweethearts  were  to  meet  your  embraces  with  cuds  of  tobacco  in 
their  mouths  as  large  as  bull  frogs,  and  with  breaths  thick  and  stout 
enough  to  hang  a  pair  of  saddle-bags '  across !  Yes,  my  friends,  how 
would  you  like  that  ?  Not  exceedingly  well,  I  trow.  Think  over  this 
matter  when  you  retire  to  your  respective  homes,  if  you  have  any,  and 
resolve  that  your  teeth  henceforth  shall  not  meddle  with  that  which 
levels  a  man  with  the  brute,  and  renders  him  unworthy  of  the  station 
he  occupies  in  the  scale  of  being. 

Snuffing,  my  friends,  is  nearly,  if  not  quite,  as  bad  as  chewing ;  and 
I  grieve  to  observe  that  females  as  well  as  males  are  addicted  to  it. 
When  I  see  a  woman  who  speaks  as  though  her  nasal  organ  was  made 
of  bell  metal — who  says  *  pud'n'  for  pudding— whose  skin  is  as  yellow 
as  the  latter  end  of  autumn — I  know  she  takes  snuff  in  sufficient  quan 
tities  to  make  an  Egyptian  mummy  sneeze  in  its  sarcophagus  ;  and  I 
also  know,  that  her  brains  are  equally  as  dirty  as  the  handkerchief  she 
uses — and  that's  enough  to  throw  a  pair  of  tongs  into  convulsions. 
Many  pretend  that  they  take  snuff  to  clear  their  heads.  It  clears  their 
heads,  in  time,  of  all  sparkling,  brilliant  and  original  ideas,  and  leaves 
•instead,  a  confused  chaos  of  unfinished  thoughts— wrecks  of  fancy— 
and  any  number  of  untamed  chimeras.  That  is  the  only  way  which  it 
clears  their  heads,  my  friends.  The  less  dust  you  admit  into  your 
noses  the  clearer  your  heads  will  be — the  better  your  healths — and  the 
more  transparent  your  morals. 

My  dear  friends — since  we  are  to  be  cursed  with  tobacco,  I  will  al 
low  you  to  smoke,  very  occasionally ;  for  by  it  good  moral  lessons  are 
taught,  and  from  it  much  consolation  may  be  derived.  When  the  wa 
ters  of  the  mind  become  troubled  in  sorrow's  sweeping  tempest,  let  a 
man  sit  down  and  smoke  a  good  cigar  or  a  clean  pipe,  and  a  lovely 
calmness  will  spread  itself  over  the  soul,  like  the  golden  hues  of  even 
ing  over  a  sleeping  lake.  Such  is  the  comfort  of  the  weed  ;  but  while 
it  is  crumbling  to  ashes  before  you  what  does  it  say  ?  It  says  that  soon 
your  bodies  will  in  like  manner  dissolve  into  dust,  and  in  process  of 
time,  be  swept  away  by  the  winds  to  the  four  ends  of  the  earth :  that 
the  fire  of  existence,  which  now  glows  so  brightly,  will  ere  long  be  re- 
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duced  to  a  single  spark,  and  that  spark  be  extinguished  in  the  ashes  of 
mortality.  The  last  wreath  of  smoke  that  curls  upward  and  vanishes 
in  air,  acts  as  a  pioneer  to  the  spirit  in  its  flight  to  heaven — points  out 
the  way  to  immortal  glory — and  tells  man  that  he  must  he  divested  of 
all  such  solids  as  sin,  wearing  apparel  and  flesh,  before  he  can  rise  to 
the  realms  of  everlasting  bliss.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    LXXXII. 

ON  THE  WEARINESS  OF  LIFE. 

TEXT.— I  seo  man's  life  is  a  tedious  ono. 
I  have  tired  myself. — SHAKSPEARB. 

MY  HEARERS— -Having  preached  to  you  nearly  one  hundred  sermons, 
which  out-number  the  years  I  expect  to  attain,  and  feeling  that  the  bur 
den  of  age  is  growing  heavy  upon  my  shoulders,  I  am  half  inclined  to 
repose  my  weary  frame  in  the  shade  of  retirement ;  yet,  considering 
that  my  audience  is  more  numerous  now  than  at  any  former  period,  and 
that  the  seeds  of  morality,  which  I  have  been  lucky  enough  to  throw 
upon  a  fertile  soil,  are  springing  up  and  putting  forth  the  buds  of  pro 
mise,  I  feel  it  to  be  my  duty  to  watch  over  and  water  them  with  timely 
instruction — to  eradicate  all  noxious  weeds  with  the  hoe  of  vigilance — 
to  the  end  that  they  may  blossom  bountifully,  and  bear  such  an  abun 
dance  of  fruit  as  the  peach  trees  of  Jersey  might  feel  proud  to  produce. 
Though  I  feel  weary  in  flesh,  the  spirit  is  still  active,  vigorous  and 
buoyant ;  and  says,  '  Do  your  duty,  while  the  daylight  of  existence 
lasts,  and  the  night  of  the  grave  shall  be  studded  with  innumerable  stars 
of  glory.' 

I  am  almost  ashamed  to  confess  that  I  am  wearied  with  the  mono 
tony  of  well  doing;  and  yet  I  must  own  that  I  do  begin  to  feel  a  little 
tired  about  the  lungs,  and  would  instantly  vacate  my  office,  were  it  not 
that  there  is  much  labor  yet  to  be  performed  in  the  meadow  of  morality, 
and  did  not  the  horse-leech  cry  of  *  Give,  give,'  continually  echo  in  my 
ears.  I  might  as  well  be  contented,  however,  as  I  am ;  for  man's  life 
is  a  tedious  one  at  the  best.  It  is  up-hill  to  heaven — and  the  big  bun* 
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dies  of  caro  that  we  are  compelled  to  bear  upon  our  backs  are  enough 
to  squeeze  perspiration  through  the  pores  of  a  giant.  If  you  wish  to 
ascend  the  mountain  easily,  my  friends,  I  advise'you  to  spiralize  round 
it,  like  a  winding  stair-case :  but  if  you  attempt  a  more  perpendicular 
usccnt,  the  brittlo  twigs  of  fume,  by  which  you  pull  yourselves  up  tho 
steep  precipice  of  ambition,  will  oftentimes  give  way,  and  precipitate 
you  into  the  gloomy  ravine  of  despondency,  leaving  you  further  oil*  from 
heaven  and  happiness  than  when  you  commenced.  It  is  down  hill  to 
destruction — and  all  you  unleavened  lumps  of  laziness  who  fain  would 
travel  that  road,  have  only  to  sit  still  upon  the  hand-sled  of  wickedness, 
and  down  you  will  slide,  like  an  avalanche  from  the  Alps. 

My  friends — it  is  tedious  to  toil  in  this  barren  world — to  keep  patch 
ing  up  the  old  clothes  of  mortality,  till  a  bran  new  suit  is  prepared  by 
the  great  Artificer  above — to  find  that  while  we  are  mending  a  breach 
at  the  elbow  another  is  widening  at  the  knee  :  yes,  it  is  tedious  to  labor 
to  prevent  a  dissolution  of  partnership  of  Soul,  Body  &  Co ;  but  it  is 
more  tedious  still  to  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  sit  down  from  day  to  day, 
and  feed  idleness  with  the  pap  of  luxury.  That  man,  my  friends,  who 
has  nothing  to  do  but  to  do  nothing,  is  more  miserable  than  a  flea-ridden 
dog  with  a  muzzle  on  his  mouth.  His  soul  aches,  his  heart  aches,  and 
his  bones  ache :  he  itches  between  the  shoulders — in  that  delightful 
dorsal  region,  whore  the  digits  fail  to  perform  their  mitigating  cilice. 
The  leaden-winged  hours  sail  frowningly  by  him,  shaking  ennui  from 
their  pinions  into  his  insipid  porridge,  and  mocking  at  the  ten  thousand 
ills  which  he  is  ever  attempting  to  physic  from  his  system.  Ease 
abides  not  in  the  tabernacle  of  his  flesh,  even  though  Plenty  be  mistress 
of  the  mansion. 

Industry,  my  hearers,  is  seldom  tired,  except  when  pausing  to  reflect 
upon  the  urduousness  of  duties  already  performed,  or  upon  those  which 
she  is  about  to  commence.  Being  the  legitimate  offspring  of  Avarice 
and  Economy,  she  takes  good  care  to  be  always  on  the  alert  for  the 
sake  of  her  parsimonious  parents,  and  complains  of  wearisomeness 
only  when  out  of  employment.  Notwithstanding  all  this,  man's  exist 
ence  is  a  tedious  one ;  for  there  are  times  when  the  mind  becomes  dis 
eased  with  melancholy,  and  hypocondriacal  ulcers  gather  upon  the  liver, 
to  the  annoyance  of  corporeal  repose.  Sickness  will  sometimes,  too, 
kick  up  a  disturbance  in  the  physical  fabric,  and  bring  more  weary 
hours  in  a  week  than  years  of  earthly  pleasure  can  recompense.  The 
infirmities  of  age  are  also  sure  to  cause  the  old  man  to  gape,  stretch, 
and  yawn,  as  he  sits  in  the  dull  evening  of  his  days  poring  over  the 
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last  volume  of  worldly  joys,  with  blurred  spectacles,  and  with  the  tallow 
of  life's  used-up  candle  dripping  upon  his  trowsers.  He  feels  as  though 
he  would  like  to  retire  to  his  final  couch  of  repose ;  and  waits  impa 
tiently  to  be  conducted  to  the  silent  and  dusty  chamber  of  death,  where 
ho  can  sweetly  sloop,  bononth  his  grass-fringed  blanket,  till  the  morn- 
ing  sun  of  immortality  shall  draw  up  his  spirit  with  the  dews  that  the 
night  shall  have  cast  upon  his  grave. 

My  hearers — if  we  let  the  eye  of  imagination  follow  the  zigzag  foot 
steps  of  man  across  the  sandy  desert  of  existence,  we  cannot  but  con 
clude  that  his  life  is  a  monotonous  and  a  weary  one.  We  may  trace 
them  through  a  few  green  patches,  and  past  an  occasional  refreshing 
spring ;  but  the  general  prospect  is  barren,  barren,  barren !  It  is  the 
repetition  of  an  old  song — a  thrice-told  tale — a  diurnal  revolution  of  the 
same  wheel — an  unwearied  continuation  of  sound,  like  the  never-ceas 
ing  roar  of  a  mill-dam.  When  man  has  arrived,  tired  and  toil-worn,  at 
the  end  of  his  journey,  he  looks  back  and  reilects  upon  the  folly,  the 
foolishness  and  the  vanity  of  his  labors,  What  has  he  done  ?  why,  he 
has  tugged  and  he  has  toiled — he  has  ate  and  he  has  drank — he  has 
slept  and  he  has  awoke — he  has  laughed  and  he  has  cried — he  has  ob 
tained  money  and  he  has  spent  it — he  has  danced  with  pleasure  and 
shook  hands  with  sorrow.  He  has  done  all  these,  and  yet  they  amount 
to  nothing  in  the  end  ;  and  he  himself,  after  having  fretted  the  soul  from 
its  homestead,  can  claim  no  other  reward  than  that  of  adding  a  peck  of 
paltry  dust  to  the  pile  from  which  he  sprang  and  gained  a  precarious 
subsistence. 

My  friends — take  this  world  as  easy  as  you  can — for  it  is  a  hard  one 
to  work  through ;  but  we  can  all  hope  for  a  better,  a  brighter  and  a  big 
ger  one  at  last,  if  we  only  do  the  clean  thing  in  all  our  dealings  with 
one  another,  and  always  keep  a  few  grains  of  faith  in  some  secret  cor 
ner  of  the  heart.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    LXXXIII. 

ON    INDOLENCE. 

TEXT. — Thus  at  full  length  the  pampered  monarch  lay, 

Fattening  in  ease,  and  slumbering  life  away. — Axo.v. 

MY  DEAR  hearers — Notwithstanding  that  Industry,  with  her  bran  new 
broom,  has  swept  ten  thousand  evils  into  the  dust-pan  of  oblivion,  still 
if  we  look  into  the  dark  corners  of  this  wide  world,  we  shall  find  that 
the  cobwebs  of  sloth,  large  and  strong  enough  to  entangle  turkey  buz 
zards,  are  yet  hanging  there,  obscuring  the  few  feeble  rays  of  enterprize 
that  yet  glimmer  in  those  benighted  regions.  The  three-story  Patago- 
nian  of  the  south  wallows  in  the  mire  of  indolence,  and  grows  fat  upon 
the  gravy  of  ignorance  :  the  Lilliputian  Laplander  of  the  North  lolls  in 
laziness,  and  willingly  puts  up  with  the  cold  porridge  of  poverty  ;  tho 
besmeared  Hottentot  of  tho  East  snoozes  in  his  mud-built  hut,  careless 
of  to-morrow's  fare,  and  content  with  the  crumbs  that  fall  from  some 
stray  angel's  bread.  But,  my  friends,  while  these  half-finished,  misera 
ble  models  of  humanity  are  thus  slumbering  amid  the  stupifying  vapors  of 
ease,  I  want  you  to  reflect  upon  what  a  sad  condition  their  poor  souls 
are  in.  Their  thoughts  never  are  thrust  beyond  the  filthy  circle  of 
some  selfish  desire — their  hearts  lie  soaking  in  the  gastric  fluid  of  their 
stomachs — their  understandings  are  darker  than  the  catacombs  of  Egypt 
—and  their  codes  of  morals  are  made  up  of  nature's  loose  leaves,  bare 
ly  stuck  together  with  the  thin  paste  of  instinct. 

My  beloved  friends — sloth  is  not  wholly  confined  to  the  gloomy  arena 
of  heathenism.  It  often  lies  at  the  door  of  enlightenment,  and  rubs  its 
slime  upon  the  silken  frock  of  refinement.  I  have  seen  it  strew  tho 
parlors  of  the  rich  with  sleepy  poppies,  and  surround  the  poor  man's 
cottage  with  noxious  weeds.  I  have  seen  it  take  all  the  stiffening  out 
of  the  stoutest  energies  of  man,  and  cover  youthful  ambition  with  tho 
blue  mould  of  morbidity.  I  have  seen  it  so  fasten  itself  upon  the  back 
of  the  sluggish  traveler  as  to  prevent  him  from  moving  from  the  track 
when  the  railroad  car  of  death  was  hard  upon  his  heels ;  and  I  have 
seen  people  lie  down  and  roll  into  their  graves,  like  a  lifeless  log,  too 
lazy  to  exert  themselves  in  their  own  behalf ;  and  I  expect  that  when 
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the  last  trump  shall  arouse  them  from  their  sepulchral  slumbers,  they 
H  ill  raise  themselves  upon  their  elbows,  and  growl  like  a  dog  with  a 
sore  foot  because  they  have  been  disturbed  so  soon.  When  I  pass  by 
a  country  farm-house  and  find  old  hats,  coats  and  breeches  stuffed  in 
the  windows,  I  know  that  the  god  of  indolence  is  lounging  there,  in  the 
midst  of  want,  woe  and  poverty — that  the  lank  children  of  necessity  are 
there  running  up  to  seed  in  the  shade  of  neglect,  unmoistened  by  the 
dews  of  moral  instruction.  I  also  know  that  idleness  is  pampered  by 
the  pap  of  excessive  wealth,  and  that  where  riches  abundantly  abound, 
the  tares  of  sloth  are  yielding  a  bountiful  harvest.  Lazy  fogs  surround 
the  head  of  him  whom  lucre  has  lulled  to  drowsiness,  and  he  knows 
not  how  to  shake  oif  the  lethargic  incubus  which  sits  upon  his  breast, 
and  sticks  faster  than  a  blood  sucker  to  a  dead  cat-fish.  He  eats, 
drinks  and  sleeps  for  the  sake  of  diverting  his  attention  from  the  lum 
bering  wheels  of  Time  that  roll  heavily  by  ;  and  in  the  midst  of  all  his 
self-styled  ease,  there  are  no  such  convenient  articles  as  peace  and 
happiness  to  be  found.  Why,  my  friends,  I  have  known  men  of  wealth 
and  respectability,  whose  physical  faculties  had  become  so  paralyzed 
with  indolence  that  it  would  require  extra  high  pressure  fever  and  ague 
to  bring  their  muscles  into  active  service.  Yes,  my  dear  hearers,  I  say 
I  have  seen  such  men  ;  and  one  good  chimney  sweep  is  worth  more  in 
a  well  regulated  and  industrious  community,  than  as  many  such  as 
could  be  packed  between  the  eastern  cape  of  Africa  and  the  outskirts 
of  eternity. 

O,  my  friends !  I  regret  to  say  that  idleness  has,  of  late,  become  a 
fashionable  accomplishment  with  too  large  a  portion  of  our  young  popu 
lation.  Employment  is  getting  to  be  thought  vulgar,  and  a  toil-hardened 
hand  not  fit  to  be  offered  for  the  acceptance  of  the  fair  sex.  Give  me 
a  hard  hand,  a  hard  head  and  a  soft  heart ;  but,  instead  of  which,  soft 
hands,  soft  heads  and  hard  hearts  are  now  all  the  go  in  what  the  dyspep 
tic  pimps  of  etiquette  call  the  Icau  monde.  The  catterpillars  of  sloth 
are  making  great  havoc  in  our  neglected,  juvenile  nurseries.  They  are 
stripping  the  young  shrubs  of  promise  of  their  greenest  foilage,  and 
blighting  the  buds  of  enterprizo  as  fast  as  they  appear.  If  matters  go 
on  in  this  way  much  longer,  the  rising  generation  will  soon  become  lit 
for  nothing  but  to  be  hung  up  as  scare-crows  in  the  moral  grain-fields 
to  frighten  young  men  into  habits  of  industry.  Those  who  subsist,  like 
woodcocks,  by  suction,  and  wet  their  brazen  brows  with  artificial  sweat, 
are  too  numerous  to  mention.  They  are  thicker  than  toads  after  a 
shower :  they  infest  our  public  bar-rooms,  and  block  up  the  avenues  to 
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prosperity.  It  requires  a  more  powerful  galvanic  battery  than  I  pos 
sess,  to  reanimate  their  dying  carcases,  and  set  their  dormant  faculties 
in  a  healthy  operation. 

Arouse  ye  !  arouse  ye !  ye  sin-soaked  sons  of  sloth,  and  with  your 
hands,  lay  the  corner  stones  of  your  respective  fortunes.  Sow  the  seeds 
of  industry  in  the  days  of  your  youth,  and  you  will  have  the  satisfac 
tion  of  reaping  a  glorious  harvest  of  plenty  in  the  autumn  of  life.  If 
you  fall  asleep  when  the  edifice  is  half  completed,  the  chances  are  ten 
to  one  that  when  you  awake  you  will  find  it  crushed  to  earth,  and  its 
ruins  overgrown  with  the  gray  moss  of  despair.  O,  my  friends !  you 
must  be  up  and  doing,  if  you  wish  to  prosper  in  this  precarious  world. 
Just  keep  on  squandering  life's  blessed  moments  in  the  indulgence  of 
sluggish  dreams,  and  if  you  don't  eventually  slide  into  eternity  shirtless, 
shiftless  and  shoeless,  then  use  my  hat  for  a  spit-box,  and  set  me  down 
as  one  of  the  humbugs  of  the  age.  But  industry,  my  hearers,  can 
clothe  the  tattered  mendicant  in  scarlet  and  purple,  and  patch  up  the 
broken  windows  of  want  with  the  aid  of  that  putty  which  abideth  for 
ever.  Heaven  hugs  to  its  bosom  the  honest  and  the  industrious  of  the 
sons  of  earth — and  rocks  the  cradle  of  repose,  where  slumber  the  chil 
dren  of  daily  toil.  Let  us  work  while  we  live — and  go  to  our  long 
homes  with  the  satisfaction  of  having  done  our  duty  to  our  Maker,  to 
our  neighbor  and  to  ourselves.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    LXXXIV. 

ON    INTEMPERANCE. 

TEXT. — O  that  mar*  should  put  an  enemy  in  his  mouth 
To  steal  away  hi*  brains. — SHAKSPEARB. 

MY  HEARERS — War  and  pestilence,  as  you  all  know,  have  each,  time 
and  again,  surfeited  the  voracious  stomach  of  Death  with  millions  of 
their  slaughtered  victims  ;  but  the  record  of  these  occupies  only  a  small 
space  on  the  dusty  catalogue  of  mortality,  compared  with  that  which  is 
allotted  to  intemperance  to  write  down  the  sum  total  of  her  annual  sacri 
fices.  The  broad  avenue  that  leads  to  eternity,  is  continually  choked  up 
with  the  dead  carcases  of  her  slain,  and  thousands  are  daily  being 
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dumped  upon  the  putrid  heap,  to  lie  and  rot  in  the  oblivious  fog  of  for- 
get! illness.  To  be  wounded  or  physically  disabled,  while  fighting  for 
your  country,  your  liberties  and  your  homes,  is  a  glory  and  an  honor  ; 
but  to  be  shot  in  the  neck  with  a  pistol  loaded  with  the  percussive  ele 
ments  of  damnation,  while  you  are  sleeping  upon  the  watch-tower  of 
virtue,  is  a  sin  and  a  disgrace.  O  that  man  should  put  an  enemy,  in  the 
shape  of  alcohol,  in  his  mouth  to  steal  away  his  brains!— to  shrivel  up 
his  soul,  like  a  dried  apple — to  destroy  that  regulator  of  the  intellect, 
Reason,  and  leave  the  complicated  machinery  of  the  mind  to  run  at 
random,  without  the  guidance  of  a  single  sober  reflection!  It  does 
steal  away  the  brains,  my  friends,  and  leaves,  instead,  a  soft,  pulpy 
substance  of  non-composmentisness  as  disgusting  as  it  is  useless:  and, 
I  ask,  what  is  man,  without  a  fecundity  of  brains,  more  than  a  monkey? 
Nothing  at  all.  He  is  even  less — for  the  discount  levied  upon  his 
character  for  abusing  the  confidence  of  his  Maker,  places  him  upon  a 
par  with  the  loathsomest  reptile  that  ever  cast  its  slime  on  the  green 
carpet  of  earth.  Rum  not  only  steals  away  the  brains,  but  even  the 
breeches,  also.  Not  long  since,  my  friends,  I  saw  a  silver  haired  man, 
(perchance  the  father  of  lovely  daughters,)  in  a  glorious  state  of  don't- 
care-a-tiveness  :  there  was  a  delightful  mingling  of  heaven  and  hell  in 
his  head,  and  any  quantity  of  change  in  his  pockets  :  his  thoughts  were 
so  elevated  above  the  things  of  earth,  that  he  never  once  deigned  to 
look  down  and  see  that  the  sinister  leg  of  his  trowsers,  like  his  own 
moral  character,  hung  by  a  single  thread.  Not  he — he  kept  on  spout 
ing  politics,  war  and  the  best  method  of  parental  government,  with  all 
the  enthusiasm  and  fire  of  a  hot  whiskey  punch,  till  he  was  laid  upon 
his  bed,  shrouded  in  the  pall  of  a  death-warning  stupor.  When  the 
morning  broke,  and  reason  again  dawned  upon  the  chaos  of  his  senses, 
and  discovered  to  him  that  the  other  tegument  of  his  pantaloons  was 
among  the  missing,  how  do  you  think  he  felt  then  ?  Why,  with  his 
fist  he  committed  an  assault  and  battery  on  his  breast,  and  declared  by 
all  the  spirits,  infernal,  terrestrial  and  celestial,  that  he  would  join  the 
Temperance  Society,  and  become  once  more  a  man  ;  but  he  resolved 
and  re-resolved — and  the  last  resolution  I  heard  him  utter,  was  when 
he  had  two  horns  in  his  hand.  Yes,  with  one  hand  on  the  horn  of  a 
firm  resolution  never  to  drink  again,  and  with  the  other  on  a  horn  of 
brandy,  he'd  look  first  on  this  picture,  and  then  on  that,  till  at  last  the 
spirit  of  evil  prevailed — and  I  fear  he  will  go  headlong  to  destruction, 
unless  I  can  throw  a  halter  about  him,  and  hold  on  till  he  opens  his 
eyes,  and  sees  the  awful  gulf  that  yawns  at  his  feet. 
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-Beloved  friends — I  know  of  another  of  the  frail  human  race,  who  is 
in  the  prime  of  life,  and  the  empire  of  whose  rnind  has  been  planted  by 
Nature  with  those  trees  which  bear  the  fruit  of  principle,  rather  than 
the  fascinating  blossoms  of  sentiment ;  but  the  blight  of  dissipation  has 
thus  early  fell  upon  his  fair  prospects — and  now  one  of  the  noblest 
works  of  God  is  falling  to  ruin,  for  the  want  of  a  moral  prop  to  support 
it  in  its  last  stage  of  decay.  He  is  now,  as  it  were,  slipping  down  a 
greased  plank  to  perdition.  He  often  sticks  in  his  clutches,  and  tries 
to  hold  on — but  finding  his  physical  faculties  in  a  state  of  prostration,  he 
calls  aloud  for  '  Jo  '  to  bring  him  another  glass  of  brandy  and  water  to 
strengthen  his  nerves,  to  enable  him  to  meet  his  fate  with  that  courage 
which  the  crisis  requires.  The  little  black  bottle  which  he  places  at 
his  bed  side  to  allay  all  nocturnal  delicious  tremblings,  will  soon  stand 
empty  by  his  coffin,  and  with  a  triumphant  smile,  exclaim :  '  'Twas  I 
that  did  the  deed  !'  I  hand  him  over  to  the  protection  of  a  merciful 
Providence.  1  know  another,  whom  I  venerate  for  his  white  hairs, 
and  respect  for  his  urbanity  of  manners,  who  is  so  fond  of  'dog's  noses,1 
that  I  fear  the  latter  end  of  his  existence  will  be  chopped  oil"  as  square 
as  a  saw-mill  log,  instead  of  tapering  to  that  almost  imperceptible  point 
to  which  the  prudent  and  temperate  extend.  Instead  of  repeating  tho 
prayers  which  his  mother  had  taught  him  in  his  youth,  ere  he  retires 
to  his  slumbers,  he  claps  a  spiritual  night-cap  on  his  head,  sings  the 
song  of  '  Begone  Dull  Care,'  and  bids  good  night  to  trouble — unmind 
ful  whether  the  morrow  shall  find  him  dressed  in  the  garments  of  life, 
or  in  the  winding  sheet  of  death.  He  had  better  beware,  lest  he  ap 
pear  too  animated  at  the  bar  of  Omnipotence,  and  in  a  crazy,  jesting 
mood,  ask  for  a  gin  cocktail,  instead  of  supplicating  for  mercy  and  for 
giveness  on  his  marrow  bones. 

O,  my  dear  friends  !  that  visible  spirit  of  hell  called  rum,  will  yet  be 
the  ruination  of  this  world.  I  see  its  sad  effects  upon  every  side  :  al 
most  every  (lower  and  shrub  in  the  moral  kingdom  is  growing  pale  be 
neath  its  withering  influence.  The  few  temperance  societies  that  ex 
ist,  are  so  many  green  spots  in  a  boundless  desert,  delightful  and  re 
freshing  to  all,  excepting  to  the  sore-eyed  suckers  of  Bacchus.  O,  it  is 
passing  strange  that  the  lovers  of  earth,  who  cling  to  it  with  all  the  af 
fection  of  a  steel-trap,  will  innoculate  themselves  with  this  deadly  plague, 
and  transmit  its  poison  to  posterity !  I  have  known  some  babes  to  have 
been  made  drunk  with  their  mother's  milk  ;  but  generally  speaking,  my 
friends,  people  make  themselves  drunk — with  their  own  hands  they 
sow  the  tares  in  their  wheat  fields— with  their  own  hands  they  thrust 
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the  fire-brands  in  their  bosoms,  and  then  curso  madam  Fortune,  up  hill 
and  down,  for  being  partial  in  the  distribution  of  her  favors.  I  shall 
not  dwell  upon  female  intoxication.  I  can't  think  upon  the  subject 
without  feeling  both  sick  at  the  heart  and  stomach. — A  beautiful  woman 
saturated  with  alcohol,  and  with  the  froth  and  scum  of  depravity  oozing 
from  her  mouth,  is  about  as  disgusting  an  object  as  can  be  found  be 
tween  Catharine  Market  and  the  slop-yard  of  Beelzebub. 

My  friends,  keep  sober — avoid  those  fatal  glasses,  at  thes  bottom  of 
which  lie  the  sediment  of  destruction — drink  only  at  that  pure  and  lim 
pid  stream  which  flows  directly  from  the  ever-gushing  fountains  of  hea 
ven,  whose  waters  are  refreshing  to  the  body — nourishing  to  the  soul— - 
and  purifying  to  the  heart ;  and  oh,  dash  down  forever  upon  the  ada 
mantine  rock  of  resolution  that  seducing  goblet,  which  steals  away 
man's  brains — his  breeches — his  boots — his  morals — and  his  reputation. 
So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER   LXXXV. 

ON    LIGHT. 

TEXT. — First  born  of  Chaos !  who  so  fair  didst  como 
From  the  old  Negro's  darksome  womb  : 
"Which,  when  it  saw  the  lovely  Child, 
The  melancholy  Mass  put  on  kind  looks  and  smiled. — COWLBV. 

MY  HEARERS — You,  who  are  subjects  of  light,  I  am  sure  will  not  make 
light  of  my  subject — but  you,  who  grope  about  in  the  darkness  of  igno 
rance  and  depravity,  I  suppose,  would  be  glad  to  make  light  of  any 
thing.  I  don't  suppose  I  can  throw  any  new  light  on  the  subject  of 
Light ;  but  then  I  can  preach  upon  it  just  as  easily  as  I  have  heretofore 
done  on  all  manner  of  texts,  from  Worms  up  to  Women.  What  is  light  ? 
inethinks  I  hear  you  ask.  It  is  the  blest  smile  of  Heaven — a  radiation 
from  the  Deity  himself — the  source  of  all  our  comfort,  our  happiness 
and  our  joy.  When  its  enlivening  spirit  has  shrouded  itself  in  the  sa 
ble  drapery  of  evening,  a  sadness,  a  sucredncss  and  a  melancholy  aro 
depicted  on  the  phiz  of  mother  Earth — inasmuch  as  then  she  keeps  a 
Sunday  for  herself  and  all  her  children,  and  in  penitence  receives  the 
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holy  dews  of  heaven  upon  her  shaded  brow.  If  I  may  be  allowed  to 
personify  and  petticoatify,  I  will  say  that  Light,  Loveliness  and  Learn 
ing  are  three  sisters,  who  have  cnzircled  the  world  with  a  wreath  of 
roses,  and  hung  a  halo  of  glory  in  the  dark  hall  of  heathenism. 

The  first— Light — is  the  eldest.  She  was  born  of  father  Chaos  and 
the  old  she  nigger,  Night,  who  were  married  in  the  middle  of  eternity, 
before  Time  was  conceived  in  the  womb  of  Nonentity,  When  earth's 
melancholy  mass  beheld  the  darling  babe  and  found  it  white,  it  leaped 
for  joy,  and  became  covered  with  everlasting  smiles.  Perhaps  you 
may  wonder,  my  friends,  why  Light  was  not  born  a  mulatto,  consider 
ing  its  parents  were  practical  amalgamationists  ?  It  is  somewhat  re 
markable  ;  but  you  should  remember  that  it  is  possible  for  light  to  come 
out  of  darkness,  and  that,  at  that  time,  Nature  was  but  a  stripling,  and 
as  full  of  her  pranks  as  a  monkey  is  of  mischief;  but  it  is  not  so  now : 
her  course  is  straight  onward,  like  a  railroad  car — and  as  for  turning 
her  to.  the  right  or  to  the  left,  you  might  as  soon  think  of  holding  an 
earthquake  by  the  tail,  or  of  petitioning  Congress  for  a  new  moon. 
Loveliness,  the  next  of  the  sisters,  is  the  great-grandchild  of  Virtue, 
who,  years  ago,  came  down  from  her  happy  home,  in  the  skies,  to  be 
ravished  by  the  lecherous  sons  of  Vice ;  but  thanks  to  Heaven !  many 
of  her  frail  offspring  yet  remain  as  pure  and  uncontaminated  as  a  bottle 
of  alcohol — and  I  only  pray  that  they  may  abide  so  to  the  end.  Learn 
ing,  the  daughter  of  Experience,  is  the  youngest  of  the  three.  She 
does  a  great  deal  toward  lighting  up  the  lamps  of  knowledge  and  mo 
rality,  but  is  apt  to  be  too  proud  of  her  attainments,  and  too  often  trou 
bled  with  the  wind  cholic  to  bo  an  agreeable  partner  for  common  sense. 
— Nevertheless,  light  is  loveliness  ;  and  loveliness  without  learning  is 
but  a  star  lost  in  the  lurid  folds  of  a  thunder  cloud. 

My  friends — the  only  light  that  rests  upon  this  mundane  sphere  of 
ours,  leaks  down  from  heaven.  Look  at  the  innumerable  stars  that 
glitter  in  the  deluge  of  darkness  with  which  night  overwhelms  us,  and 
say,  what  are  they  but  perforations  in  the  dome  of  the  sky,  through 
which  the  essence  of  immortal  glory  streams  ?  The  resplendent  sun, 
which,  from  the  beginning  of  time,  has  kept  itself  bright,  like  a  used 
key,  is  remote  from  the  earth,  and  without  the  pale  of  its  rusting  influ 
ence.  Its  splendors  are  associated  with  those  of  the  Sun  of  Righteous 
ness  ;  and  the  dim  tapers  of  our  nether  world  are  no  more  to  be  com 
pared  with  it  than  the  greasy-faced  moon  which  casts  a  sickly  glare 
upon  the  drowsy  landscape.  Look  upward,  my  dear  friends,  if  you 
wish  to  receive  the  genuine  imported  article  of  light,  and  not  seek  for 
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it  in  such  a  gloomy,  conglomorous,  loco-foco  match-making  world  as 
this.  Yes,  look  up,  I  say :  cast  the  film  from  your  eyes — open  the 
window-shutters  of  your  benighted  souls,  and  let  the  light  of  heaven, 
of  morality,  of  virtue  and  of  knowledge  shine  in  and  dissipate  the  dark 
ness  of  earth-born  iniquity. 

My  respected  hearers— remember,  I  beseech  you,  that  the  dull  lamp 
of  life  will  ere  long  be  extinguished  in  the  thick  darkness  of  the  tomb : 
therefore  make  a  provident  use  of  the  oil,  and  don't  let  the  wick  be  kept 
so  high,  through  extravagant  dissipation,  as  to  cause  it  to  burn  out  be 
fore  nine  o'clock  in  the  cloudy  evening  of  age.  The  flame  of  existence 
must  cease  to  burn  in  the  fixed  air  of  the  sepulchre,  toward  which  you 
are  all  approaching  with  the  rapidity  of  a  race-horse  ;  and  1  now  advise 
you  in  season,  that,  if  you  have  any  Lucifer  matches  in  your  pockets, 
to  cast  them  from  you,  and  bo  reconciled  to  the  night  of  the  grave, 
which,  after  a  few  hours  of  slumber,  shall  be  dispersed  by  the  morning 
light  of  a  never-ending  immortality.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    LXXXVI. 

ON    HOME. 

TSXT.— -Mid  pleasures  and  palaces  though  we  may  roam, 
Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  homo. 
A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hallow  us  there, 
Which,  seek  through  the  world,  is  not  met  with  elsewhere.— PAYNE. 

MY  DEAR  friends ! — There  was  a  good  deal  of  philosophy  in  the  asto 
nishment  of  the  old  lady  who  wondered  how  some  folks  could  bear  to 
live  so  far  off — and  also  in  the  surprise  of  other  people  how  she  could 
live  at  so  great  a  distance  from  any  where.  Still  she  was  happy  in  her 
wooded  vale  of  solitude  ;  for  there  the  cradle  of  her  infancy  was  rocked 
— there  she  picked  the  berries  of  contentment,  and  drank  her  catmint 
tea,  year  after  year,  holding  an  occasional  chit-chat  with  her  God,  and 
upbraiding  the  fashionable  follies  and  extravagances  of  the  world — 
there,  in  her  age,  she  had  planted  her  old  arm-chair;  and  she  clung  to 
it  with  all  thfc  tenacity  of  a  setting  hen  to  her  nest.  There  she  was 
born,  and  there  she  was  determined  to  die ;  because  there  she  had  dis- 
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covered  the  path  that  led  her  from  her  domicil  straight  up  to  heaven, 
and  wished  never  to  stray  from  it.  When  she  looked  up  to  the  noon 
day  sun,  she  fancied  she  stood  exactly  in  the  centre  of  the  world,  and 
that  the  blue  curtains  of  the  sky  were  fastened  to  the  tops  of  the  moun 
tain  pines,  which  surrounded  the  blest  region  of  home.  She  had  heard 
that  people  lived  '  round  the  edges,'  and  that  gorgeous  palaces,  castles 
of  gold,  wealth,  splendor  and  refinement  graced  the  outer  circle ;  yet 
she  sighed  for  none  of  these.  She  had  rather  live  more  in  the  middle 
of  creation — nearer  home  and  heaven ;  and  would  not  exchange  her 
own  little  paradise  for  all  the  rest  of  this  world,  and  a  small  corner  of 
the  next,  in  the  bargain  ;  because  why  ? — it  was  home  to  her,  and  there 
was  no  other  place  like  it.  O,  my  friends,  there  is  no  place  like  home  ! 
excepting  lloboken  in  the  summer.  Nay,  Iloboken  is  a  grease-spot  to 
it.  I  don't  mean  an  acquired  or  an  adopted  home  ;  but  the  home  of  our 
birth — that  delightful  sunny  patch,  where  the  tender  plants  of  youth 
were  reared,  and  watered  by  parental  love  and  anxiety.  Talk  about 
the  beauties  of  other  lands— how  the  gardens  of  the  opulent  are  filled 
with  gay  exotic  flowers — they  are  nothing  to  be  compared  to  the  plain 
but  comely  sauce  gardens  of  homo.  There  is  a  charm  from  the  skies 
that  serins  to  hallow  us  there  ;  and  go  where  you  will,  a  delicate  voice 
seems  whispering  in  the  ear :  *  Stray  babe  from  Eden — your  mamma 
calls,  come  home  !'  If  a  person,  who  has  crept  over  the  domestic  floor 
in  infancy,  sported  on  his  father's  lawns  in  youth,  and  associated  with 
the  household  in  manhood,  were  to  travel  from  Bangor  to  New  Jeru 
salem,  he  would  find  every  prospect  as  barren  to  his  fancy,  as  Jibbet 
Island  in  winter ;  and  the  elastic  cord  of  memory  would  still  connect 
his  soul  with  his  home,  as  the  gossamer  thread  unites  the  wandering 
spider  to  its  web. 

Home,  my  dear  friends,  is  always  home.  The  ever-rolling  waves 
»»f  yeurs  muy  dash  upon  the  shores  of  tho  animal  world,  carrying  some 
beautiful  specimens  of  life  back  into  the  dark  deep  of  eternity,  and 
washing  others  upon  the  sands  of  existence,  to  remain  there  for  a  sea 
son  ;  but  they  cannot  change  the  smiling  phiz  of  home  :  its  features 
are  unalterable,  immutable,  and  as  steadfast  as  the  main  pillar  of  the 
universe.  After  an  absence  of  some  years,  let  a  man  return  to  that 
hallowed  spot,  where  he  sprang  mysteriously  up,  like  a  toad-stool  in 
the  night,  and  he  will  find  that  every  thing  relating  to  being,  has  under 
gone  a  change ;  that  Old  Time  has  scattered  his  former  companions 
hither  and  thither,  as  the  forest  leaves  are  scattered  by  the  rough  winds 
of  autumn — that  some  have  been  packed  away  to  moulder  in  the  cold, 
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dreary  sepulchre — that  others  have  leaped  rashly  among  the  blossom- 
covered  thorns  of  matrimony,  and  now  wish  themselves  out  again — 
while  others,  have  moved  away — and  others  still  are  among  the  min 
ing  :  that  more  white  hairs  have  been  added  to  the  locks  of  the  father 
— another  furrow  has  been  ploughed  across  the  brow  of  the  mother — 
and  a  paleness  has  overspread  the  crimsoned  cheek  of  the  sister.  Yes, 
he  may  find  all  these,  and  yet  home  will  wear  its  wonted  aspect.  The 
birds  will  sing  as  gay  as  ever;  the  flowers  will  bloom  as  lovely;  and 
he  will  recognize  old  acquaintances  in  every  bush,  rock  and  tree  around 
him.  Although  the  foot-prints  which  he  made  in  the  mud  while  catch 
ing  frogs,  have  been  obliterated  by  time,  still  the  self-same  pond  is 
there,  reflecting  from  its  bosom  the  cheering  smile  of  heaven,  as  true 
as  ever.  He  will  see  that  Peace  has  folded  her  dew-spangled  wings, 
and  lies  sleeping  in  the  vale  on  a  bed  of  violets,  with  her  feet  wrapped 
up  in  the  green  leaves  of  a  skunk's  cabbage — that  Contentment  sits 
upon  the  sunny  side  of  a  hill,  indulging  in  felicitous  dreams — while 
Recollection  stands  patiently  fishing  in  the  semi-pellucid  pool  of  the 
past,  for  the  endearing  relics  of  by-gone  days.  O,  my  friends,  it  is  a 
sort  of  a  sour-sweet  sensation,  to  meditate  over  the  familiar  face  of 
homo,  and  at  the  same  time  to  murk  the  havoc  that  the  spirit  of  change 
is  making  in  the  domestic  circle !  I  have  sat  on  father's  old  barn-yard 
wall,  and  agonized  on  the  subject,  till  I  became  pregnant  with  thoughts 
too  big  for  a  safe  delivery !  But  it's  all  over  for  the  present. 

My  friends — I  must  particularly  remark,  that  no  person  can  have  an 
attachment  for  home,  who  has  not  been  born  any  where  in  particular  : 
that  is  to  say— at  Cape  Cod,  Nantuckct,  and  along  shore  ;  because  he 
has  no  home  to  care  for :  therefore,  he  must  bo  a  restless,  wandering, 
dissatisfied  mortal,  as  long  as  he  lives — if  not  longer.  It  is  also  so  in 
large  cities,  my  friends — such  as  New-York,  for  instance — where  poor 
folks  are  obliged  to  tuko  up  their  beds  and  budgo  every  twolvc-UKMth, 
uud  ihou  squat  whore vor  kiud  fortune  has  brushed  away  the  rubbish  to 
receive  them.  These  objects  of  a  world's  compassion,  can  find  too 
many  places  like  home  ;  but  the  worst  of  it  is,  not  one  of  them  is  any 
•wise  worthy  of  that  heart-softening  appellation.  But,  my  friends,  it 
matters  not  particularly  whether  you  have  a  permanent  home  or  not. — - 
You  can  be  contented  almost  any  where  (except  Blackwell's  Island)  if 
you  deal  fairly  at  all  times,  with  your  fellow  men — are  always  as  up 
right  as  a  lamp  post — well  stuffed  with  integrity,  and  seasoned  with 
morality.  Make  no  outward  pretensions — don't  wear  a  religious  news 
paper  next  to  your  breasts,  in  the  place  of  an  under  shirt,  and  think  its 
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virtues  will  strike  clear  into  the  heart— but  act  honestly,  walk  soberly, 
and  live  prudently — and  you  will  at  last  be  provided  with  a  home,  sweet 
home,  beyond  the  skies,  from  which  you  shall  never  wander,  while 
eternity  continues  to  be.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER   LXXXVII. 

ON  LATE    HOURS. 

TEXT. — Late  sitting  xip  has  turned  her  roses  white. 

Why  went  she  not  to  bed  ?     Because  'twas  night.— YODNO. 

MY  HEARERS — In  a  former  discourse  I  treated  upon  the  beauties  of 
morning,  and  hinted  at  the  necessity  of  early  rising.  I  will  now  touch 
upon  the  loveliness,  the  loneliness,  and  the  solemness  of  night ;  and 
show  up  the  balcfulness  of  the  too  prevalent  practice  of  sitting  up  late. 
Night,  my  friends,  was  invented  solely  for  the  quiet  repose  of  us,  poor 
day-worn  mortals  ;  and  instead  of  trespassing  upon  the  sacredness  of 
its  peace,  we  all  ought  to  lie  down,  at  a  reasonable  hour,  boncath  its 
dusky  quilt,  and  be  prepared  to  rise  when  the  first  flames  of  morn  are 
kindled  upon  the  oriental  hearth.  Yet  how  many  young  biped  owlets 
do  I  see  around  mo  who  will  not  go  to  bed,  merely  because  it  is  night! 
who  regard  not  their  healths,  their  reputations,  nor  their  pockets  ;  and 
willingly  permit  the  worm  of  corruption  to  gnaw  at  their  already  moth- 
eaten  morals  !  All !  their  name  is  Legion  ;  and  the  way  they  are  all 
streaking  it  down  the  dark  road  to  ruin  is  sorrowful  to  steam  locomo 
tives.  The  purple  poppies  of  evening  shed  no  opiate  upon  their  eye 
lids  ;  and  the  cypress  gloom  which  surrounds  them,  only  serves  to 
render  more  conspicuous  the  blue  blazes  of  deviltry  which  burn  upon 
the  brazen  altars  of  their  hearts.  The  iron  tongue  of  midnight  resounds 
in  their  cars,  but  they  heed  it  not :  aye,  it  even  knocks  at  their  tenant- 
less  bosoms,  and  finds  their  thoughts  absent  from  home  or  drowned  in 
the  oblivion  of  drunkenness.  I  find  belonging  to  the  Anti-go-to-bed- 
early  Society,  not  only  careless  and  reckless  young  candidates  for  de 
struction,  but  men  of  maturer  years — men  whose  minds  were  first 
moulded  in  the  matrix  of  virtue,  but  have  become  warped  before  the 
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scorching  fires  of  habitual  dissipation — between  whom  and  the  grave 
the  dusky  curtain  of  night  can  fall  but  a  few  times  more — men  who  are 
old  enough  to  know  better  than  to  shake  off  the  balmy  dews  of  sleep 
from  their  eye  lashes,  in  mockery  to  the  supplications  of  declining  age. 
I  see  before  me  now,  one  upon  whose  head  the  hoar  frosts  of  time  are 
fast  descending,  who  never  thinks  of  retiring  to  his  solitary  couch  till 
the  midnight  bell  has  ceased  to  toll.  Then  he  spiritualizes  in  an  ex- 
tacy  of  bliss  :  then  his  soul  swells  within  him  till  he  is  obliged  to  un 
button  his  waistcoat,  when  a  superabundance  of  ideas  flow  in  every 
direction,  like  water  from  a  gardner's  pot :  and  then,  when  he  finds 
that  exhausted  nature  can  no  longer  wrestle  with  the  spirit,  he  gropes 
his  way  to  bed,  singing — 

1  Fal  dc  ral,  fal  de  ral,  fal  dc  ral  ri  do. 
We  all  love  a  drop  now  and  then.' 

Ah !  that  will  never  do.  lie  takes  too  long  hitches  at  a  time  toward 
his  own  sepulchre  ;  and  I  must  try  to  preach  reformation  into  his  sys 
tem,  and  thereby  spare  him  the  pain  of  offering  so  many  morning  apo 
logies  to  his  injured  conscience  ;  and  eventually  save  him  from  going 
down  to  the  grave  with  the  blue  mould  of  disgrace  upon  liis  venerable 
brow. 

My  dear  friends — many  of  the  fair  sex  of  Gotham  are  also  ruining 
themselves  by  keeping  late  hours.  I  don't  mean  those  white-washed, 
moving  monuments  of  female  beauty  who  wander  at  the  dead  hour  of 
night  up  Broadway  to  Anthony  street,  and  down  Anthony  street  to  de 
struction — for  they  are  ruined  already.  I  have  reference  to  those  who 
still  endeavor  to  ornament  the  gay  circle  of  society  with  their  radiant 
charms.  Whenever  I  enter  the  dazzling  arena  of  fashion  I  behold  on 
every  side  such  faded  specimens  of  feminine  loveliness,  as  to  convince 
me  that  the  deadly  upas  of  etiquette  is  preying  upon  their  delicate  vi 
tals.  Decked  with  the  costly  trappings  of  affectation  and  pride,  they 
look  tempting  indeed  to  the  infatuated  worshippers  of  women ;  but  to 
an  experienced  judge,  like  myself,  of  female  flesh  and  virtue,  they  ap 
pear  as  cold  and  inanimate  as  so  many  awning-posts  hung  round  with 
dry  goods.  The  roses  upon  their  cheeks  have  been  blanched  by  the 
midnight  breeze,  and  the  lustre  of  their  eyes  has  been  dimmed  by  the 
lurid  gas-lights  in  Folly's  saloon.  They  go  to  their  parties,  their  balls, 
and  their  assemblies,  and  barter  away  their  beauty  for  a  few  hours  of 
nocturnal  enjoyment,  and  sacrifice  health  at  the  shrine  of  foolishness ! 
They  sneak  home  to  their  pillows  of  rest  before  Aurora  pokes  her  head 
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out  of  her  chamber  window  and  blushes  upon  them  for  shame ;  and 
yet  they  will  not  go  to  bed  in  season,  for  fear  of  being  thought  vulgar ! 
O,  my  friends,  the  enlightenment  of  tlu's  world  is  a  compound  of  dark 
ness  and  damnation ! 

My  friends — night  is  said  to  possess  charms  for  many,  which  ac 
counts  for  their  watchfulness.  I  know  it  is  overflowing  with  beauty ; 
but  it  is  of  such  an  order  as  should  be  appreciated  by  the  serious  and 
the  sober.  Its  loveliness  is  associated  with  solemnity;  and  all  its 
splendors  are  calculated  to  drag  the  thoughts  out  of  the  mud,  and  hang 
them  up  to  dry  against  the  blue  vault  of  heaven.  In  the  solemn  still 
ness  of  night,  Contemplation  should  spread  her  airy  pinions,  and  visit 
the  golden  palaces  of  Hope  which  adorn  the  ten  thousand  emerald  isles 
in  the  vast  ocean  of  eternity.  Then,  too,  we  should  be  reminded  that 
soon  the  darkness  of  the  tomb  will  overshadow  us  all,  when  no  sounds 
shall  disturb  our  slumbers  in  the  dust,  till  the  archangel's  trumpet  re» 
echoes  through  the  silent  valley  of  death.  So  mote  it  be !  » 


NUMDER    LXXXVIII. 

ON  THE  BEAUTY  AND  WORTH  OF  WOMAN. 

TEXT. — '  Fair  is  the  rose  that  spreads  its  hue 
To  summer  skies,  serene  and  blue  ; 
But  fairer  far  the  tints  that  speak 
Of  innocence  on  woman's  check. 

Dear  to  the  blossom  is  the  dew, 
That  can  its  fading  bloom  renew  ; 
Dut  dearer  far  shall  lovers  sip 
The  honey-dew  on  woman's  lip.1 

MY  DEAR  hearers — So  much  has  already  been  said,  written,  preached 
and  sung  in  reference  to  the  outside  of  woman — that  it  were  almost 
useless  for  me  to  reiterate,  expatiate,  translate,  substantiate,  prevaricate 
or  predicate  on  the  subject.  Still,  it  is  my  province  to  dive  into  those 
waters  to  which  the  spirit  leads  me,  and  thence  bring  up  such  precious 
pearls  as  they  may,  perchance,  aflbrd.  Then,  to  commence.  Without 
endorsing  the  ultra  opinions  of  some,  that  the  tree  of  vice  takes  root  in 
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the  heart  of  man  alone,  and  the  flowers  of  virtue  abound  with  woman 
exclusively.  I  will  say,  that  she  is  the  loveliest  portion  of  the  homo 
race  ;  and  with  her  virtue  is  a  more  conspicuous  ornament  than  with 
her  worshipper  and  protector — man.  Setting  aside  this  particular  dis 
tinction,  I  ask,  where  is  there  a  being  of  the  masculine  gender,  who 
stands  upright  on  a  pair  of  pedestals,  and  whose  heart  has  not  become 
clay-hardened  in  the  kiln  of  selfishness,  that  will  not  respect,  if  he  can 
not  love,  a  sister  female,  the  woof  of  whoso  sympathies  is  as  much  fi 
ner  than  his,  as  goose  down  is  finer  than  the  wiry  locks  of  a  water 
spaniel  ?  Being  born  of  a  woman,  as  we  all  were — rocked  in  the  cra 
dle  of  her  maternal  love — our  infantine  slumbers  sweetened  by  her  se 
raphic  lullabies — and  our  little  legs  taught  to  travel  in  the  way  we 
should  go,  through  the  guidance  of  her  anxious  solicitude — ought  we 
not  to  look  upon  her  as  something  more  than  a  mere  play  thing  for  the 
passions,  and  esteem  her  beyond  those  fVpenny  toys,  which  please  the 
child  for  a  moment,  and  then  are  cast  aside  forever  ?  Look  at  the  per 
sonifications  of  beauty,  worth  and  virtue  :  they  are  all  women.  The 
Muses,  the  three  Graces,  and  Fancy,  Memory  and  Religion  were  wo 
men  :  the  princess  and  foundress  of  the  good  arts,  Minerva,  who  sprang 
from  the  brain  of  the  god-like  Jove,  was  a  woman  :  and  thank  God,  my 
mother  was  a  woman  !  from  whose  breast  I  drew  the  milk  of  modesty, 
meekness  and  mercy. 

My  dear  hearers — woman  is  a  model  of  such  exquisite  workmanship, 
dame  Nature,  in  the  beginning  of  creation,  dare  not  try  an  apprentice 
hand  upon  her,  as  Mr.  Robert  Burns  has  before  me  remarked.  No — 
the  first  unskilful  attempt  was  on  man,  which  crude  specimen  answered 
very  well  to  the  original  design  ;  but  all  the  improvements — the  beauty, 
the  polish,  the  finish,  were  left  to  be  exercised  on  the  lasses  :  and  wo 
now  see  daily  around  us  thousands  of  fac-similies  of  that  feminine  per 
fection  which  ornamented  the  gay  garden  of  Paradise,  and  captivated 
the  heart  of  its  first  lonely  tenant.  I  am  of  the  opinion  that  a  toad  was 
the  first  animal  created,  and  woman  the  last.  Mark  the  improvement, 
my  friends,  and  hush  up  forever  about  your  steam  ships,  your  railroads 
and  your  nonsensical  balloons.  The  progress  of  improvement  from 
toads  to  women  in  the  short  space  of  six  days,  supersedes  them  all. 
Add  to  the  charms  of  her  nature  all  the  excellence  of  virtuous  educa 
tion — let  these  be  engrafted  upon  a  mind  overflowing  with  the  juice 
of  truth  and  sincerity,  and  woman  then  might  be  thought  to  be  a  do 
mesticated  angel,  caught  while  young,  in  the  ever  bluoming  groves  of 
heaven.  The  glow  of  innocence  and  virtue  on  a  fair  damsel's  cheek 
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adds  a  fresh  tint  to  the  rose  of  her  beauty — a  tint  not  liable  to  fade 
in  the  blighting  atmosphere  of  vice,  and  one  that  will  retain  its  hue 
even  amid  the  fast  falling  frost  of  age.  My  hearers — though  woman 
wear  a  comparatively  plain  exterior,  if  she  only  have  the  oil  and  tur 
pentine  of  purity  within  her,  it  will  work  its  way  through  to  the  surface, 
and  smoothc  over  a  thousand  asperities  that  would  otherwise  stick  out 
to  be  kissed  by  the  cold  lips  of  indifference.  I  don't  mean  to  assert, 
my  friends,  that  every  woman  is  distressingly  beautiful ;  but  I  have  been 
speaking  of  her  sex  generally.  All  lovers,  however,  think  the  objects 
of  their  affections  the  most  beautiful  butterflies  that  ever  flitted  round 
the  rosy  bowers  of  love.  No  matter  if  a  girl  be  as  ugly  as  a  barrel 
of  swill,  if  a  young  follow  once  gets  his  sympathies  hitched  on  to 
her,  Sampson  and  all  his  servants  couldn't  separate  them.  lie  will 
call  hor  his  idol — his  turtle  dove — his  morning  glory — his  daffy-down- 
dilly — his  sweet  pea — and,  in  short,  his  fancy  will  associate  her  with 
all  that  is  lovely,  sublime,  sickening,  sweet  and  silly.  He  will  imagine 
that  he  can  even  sip  honey-dew  from  her  lips  after  she  has  made  a  din 
ner  of  boiled  onions  and  parsnips  ;  and  that,  like  an  uncorked  phial 
of  burgamot,  she  is  ever  surrounded  by  the  sweetest  of  fragrance.  Such, 
my  friends,  is  the  infatuation  of  the  lover.  He  little  thinks  that  there 
is  a  fatal  deception  lurking  in  the  thick  fog  of  love — or  that  time  and 
matrimony  may  connive  together  to  rob  him  of  his  gold-washed  hopes 
— or  even  that  the  cold  couch  of  the  grave  may  be  prepared  for  his 
adored  one  ere  the  nuptial  ceremony  is  performed — leaving  him  to  ex- 
>  claim  something  after  the  manner  of  Mr.  Hamlet •:  ••  Sweets  to  the 
sweet — farewell !  I  most  fondly  hoped,  sweet  maid,  to  have  strewed 
thy  bride-bed  with  pretty  posies,  and  not  to  have  strewed  thy  grave  with 
the  willow's  green  branches  !f 

My  dear  friends  !  the  beauty  of  woman  without  her  worth,  is  all .'  in 
my  eye  and  Day  and  Martin,  O !'  because  the  polish  of  the  former,  with* 
out  the  oil  of  the  latter,  will  all  disappear  in  the  drizzling  rains  of  time  ; 
and  Death,  for  a  certainty,  will,  sooner  or  later,  snatch  the  bright  wreath 
wC  ixvvtrs.  fttuu  tUv  brow  of  the  bca.utiful  belle,  and  garland  it  with  the 
mournful  cypress.  Oh  \  il  hangs  icicles,  Ji  loot  long,  ou  llws  heart,  U> 
lift  aside  the  pall  that  covers  the  marble  substance  of  beauty,  and  find 
that  the  spirit  which  once  animated  it  is  no  longer  there.  The  eyes 
see  not — the  ears  hear  not — the  mouth  speaks  not — and  the  nose  smells 
not.  All,  all  is  motionless — all  is  silent.  Trash  is  returning  to  trash ; 
and  the  soul,  tired  of  its  costly  tenement,  has  absquatulated  to  that  fo 
reign  land,  about  which  you  know  just  as  much  now  as  you  ever  will 
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in  your  lives,  were  I  to  preach  till  the  moon  grows  gray,  and  the  stars 
fall  asleep, 

In  conclusion,  my  young  friends,  I  only  ask  you  to  admire  all  that  is 
admirable  on  the  surface  of  woman,  and  to  wed  yourselves  only  to  that 
priceless  virtue  which  lies  deeply  enshrined  in  her  heart — and  your 
days  shall  be  as  broad  as  they  are  long,  and  your  years  one  ceaseless 
round  of  happiness  and  pleasure.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    LXXXIX. 

ON    SUNRISE. 

TEXT. — The  early  lark,  the  messenger  of  Day, 
Saluted  in  her  song  the  morning  gray  ; 
And  soon  the  Sun  arose  with  beams  so  bright, 
That  all  th'  horizon  laughed  to  see  the  joyous  sight.— DKTDEN. 

MY  HEARERS — Did  you  ever  see  the  sun  rise  ?  If  you  never  did,  your 
sluggishness,  drowsiness,  or  laziness,  has  deprived  you  of  one  of  the 
most  glorious  sights  ever  exhibited  in  the  great  diorama  of  the  world— 
a  sight  that  is  worth  more  to  behold,  than  all  your  cattle  shows,  your 
bear  dances,  your  monkey  tricks,  and  your  giraffe  exhibitions,  which 
only  steal  away  your  sixpences,  and  don't  add  a  hooter  to  either  your 
morals  or  your  healths.  When  I  consider  the  sleepiness  of  the  times 
and  the  drowsiness  of  the  world,  I  cannot  but  take  it  for  granted  that 
you  never  did  sec  the  sun  rise.  Well,  I  can  readily  excuse  you — for  I 
can  say  but  little,  on  that  score,  in  my  own  behalf.  I  can,  neverthe 
less,  preach  from  experience  upon  the  glories  of  the  morning.  Having 
retired  to  my  virtuous  couch,  one  dog-day  night  last  summer — and  be 
ing  somewhat  troubled  in  mind,  and  more  so  in  body,  from  a  whole  ar 
my  of  mu&muUtea  thai  wviukd  my  lut&ti  promontory1— I  arose  ttntl 
seated  myself,  in  my  night-gown,  at  my  chamber  window,  which  looks 
upon  the  east,  and  waited  anxiously  for  the  coming  of  the  dawn.  The 
half  used-up  moon  stole  gently  down  and  shook  her  silvery  wings  over 
my  already  silvered  hairs,  and  the  aspect  of  things  in  general  was  most 
beautiful  and  lovely  to  behold.  Nature  was  fast  asleep  in  the  ebony 
arms  of  Somnus,  and  not  a  sound  interrupted  the  solemn  stillness,  save 
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the  pitiful  plaint  of  a  love-lorn  catydid,  or  an  occasional  yawl  from  some 
neighboring,  sac  religious  cat.  But,  as  I  was  saying,  I  sat  impatiently 
waiting  for  the  opening  of  day  ;  and  O,  my  friends  !  it  did,  at  last,  open 
rich,  like  a  mill-pond  oyster!  Yes,  the  blushing  Morn  at  length  camo 
traveling  up  from  the  oriental  clime,  and  sowed  the  earth  with  pearls 
and  diamonds,  that  glittered  upon  the  dark  bosom  of  Night  like  jewels 
upon  the  brow  of  an  Ethiopian  wench.  The  stars  grew  fainter  on  the 
ethereal  plains,  as  Aurora,  the  fair  daughter  of  the  dawn,  with  rosy 
hands  unbarred  the  golden  gates  of  light,  and  let  a  fresh  flood  of  glory 
overdo w  the  fair  empire  of  the  East.  As  she  shook  the  tears  from  her 
mantle  and  added  an  extra  coat  of  rouge  to  her  cheeks,  the  new-born 
babe  of  day  crept  from  Fithon's  darksome  bed,  and  came  scratching 
over  the  blushing  hill-tops,  like  a  distracted  bed-bug  over  the  pillow  of 
silent  repose. 

Oh,  my  friends  !  it  was  a  glorious  sight  to  witness  the  gradual  de 
velopments  of  that  gorgeous  Morn  ! — so  joyful !  so  brilliant !  so  splen 
did  !  It  seemed  as  though  purple-winged  angels  had  come  down  with 
their  red  bandannas  to  wipe  the  last  tear  of  sorrow  from  a  dejected 
world,  and  to  light  up  an  everlasting  smile  of  joy  upon  the  jaundiced 
face  of  the  universe :  and  then  when  Sol  first  erected  his  flaming  bris 
tles  above  the  confines  of  the  horizon,  wasn't  there  splendor,  beauty  and 
music  of  the  tallest  order  ?  The  trees  blossomed  with  silver,  and  pel 
lets  of  chrystal  bedecked  the  meadows.  The  violets  opened  their  buds 
and  laughed  for  joy — the  cowslips  unlocked  their  cells — and  roses  ex. 
panded  with  delight  as  the  sun  licked  the  dews  from  the  damask  cor- 
rolla.  Myriads  of  feathered  songsters  warbled  forth  their  merry  notes, 
just  as  easy  and  as  natural  as  a  pocket  organ — and  Love,  Harmony, 
Joy  and  Peace  seemed  to  be  dancing  a  quadrillion  over  beds  of  flowers, 
and  amid  the  perfume  of  paradise  ! 

My  hearers — such  are  a  few  of  the  bcav*;es  of  morning ;  but  to  de 
scribe  the  whole  is  totally  without  the  pale  of  my  poverty-stricken  pow 
ers.  Instead  of  laying  on  the  colors  with  the  hand  of  a  skillful  artist, 
I  am  sure  that  I  have  been  guilty  of  a  most  wretched  daub  ;  but  if  you 
wish  to  witness  the  refulgence  of  the  reality,  I  advise  you  to  drink  less 
in  the  evening — go  to  bed  earlier — and  when  the  first  oriental  ray  un- 
sodders  your  eye-lids,  to  jump  up  ind  dress,  ere  your  leaden  senses  are 
bound  in  the  second  edition  of  slumber.  Yes,  rise  with  the  lark ;  if 
you  would  behold  the  brightness  of  the  morning,  and  be  blest  with  its 
beneficial  dews  ;  for  remember  that  the  success  of  the  day  and  the 
tranquility  of  the  evening  depend  upon  the  manner  in  which  it  is  spent ; 
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and  ob !  remember,  my  friends,  that  tbe  morning  of  existence  is  equally 
as  bright  and  of  as  short  duration  as  the  natural  morn— and  ,that  our 
welfare  through  life  depends  upon  the  way  in  which  we  dispose  of  its 
few  fleeting  hours.  How  many  there  are  who  slumber  away  their 
youthful  mornings  in  a  sluggish  torpidity,  while  the  dews  of  instruction 
are  wasting  around  them,  and  while  the  rising  sun  of  ambition  in  vain 
invites  them  onward  to  the  fair  temple  of  Fame,  which  adorns  the  high 
mountain  of  manhood !  Aye,  how  many  do  I  see  around  me  of  the  ju 
venile  race,  who  had  rather  die  in  their  lethargy  than  be  seasonably 
aroused  to  the  toils  of  a  necessary  subsistence  !  Too  many,  by  multi 
tudes.  Why,  my  friends,  I  believe  that  people  go  to  perdition  more 
.  willingly  than  formerly,  because  they  can  go  with  less  inconvenience, 
and  at  a  cheaper  rate.  Since  the  introduction  of  hard  coal,  the  infer 
nal  regions  have  been  greatly  enlarged,  so  that  they  can  now  uncew 
fortably  accommodate  the  whole  human  race,  whither  they  all  appear 
to  be  bound,  for  a  certainty.  My  friend,  Mr.  Amos  Leeds,  is  the  prin 
cipal  agent  of  Old  Nick  for  the  supply  of  fuel ;  and  as  he  deals  most 
extensively  in  the  article,  and  sells  it  cheaper,  and  has  a  better  quality 
than  any  body  else,  there  is  no  danger  of  the  fires  ever  being  extinguish 
ed  for  the  want  of  coal. 

My  friends,  one  and  all !  behold  how  soon  the  splendors  of  morning 
vanish !  how  soon  its  balmy  odors  lose  their  fragrance  beneath  the  tepid 
rays  of  the  rising  sun  !  how  soon  it  is  swallowed  up  in  the  black  jaws 
of  night !  You  may  know  the  moral  of  all  this  without  any  further  aid 
of  my  gaseous  antiloqucnce.  You  know  that  life's  morn  is  equally  as 
evanescent — that  the  flowers  of  youth  waste  their  perfume  long  ere  the 
meridian  of  manhood — that  the  evening  twilight  of  age  quickly  succeeds 
— and  then  the  last  rays  of  man's  setting  sun  are  soon  extinguished  in 
the  tenebrious  night  of  death.  And  now,  if  you  will  only  spend  the  re 
mainder  of  the  day  of  existence  temperately,  wisely,  honestly  and  mor- 
rally — and  take  care  that  you  do  not,  at  last,  go  to  your  sepulchral  beds 
with  a  solid  supper  of  sin  upon  your  stomachs — you  will  v,ake  up  re 
freshed  on  that  glorious  morn  of  the  Future,  which  is  yet  to  dawn  upon 
a  brighter  world,  where  the  rose  blossoms  upon  the  laurel — where  the 
balmy  dews  are  never  dried — and  where  the  bowers  of  bliss  forever 
bloom.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER    XC. 

ON  OLD  MAIDS  AND  MATRIMONY. 

TEXT.— There  lives  no  goose  so  gray,  but  soon  or  late 

Will  meet  some  honest  gander  for  its  mate.  — ANOV. 

Mr  HEARERS — It  is  my  intention,  in  this  present  discourse,  to  pour  the 
balm  of  consolation  into  those  festering  wounds  of  doubt  and  despon 
dency,  with  which  that  unfortunate  class  of  beings,  called  Old  Maids, 
are  so  severely  afllicted.  If  I,  Dow,  Jr.,  the  high-pressure  preacher, 
fail  in  affording  them  that  consolation  which  they  so  earnestly  desire, 
and  so  much  stand  in  need  of,  their  cases  in.-ist  be  desperate  indeed, 
and  past  medical,  moral,  or  ministerial  skill.  We  know  very  well,  my 
friends,  that  women  are  not  all  geese,  neither  are  men  all  ganders, 
however  striking  the  analogy  may  be  in  particular  instances ;  neverthe 
less,  I  can  make  an  application  of  my  text.  It  ought  to  be  a  source  of 
great  gratification  for  that  portion  of  the  female  sex,  whose  hopes  of 
matrimony  are  time-tattered  and  teasing,  to  know  that  every  goose — no 
matter  how  old  it  may  be — will,  sooner  or  later,  find  some  honest  gan 
der  for  its  mate  ;  and  yet  when  I  tell  them  that  the  reason  why  every 
goose  finds  its  gander  is  solely  because  ganders  are  allowed  a  plurality 
of  wives,  I  don't  know  but  they  will  sink  corset-deep  into  despair,  and 
give  up  for  lost.  Yet  it  is  so,  my  friends.  Geese  always  outnumber 
the  ganders  ;  and  were  it  not  that  the  latter  possess  themselves  of  more 
than  one  wife  each,  thousands  of  the  former  would  be  destined  to  pick 
their  grass  in  solitary  pastures,  and  die  mateless.  Now,  when  we 
come  to  allow  the  necessary  deduction  for  the  havoc  that  war,  intem 
perance  and  other  contingencies  make  in  the  ranks  of  tho  mule  part 
of  mankind,  we  shall  always  find  that  the  petticoat  tribe  claims  a  vast 
majority  throughout  the  world.  How,  then,  are  they  to  get  married 
unless  a  plurality  of  wives  is  allowed  ?  Now,  I  don't  like  to  preach 
up  any  doctrine  that  is  calculated  to  go  against  the  popular  grain ;  but 
my  private  opinion,  publicly  expressed,  is,  that  the  present  artificial 
state  of  society  is  an  outrageous  encroachment  upon  the  rights  and 
privileges  of  the  female  sex,  and  that  polygamy  is  in  as  perfect  accord- 
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ance  with  the  laws  of  God  and  Nature  as  is  the  union  between  five 
gray  geese  and  a  white  gander.  It  was  practised  in  the  good  old  pri- 
me^-al  times,  when  nature  ruled  rather  than  fashion ;  and  the  women 
were  all  happy  then,  if  they  were  not  so  wise  and  wicked  as  now. 

My  friends — I  know  full  well  that  there  are  thousands  of  old  maids, 
covered  with  the  mildew  of  age  and  despondency,  who  would  rather 
have  a  half,  a  quarter,  a  fifth,  or  even  a  decimal  of  a  husband,  than  no 
husband  at  all ;  and  it  is  a  sin  and  a  shame  that  such  vast  quantities  of 
heaven's  most  precious  material  should  be  allowed  to  perish  in  celibacy, 
because  the  matrimonial  market  is  monopolized  by  the  miserable  mi* 
nious  of  a  corrupt  and  venal  custom.  As  the  world  is  constituted,  one 
man  can  better  maintain  three  women  than  one  woman  can  provide  for 
herself;  and  posterity  instead  of  suffering  in  consequence,  would  in 
crease  like  grasshoppers  in  the  middle  of  August.  It  was  intended  by 
the  all-wise  Maker  of  the  universe  that  every  woman  should  have  her 
mate,  as  well  as  every  goose  its  gander ;  and  that  she  should  accom 
plish  before  death  the  great  end  for  which  she  was  created.  There 
fore,  if  there  be  a  superfluity  of  the  feminine  gender  in  the  world,  they 
ought  to  be  divided  off  into  parcels,  great  and  small,  and  every  man 
choose  for  himself  according  to  the  power  of  his  physical  strength— 
the  length  and  breadth  of  his  affections — and  the  depth  of  his  desires. 
Every  unmarried  female  has  an  indisputable  claim  upon  the  love  of 
some  man ;  and  what,  allow  me  to  ask,  my  friends,  is  the  use  of  that 
love  unless  it  be  boiled  down  and  sugared  off  in  the  golden  kettle  of 
Hymen  ?  None  at  all.  You  might  as  well  undertake  to  suck  honey 
from  the  contents  of  a  barn-yard  because  bees  do  the  same,  as  to  sup 
pose  you  can  taste  the  true  spice  of  love  till  it  is  partaken  of  in  the 
cake  of  matrimony. 

My  dear  females !  The  chances  for  all  of  you  being  made  happy  in 
the  holy  bonds  of  wedlock  look  rather  scrumptious,  I  must  confess. 
My  heart  is  full  of  the  soothing  syrup  of  sympathy  for  you ;  but  that 
can  never  alter  the  decrees  of  fate.  If  it  is  ordained  by  Providence 
that  you  are  to  die  old  maids,  my  preaching  can  no  more  avert  the 
doom  than  it  can  abolish  the  everlasting  established  system  of  future 
punishment.  When  the  summer  of  your  lives  is  drawing  to  »  close — 
when  your  rosy  charms  are  beginning  to  fade  like  the  sprigs  upon  your 
calicoes — and  when,  like  leafless,  vineless  squashes,  you  have  grown 
withered  and  yellow  in  the  dole  October  of  existence — you  will  find 
that  Cupid  will  disdain  to  frequent  your  autumnal  bowers ;  and  the 
shrubs  of  hope  that  line  your  pathways  to  the  tomb,  may  put  forth  buds 
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in  abundance ;  but,  depend  upon  it,  they  never  can  blossom  in  the  frosty 
atmosphere  of  age.  Nevertheless,  my  dear  feminines,  if  you  do  but 
attend  well  to  the  garden  of  the  mind,  in  life's  early  spring — plant  in  it 
the  seeds  of  virtue,  modesty  and  wisdom,  and  ornament  it  with  the 
flowers  of  learning,  it  will  present  greater  attractions  for  gentlemen  of 
worth,  than  all  the  silks,  kids,  ivory,  paint,  curls,  gum,  whalebone  and 
hog's  bristles,  that  ever  a  nymph  of  the  pave  lugged  down  the  lane  of 
sin  to  perdition.  If  you  only  behave  yourselves,  and  keep  letting  out 
a  hem  at  the  bottom  of  your  frocks  as  you  grow  tall  amid  the  vices  of 
the  world,  and  don't  flirt  too  much  while  the  feathers  upon  the  wings 
of  vanity  are  beginning  to  start — you  will,  in  all  probability,  be  lucky 
enough  to  amalgamate  according  to  your  individual  desires,  and  put 
forth  sprouts  that  shall  bear  sprouts  to  sprout  again  from  posterity  to 
posterity.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER   XCI. 

ON    BOYHOOD. 

TEXT. — Sweet  age  of  blest  delusion  !  blooming  boys, 

Ah  !  revel  long  in  childhood's  thoughtless  joys  ! 
Alas  !  the  day  u  ill  come,  when  sports  like  these 
Must  lose  their  magic,  and  their  power  to  please.-— ANON. 

MY  HEARERS— All  that  is  bright,  bewitching  and  lovely  in  this  world, 
is  a  mere  delusion ;  and  all  that  is  saddening,  sorrowful  and  gloomy, 
contains  more  or  less  of  the  substance  of  reality.  The  first  belongs 
to  childhood  and  youth — the  latter,  to  manhood  and  age.  If  man  could 
only  travel  to  his  grave,  and  always  bo  blest  with  the  ideal  visions  of 
childhood,  the  dread  demons  of  doubt  and  despair  might  lash  their  tails, 
and  howl  in  their  anger,  but  he  would  heed  them  not.  If  the  green 
plants  of  youth  did  not  wither  and  fade  in  the  autumnal  frosts  of  age, 
the  sepulchre  of  the  centenarian  would  be  surrounded  with  the  budding 
flowerets  of  joy,  and  no  dubious  fogs  would  ever  enshroud  the  bright 
Elysium  of  the  future.  He  would  scamper,  as  merry  as  a  cricket,  to 
ward  the  precipice  of  death,  and  leap  into  the  lap  of  heaven,  like  an 
affectionate  monkey  into  the  arms  of  his  master. 
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My  dear  friends— the  age  of  blest  delusion  is  certainly  that  of  child* 
hood.     During  that  delightful  season,  the  thorn  tree  is  covered  with 
silvery  blossoms — the  briar  bush  bends  with  its  burden  of  berries- 
daisies  and  dandelions  overtop  the  young,  venomous  nettles — and  the 
bramble  blooms  with  beauty.     Every  departing  shower  wears  a  rain 
bow  upon  its  bosom ;  and  the  streaks  of  sunshine  that  intervene  in 
youth's  cloudiest  day  are  wider  than  those  of  age,  by  about  seventeen 
jeet  and  a  half,  at  the  least  calculation.     To  the  child  all  things  are 
wrapped  in  the  gauzy  veil  of  delusion.     The  morning  mists  that  sleep 
upon  the  mountain,  seem  as  though  the  spider-spirits  of  heaven  had 
woven  there  their  webs  to  entangle  the  Sylphs  on  their  journey  to  the 
flowery  vale  below.     The  rusty  hours  that  roll  heavily  by  the  aged,  flit 
past  the  careless  young,  scoured  as  bright  as  a  brass  kettle.     Sorrow 
never  hovers  long  over  their  happy  bowers.     She  only  drops  in  her 
flight  an  occasional  feather  from  her  raven  pinions — and  that  is  soon 
wa'fted  by  the  zephyrs  into  the  dead  lake  of  forgetfulness.     Ills  hasten 
by  them  in  an  instant  and  disappear  forever,  like  the  shadows  of  wind- 
driven  clouds  that  scud  over  the  landscape,  and  return  no  more.     O, 
my  friends !  I  know  when  I  was  a  child  1  was  as  happy  as  a  'coon  in 
a  corn-field;  because  life  was  new — -the  world  was  new — and  I  was 
new  myself.     I  ran.  frisked,  and  frolicked  over  the  sunny  lawns  like  a 
lamb  let  loose  from  its  fold  ;  and  never  thought  of  the  trials  and  vexa 
tions  that  were  to  come  down  upon  me,  like  a  sack  of  salt,  in  after 
years.     Then  the  smiling  face  of  creation  was  without  a  wrinkle,  and 
not  a  grease  spot  nor  a  tobacco  spit  blemished  the  gay  carpet  of  earth. 
I  gathered  posies  in  abundance,  and  wove  lovely  wreaths,  where  now 
the  thistle  rears  its  mocking  head,  and  the  burdock  frowns  upon  the 
toad-plantin  below.     The  fingers  of  Fancy  were  ever  busy  in  fabrica 
ting  fairy  castles  of  delight.     Even  the  scattered  pieces  of  Hope's  bro 
ken  pitcher  flew  together  at  the  magic  touch  of  her  wand,  and  a  new 
vessel,  brighter  than  the  golden  goblet  of  Mammon,  appeared  before  me. 
Imagination  then  was  u  mere  fledgling,     Shu  seldom  tried  her  unprac 
tised  wings  beyond  the  hill-tops  of  her  home  ;  nor  did  she  venture  to 
explore  the  dark  mazes  of  the  future,  where  the  embryos  of  man's  mi 
series  lie  hatching  in  the  moonlight  of  sin.     No,  she  staid  more  at  home 
•—cultivated  my  little  garden  of  comfort— and, fed  me  with  apples  ga 
thered  from  ideal  orchards  nearer  at  hand.     These,  my  friends,  were 
some  of  the  joys  which  childhood  furnished  ;  but  they  were  all  a  delu 
sion — a  humbug — a  hoax — a  decided  take  in. 

My  dear  friends — it  cannot  be  expected  that  I  should  address  boys, 
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who  havo  barely  shed  their  petticoats,  so  as  to  be  well  understood  by 
them  :  therefore  I  shall  apostrophize  : — Blooming  boys !  It  almost 
causes  black  hairs  to  shoot  again  from  my  winter-killed  caput  to  see 
you  thus  revel  in  the  sweets  of  enjoyment — to  behold  with  what  emo 
tions  of  delight  you  spin  your  tops,  fly  your  kites,  and  roll  your  hoops  ; 
and  I  grieve  to  think  how  soon  all  your  precious  toys  will  be  wrested 
from  your  grasps  by  the  iron  clutches  of  Time  ;  how  soon  the  day  will 
come  when  your  large  slices  of  boyish  bliss,  which  are  now  buttered  on 
both  sides,  will  not  be  buttered  at  all.  Every  dog  has  his  day,  says  the 
proverb,  and  I  can  assure  you,  my  dear  juveniles,  that  every  puppy  also 
has  his  day.  As  soon  as  you  put  on  the  boots,  trowsers  and  surtout  of 
manhood,  you  will  feel  as  though  you  had  been  driven  out  of  Paradise 
into  a  world  of  woe  ;  for  then  you  can  no  longer  brood  under  the  shel 
tering  wings  of  ignorance,  and  the  thorns  of  knowledge  will  goad  you 
on  every  side.  Then  the  veil  of  delusion  will  be  drawn  aside,  and  the 
mournful  realms  of  reality  appear.  Then  shall  the  fires  of  love,  ambi 
tion,  envy,  jealousy  and  revenge  be  kindled  upon  the  altars  of  your 
hearts  ;  and  Peace,  aflrightcd,  shall  wing  her  way  to  her  native  heaven, 
with  her  tail-feathers  scorched,  while  Memory  sits  and  sighs  over  the 
mouldering  relics  of  youth. 

My  hearers — the  dark  days  of  evil  are  upon  us,  and  we  must  now 
light  up  the  lamps  of  morality  and  brotherly  love.  We  have  been  borne 
upon  the  chariot  of  years  far  away  from  our  early  joys,  and  landed  in 
this  gloomy  wild,  where  the  toadstools  of  trouble  spring  up  in  a  night, 
and  cares  grow  spontaneously :  but  socialism  and  friendship  can  also 
flourish  there,  if  properly  cultivated.  They  put  forth  blossoms  of  gold 
to  him  whose  childish  sports  are  past — whose  youthful  anticipations  are 
over  ;  and  the  blighting  blasts  of  the  tomb  cannot  rob  them  of  their  fra 
grance.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 
NUMBER  XCII. 

ON  THE  HOLLOWNE83  OF  ALL  THINGS. 

TMT.— I  stood  beneath  a  hollow  tree, 

The  blast  it  hollow  blew ; 
I  thought  upon  the  hollow  world, 

And  all  its  hollow  crew  ; 
Ambition  and  its  hollow  schemes, 

And  the  hollow  hopes  we  follow, 
Imagination's  hollow  dreams, 

All  hollow,  hollow,  hollow  ! — ANON. 


M*  DEAR  friends — If  I  thought  my  preaching  was  as  hollow  as  every 
thing  belonging  to  this  world,  I  would  quit  it  instanter,  and  go  to  stone- 
cutting,  or  at  some  other  business  equally  as  substantial ;  but  I  hope 
and  trust  it  is  otherwise.  I  mean  to  say  that  almost  everything 
we  see,  hear,  feel  or  dream  of,  is,  morally  speaking,  as  hollow  as  a 
goard-shcll ;  and  that  there  is  nothing  truly  solid  but  heavenly  virtues, 
piety,  cannon  balls  and  straight  forward  honesty.  It  is  said  by  some 
that  the  earth  itself  is  hollow,  and  keeps  yearly  growing  hollow  and 
more  hollow  still.  I  don't  know  how  this  is,  neither  do  I  care,  but  I 
do  know  that  the  whole  world,  take  it  in  a  lump,  is  hollow — and,  what 
is  more,  it  will  always  be  so  till  the  sands  in  the  glass  of  old  Time  are 
scattered  upon  the  shore  of  eternity.  Oh  !  how  hollow  is  the  heart  of 
man ! — a  mere  shell  of  hypocritical  pretension,  lined  with  the  silk  of 
fraternal  sympathy!  Its  exterior  is  smooth  and  delicate,  but  the  inte 
rior  is  as  rough  as  the  road  to  ruin ;  and  the  gas  with  which  it  is  infla 
ted  partakes  so  much  of  the  nature  of  high-dry-gin  as  to  render  it  too 
volatile  to  be  of  essential  service. 

My  friends — the  hollow  tree,  mentioned  in  my  text,  is  a  very  fit  em 
blem  of  the  hollowness  of  the  world  and  of  all  its  hollow  crew.  It  tells 
how  hope  puts  forth  its  green  leaves  beneath  the  genial  sun  of  prospe 
rity,  and  it  also  tells  how  the  bitter  blasts  of  adversity  pronounce  it  to 
be  hollow,  hollow,  hollow.  Ambition  is  as  hollow  as  the  soul  of  an 
echo.  It  is  but  a  blown-up  bladder  of  vanity,  occupying  altogether  too 
much  space  for  its  substance,  like  a  dinner  made  of  saw-dust  pudding. 
How  hollow  are  the  airy  dreams  of  imagination ! — mere  soap-bubbles, 
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floating  about  in  the  calm  atmosphere  of  ideality ;  but,  when  the  first 
breeze  of  reason  blows,  they  burst  and  disappear.  A  crown  is  but  a 
hollow  cap  of  honor  ;  and  hollow,  for  the  most  part,  are  the  heads 
that  wear  it — and  hollower  are  the  empty  hearts  that  worship  it.  And 
love,  my  friends,  is  as  hollow  as  a  blasted  hickory  nut.  It  may  be  full 
of  the  manifestations  of  sincerity  in  the  Summer  of  its  existence,  but 
when  the  Autumn  comes,  there  is  nothing  left  of  it  but  the  dried  and 
withered  skin  of  its  former  glory.  Friendship,  too,  is  as  hollow  as  a 
contribution  box  the  day  before  collection.  A  friend  with  smiles  will 
grasp  you  by  the  hand,  to-day,  while  the  sun  of  Fortune  shines  clear 
nnd  bright ;  but  as  soon  as  it  is  obscured  by  the  clouds  of  misfortune, 
he  is  oil',  like  a  leg-treasurer,  with  your  only  umbrella  of  comfort,  lea 
ving  you  exposed  to  the  storms  and  tempests  of  a  penurious  world. 
The  trumpet  of  fame  is  likewise  as  hollow  as  an  eaves'  spout,  full  of 
sound  and  fury,  and  signifying  nothing,  as  my  particular  friend,  Shak- 
speare,  says.  Its  sonorous  tones  may  echo  from  one  side  of  creation 
to  the  other,  but  what  do  they  amount  to  in  the  end  ?  Nothing  but  a 
sad  and  melancholy  whisper  of  death  and  the  grave.  The  laudation  of 
the  world  is  empty  and  void.  The  hollow  critic  vends  his  hollow 
praise  to  the  hollow  fool  who  heeds  him.  The  sycophant  pours  his 
flattery  into  the  ears  of  his  hollow  dupes,  and  then  pins  curses  to  their 
coat-tails.  Such  is  the  duplicity  of  human  nature. 

My  dear  friends — this  world  is  truly  an  empty  show,  and  all  that  it 
contains  is  either  hollow  and  vacant,  or  filled  with  loathsome  corruption. 
The  only  true,  pure  and  valuable  solids  are  imported  directly  from  hea 
ven.  Yes,  my  friends,  virtue  and  morality  are  the  true  pork  and  cab 
bage  of  life  ;  while  all  besides  is  mere  cold  slaw  saturated  with  the 
sharp  vinegar  of  woe.  It  is  my  earnest  desire  that  you  all  should  ga 
ther  and  lay  up  a  store  of  heaven-made  substantials,  rather  than  experi 
ment,  as  you  so  generally  do,  upon  the  fluids  and  atmospherics  of  earth. 
In  your  crazy  pursuits  after  happiness  how  often  do  you  find  yourselves 
deceived!  You  crack  ten  thousand  nuts  of  expectation,  and  ninety- 
nine  out  of  every  hundred  are  proven  to  be  hollow  and  worthless! 
Hope's  fruitful  hen  lays  for  you  a  nest  full  of  gold-washed  eggs;  but 
instead  of  shelling  out  a  thriving  brood  of  chickens,  they  are  apt  to  be 
addled,  and  fit  for  nothing. 

Oh,  my  beloved  hearers !  don't,  if  you  can  conveniently  help  it,  let 
your  hearts  be  quite  as  hollow  as  are  the  generality  of  objects  belonging 
to  the  world.  Keep  them  crammed,  if  possible,  with  all  such  treasures 
as  you  can  find  in  the  rich  store-house  of  moral  rectitude}.  Let  pure 
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virtue  lie  at  the  bottom — then  add  a  layer  of  charity— on  that  place  a 
thickness  of  brotherly  love — top  off  with  a  good  cover  of  honesty — and 
then  sprinkle  the  whole  with  the  genuine  salt  of  piety.  The  next  thing 
to  be  done  is  to  clear  your  heads  of  all  visionary  schemes,  and  let  com 
mon  sense  be  master  over  the  half  civilized  kingdom  of  the  brain.  Do 
all  these  things  and  you  will  do  a  great  deal  toward  filling  up  the  many 
gloomy  hollows  mentioned  in  this  discourse,  besides  securing  to  your 
selves  the  prospect  of  a  pleasant  journey  through  life,  and  the  hope  of 
an  everlasting  reward.  So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    XCIII. 

ON   DISCORD. 

TEXT. — Discord  ever  haunts  with  hideous  meiri 

Those  dire  abodes  where  Hymen  once  has  been.— GABTH. 

My  HEARERS — There  is  no  sweet  without  its  bitter — no  pleasure  with- 
without  its  pain— and  morally  speaking,  no  harmony  without  its  discord. 
In  the  midst  of  the  world's  most  harmonious  music,  the  harsh  tones  of 
discord  grate  upon  the  ear,  and  make  one  feel  about  as  uncomfortable 
as  does  the  sound  of  a  fire-shovel  when  rubbed  over  the  gritty  surface 
of  a  stone  hearth.  It  is  true  there  are  a  few  habitations  on  this  crus- 
taceous  globe  where  the  children  of  Harmony  reside,  and  from  whence 
we  are  greeted  with  dulcet  strains,  as  smooth  and  as  oily  as  the  sil 
very  notes  of  an  angel's  lute  ;  but  these,  combined  with  the  wretched 
janglings  of  the  world  at  large,  make  music  as  hideous  as  Fra  Diavolo 
played  upon  a  tin  whistle,  and  accompanied  with  a  string  of  sleigh  bells. 
Many,  who  pretend  to  be  sharp-sighted  enough  to  see  through  a  brick 
bat  iu  a  cloudy  night,  cannoi  discover  but  that  a  unison  of  feeling  and  of 
motive  bind  a  man  to  his  brother  man  in  all  civilized  and  enlightened 
communities  ;  but,  I  tell  you,  my  friends,  that  selfishness,  ambition  and 
avarice  have  rusted  many  of  the  brightest  links  in  the  social  chain,  and 
deadened  the  harmony  of  its  reverberations. 

My  dear  friends — apart  from  the  general  conflict  that  agitates  the  hu 
man  family  there  is  a  domestic  discord  more  disagreeable  and  more  to 
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be  dreaded  than  any  other.  It  haunts  the  deserted  castles  of  love, 
where  Hymen  once  sang  the  songs  of  gladness  and  joy.  It  jars  the 
happiness  of  multitudes  who  are  fastened  firmly  in  the  matrimonial  cage, 
and  renders  life  to  them  a  series  of  perplexities  and  woe.  When  I  see 
two  congenial  hearts  wedded  together  in  feeling,  sympathy  and  love— 
two  souls  blended  in  one,  like  the  calm  meeting  of  two  peaceful  streams 
in  a  flowery  vale-— it  does  really  appear  as  though  they  would  never  bo 
disturbed  by  any  of  the  conflicting  storms  that  sweep  over  the  world 
and  beat  in  upon  the  domestic  peace  of  human  families.  All  with  them 
is  joy  and  rapture.  Not  a  cloud  mars  the  blue  heaven  of  their  enjoy 
ment — the  atmosphere  that  surrounds  them  is  scented  with  kisses  and 
cologne — every  passing  breeze  whispers  of  connubial  love — and  where 
one  flower  fades  upon  the  bush  of  indulgence,  two  more  are  expanding 
in  the  dews  of  reciprocal  affection,  and  promise  gay  blossoms  for  the 
morrow.  But,  oh,  my  friends  !  how  soon  are  these  delightful  extrava 
gancies  banished  from  the  sight !  What  a  change  too  frequently  comes 
over  the  scene,  even  before  the  last  horn  of  the  honey-moon  has  disap 
peared  ! — and  such  a  change,  as  Byron  might  remark — O  night  and 
darkness,  devour  it  up  forever  !  What  was  before  all  light  and  loveli 
ness,  is  suddenly  changed  to  gloom  and  sorrow — that  which  was  har 
mony  has  become  discord — and  the  downy  pillow  of  peace  is  crammed 
full  of  the  thorns  of  discontent.  Jarrings,  bickerings,  frettings,  scold 
ings  and  upbraidings,  make  a  bedlam  of  the  bower  of  love,  and  frighten 
pleasure  far  beyond  the  pale  of  its  precincts.  With  the  unhappy  couple 
it  is  now  you  will  and  you  wont — -you  shall  and  you  sha'n't — and  you'll 
catch  it  if  you  don't :  whereas,  but  a  little  while  before  the  one  would 
have  been  willing  to  wade  through  a  sea  of  soap-fat  to  comply  with  the 
wishes  of  the  other.  I  know  how  the  matter  lies,  my  friends.  When 
a  young  fellow  and  girl  love  each  other  sincerely  and  truly,  all  they 
want  is  satisfaction,  as  the  duelist  says.  Well,  after  they  have  been 
married  a  month  or  two  they  get  satisfaction — and  yet  for  all  this  they 
are  often  more  dissatisfied  than  ever.  Instead  of  holding  on  to  each 
other's  hands  while  traveling  down  life's  slippery  road,  they  sometimes 
separate,  and  one  falls  into  one  ditch,  and  the  other  into  the  other,  where 
they  lie  unnoticed  by  the  world,  and  hardly  recognized  by  the  hogs. 
Thus  Discord  dwells  in  the  habitation  of  Hymen,  and  slackens  every 
concordant  string  of  the  human  heart. 

My  hearers — if  you  would  like  to  be  more  particularly  informed  of 
the  original  name  of  Discord,  I  can  only  say  that  this  she  monster's  na 
tive  place  is  said  to  be  far  on  the  frontiers  of  the  Infernal  Regions,  near 
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that  dark  and  gloomy  shore  upon  which  the  waves  of  Chaos  dash  their 
sulphuric  brine.  Here,  high  upon  a  craggy  cliff  that  received  mighty 
thunders  upon  its  front,  and  never  dodged  at  lightning,  was  the  fiend 
originally  bound  by  an  enormous  brazen  chain.  She  used  to  sometimes 
set  up  such  hideous  yells  that  the  tide  dare  not  come  in  for  eight  and 
forty  hours ;  and  Night  would  even  turn  pale  with  fear.  She  had  a 
thousand  ugly  mouths,  and  each  had  twenty  clamorous  tongues.  She 
would  tear  her  own  entrails  with  her  wild-cat  claws,  and  pull  the  sna 
ky  hair  from  her  horrid  head.  The  breath  she  belched  forth  caused 
whirlwinds,  tornadoes  and  tempests  ;  and  her  fierce,  glaring  eyes  look 
ed  like  a  couple  of  fiery  comets  burning  in  their  bloody  circles.  A 
thousand  lesser  monsters  waged  war  around  her,  and  kept  up  a  conti- 
ual  hubbub,  to  the  everlasting  annoyance  of  the  demons  of  darkness 
that  slept  in  the  dungeons  of  death  below.  The  terrible  creature,  Dis 
cord,  my  friends,  in  a  fit  of  distraction  at  last  broke  loose,  and  went  all 
ovei  creation  with  the  speed  of  a  detached  locomotive  under  a  full  head 
way  of  steam,  and  has  ever  since  been  kicking  up  a  dust  all  along  the 
highway  of  man's  social  peace  ;  and  the  only  way  to  tame  her  impetu 
ous  spirit,  is  to  play  her  some  gentle  air  upon  the  harp  of  fraternal  love, 
in  a  strain  of  Christian  meekness.  This  alone  can  subdue  her  ;  and  if 
you  have  a  mind  to  try  it,  I'll  bet  a  year's  salary  to  a  tin  sixpence  that 
harmony,  love  and  brotherly  kindness  will  prevail,  where  now  discord, 
death  and  the  devil  bear  sway. 

My  friends — you  may  disagree,  dispute  and  wrangle  as  much  as  you 
see  fit,  but  it  will  bo  for  only  a  short  time  longer.  You  may  separate 
from  your  partners,  your  families,  and  from  each  other  ;  but  you  must 
recollect  that  you  must,  ere  long,  be  brought  to  a  focus  in  that  narrow 
tenement,  tho  grave,  where  black  and  white,  friends  and  foes,  amalga 
mate  indiscriminately.  Be  prepared,  then,  for  the  doom,  and  behave 
yourselves  like  rational  beings  to  whom  the  hope  is  given  of  a  fairer 
and  a  better  world,  where  all  is  harmony  and  love,  and  where  discord 
never  can  enter.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


• '         .        •  • 
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NUMBER   XCIV. 

ON  WHALES  AND  LITTLE   FISHES. 

TEXT.— There's  now  and  then  a  whale,  you  know, 
But  lots  of  little  fishes. — ANON. 

MY  DEAR  hearers — I'm  a  whale,  and  no  mistake.  It  is  not  because  I 
contain  a  superabundance  of  blubber  that  I  am  a  whale,  but  rather  for 
the  reason  that  I  am  so  given  to  spouting.  There  are  thousands  that 
consider  me  to  be  a  whale  of  the  largest  species,  while  I,  in  return  for 
their  foolishness,  look  upon  them  as  very  small  fry  indeed,  and  scarcely 
worthy  of  a  mud  gudgeon's  notice.  The  fact  is,  my  friends,  this  bil 
lowy  world,  iu  which  wo  arc  spawned,  may  bo  properly  considered 
one  vast  ocean,  and  its  inhabitants,  fishes  of  all  sorts,  sizes,  grades  and 
classes.  Some  are  scaly,  some  are  slimy,  some  are  soft,  some  are 
smooth,  and  some  are  solid  and  consistent,  clean  through,  from  the 
dorsal  to  the  ventral  fin.  Of  the  scaly  tribe  I  may  mention  those  suck 
ers  belonging  to  the  body  loaferish,  that  never  rise  to  the  surface  of 
respectability,  but  arc  always  groveling  in  the  mud  of  corruption, 
whose  sole  study  appears  to  be  to  see  how  much  they  can  get  without 
the  least  physical  exertion  ;  and  who  would  rather  ride  to  hell  in  a 
hand-cart  than  walk  to  heaven  supported  by  the  staff  of  industry.  The 
slimy  sort  are  those  who  make  pretensions  to  uprightness  and  purity 
of  character,  and  yet  are  the  lowest  and  filthiest  of  the  whole  homo* 
fisho  tribe.  They  look  well  enough  outwardly,  but  they  wont  do  to 
handle.  The  gloss  that  glows  upon  them  is  but  the  glutinous  exuber 
ance  of  iniquitous  deception ;  and  no  one  who  has  the  moral  courage 
to  meddle  with  them,  can  ever  come  oil*  with  clean  hands.  They  swim 
up  the  brackish  creeks  of  pollution — riot  in  all  kinds  of  debaucheries- 
then  come  buck  and  rub  their  sliuu)  upon  tho  silks  and  satins  of  virtu 
ous  society ;  and  sport  about  in  the  sunny  wave  of  independence,  as 
though  they  were  the  gold-fish  of  admiration,  and  every  body  else  no 
thing  but  lamprey-eels  and  bull  heads.  These  are  the  silly  fish,  my 
friends,  that  bite  at  every  bait  of  pleasure  which  the  devil  throws  out, 
and  are  so  often  caught  but  let  go  again  to  feed  and  fatten  on  the  fruits 
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of  their  own  follies  till  they  become  fit  for  that  table  which  is  kept  con 
stantly  spread  in  the  great  cellar-kitchen  of  Beelzebub.  The  soft  spe 
cies,  my  friends,  are  the  dandies,  with  more  gills  than  brains — whose 
vanity  makes  a  very  good  pickle  in  cold  weather,  when  mixed  with  a 
plenty  of  sauce  and  impudence.  The  smooth  kind  are  those  whom  it 
is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  call  gentlemen.  The  scales  of  vulgarity 
upon  their  backs  are  so  fine  and  delicate  that  they  are  scarcely  suscep 
tible  to  the  touch  of  sensibility  ;  and  yet,  when  seen  through  the  mag 
nifying  glass  of  jealousy  or  envy,  they  protrude  in  every  direction  like 
the  hairs  of  a  cat  when  molested  by  some  mischief-making  dog.  The 
solid  and  consistent  are  those  who  are  blessed  with  more  common 
sense  than  learning — who  are  so  loaded  down  with  reason  that  they 
never  float  on  the  surface  of  the  world's  wide  sea  for  the  purpose  of 
catching  those  female  gilded  Hies  of  fashion  which  are  ever  sporting 
in  the  sunshine  of  etiquette.  No — they  swim  deeper  in  the  waters  of 
sound  judgment  and  pick  up  the  pearls  that  the  foolish  and  extravagant 
cast  from  them.  They  are  fishes  of  more  intellect  than  bladder,  and 
of  more  honesty  than  conceit. 

My  dear  friends — take  the  world  as  a  whole,  it  is  a  unison  of  small 
potatoes  and  little  fishes  ;  but  there  is  now  and  then  a  whale  that  comes 
swimming  up  the  harbor  of  society,  causing  the  waves  of  excitement 
to  roll  with  unwonted  fury,  while  myriads  of  little  fishes  gape  with 
wonder  and  astonishment.  There  is  a  German  lady,  for  instance,  called 
Fanny  Easier,  who  has  learned  the  art  of  putting  one  leg  before  the 
other,  and  the  other  considerably  higher  than  one,  in  a  very  scientific 
mariner.  She  is  thought  to  be  a  whale  of  the  very  largest  species ; 
but  she  is  nothing  more  than  a  note  of  admiration  after  all — a  mere 
point  in  the  book  of  decency — nothing  more  than  a  woman  wreathed 
with  the  artificial  flowers  of  homage — more  admired  than  respected, 
and  more  talked  of  by  the  supercilious  and  extravagant  than  courted  by 
the  wise  and  the  good.  Still,  wherever  she  goes,  ten  thousand  little 
fishes  follow  in  her  wake,  with  mouths  wide  open  with  wonder,  ready 
to  sacrifice  both  money  and  character  for  the  sake  of  gratifying  some 
unhallowed  desire,  which  they  can  no  more  account  for  than  a  young 
duck  can  for  its  natural  antipathy  to  overshoes  and  umbrulhiH, 

My  hcurers — you  tiro  all  little  fishes  in  thu  sight  of  Omnipotence ; 
but  you  slimilil'nt  make  yourselves  smaller  than  you  really  are.  Be 
cause  you  happen  to  come  across  an  occasional  whale,  it  is  the  very 
syrup  of  nonsense  to  draw  yourselves  up  into  an  almost  imperceptible 
spec  of  animation,  through  a  fearful  respect  for  nominal  greatness ; 

30 
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for,  though  comparatively  small  in  your  own  estimation,  you  may  one 
day  become  whales  yourselves,  by  the  aid  of  fortune  or  circumstances, 
to  be  worshipped  by  mermaids,  sea-horses,  scullions  and  catfish.  But, 
my  dear  friends,  if  you  would  pay  a  little  less  regard  to  whales,  and 
stand  more  in  awe  of  the  multitudes  of  land  sharks  that  depredate  so 
much  in  this  world  of  credulity,  folly  and  ignorance,  you  would  be  safe 
in  the  beginning,  safer  in  the  middle,  and  better  off  in  the  end.  The 
whole  community  is  composed  of  a  scaly  shoal  of  fishes  that  prey  upon 
one  another,  instead  of  praying  for  one  another,  as  they  ought  to  do. 
The  weaker  fall  victims  to  the  stronger,  and  the  stronger  are  rendered 
stronger  still  by  the  servile  stupidity  of  the  weaker.  The  only  way 
for  a  man  to  get  through  this  world  without  chafing  the  skin  from  his 
elbows,  is  to  assume  the  form  and  appearance  of  a  whale,  and  make  all 
the  slashing  he  can,  when  the  tide  of  public* favor  once  sels  upon  him. 
If  he  only  does  this  he  will  cross  the  channel  of  existence  as  smoothly 
as  a  sail  boat  in  a  gentle  breeze,  and  finally  land  upon  the  shore  of  eter 
nity  as  safely  and  soundly  as  a  clam  upon  a  sand  bank.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER   XCV. 

ON  PETTICOAT  INFLUENCE. 

TEXT.  —  Petticoat  influence  is  a  great  reproach, 

Which  even  those  who  obey  would  fain  be  thought 
To  fly  from,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  roach  ; 

But  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  we  are  brought 
By  various  joltings  of  life's  hackney  coach, 
I  for  one  venerate  a  petticoat—* 


No  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  Jmuty.—  -ftvltox» 

MY  HEARERS  —  You  may  look  upon  it  as  peddling  small  potatoes  for 
me  to  preach  about  such  comparatively  insignificant  things  as  petti 
coats  :  but  I  don't  think  so.  There  is  something  sublime,  mysterious, 
potent  and  soul-enthralling  in  a  petticoat.  The  influence  that  it  exerts 
over  the  hearts  of  men,  is  no  less  powerful  than  it  is  mysterious.  Its 
magnetic  properties  I  never  could  rationally  explain  —  and  still  I  think 
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I  have  looked  about  as  deep  into  the  subject  as  any  man  of  my  number 
of  years.  Yes,  my  friends,  a  petticoat  puzzles  me  and  my  philosophy 
most  extensively.  It  makes  no  difference  as  to  what  kind  of  stuff  it 
be  made  of,  whether  silk,  dimity,  russet,  or  red  flannel,  its  attractive 
and  capturing  power  is  nearly  all  the  same.  It  has  that  same  property 
of  attracting  tl^c  needle  of  man's  affections  to  one  particular  spot,  even 
as  the  magnet  is  attracted  towards  the  pole,  or  as  the  lips  of  lovers  are 
approximated  by  some  magical  and  mystical  influence. 

My  friends — a  petticoat  is  no  great  shakes  after  all  when  it  hangs 
fluttering  upon  a  clothes'  line.  Hundreds,  aye  thousands,  may  pass  by 
it  without  feeling  disturbed  in  the  least  about  that  sensitive  region  of 
the  heart,  where  Love  builds  her  downy  nest,  but  leaves  now  and  then 
a  thorn  of  rare  protruding  from  its  sides  :  but  just  hitch  this  mysterious 
garment  upon  the  back  of  a  feminine  beauty — let  it  gently  s\v;ng  to  and 
fro,  according  to  the  dictates  of  affectation  and  pride,  and  a  saucy  young 
hurricane  will  sweep  through  the  bosom  of  each  ir.ale  beholder,  and 
cause  him  to  apply  the  grappling-irons  of  resolution  to  his  heart,  lest 
its  brittle  threads  be  snapped,  and  the  whole  precious  concern  be  car 
ried  away  for  ever.  Petticoat  influence,  from  some  cause  or  other,  is 
considered  to  be  a  great  reproach,  inasmuch  as  those  who  obey  it  the 
most  are  the  very  ones  who  crawl  out  from  under  its  hems  and  declare 
that  it  has  no  more  effect  upon  them  than  a  glass  of  gin,  or  any  other 
diuretic  has  upon  the  clouds  in  a  time  of  drought.  But,  my  friends,  I 
don't  see  why  it  should  be  thought  a  reproach.  There  is  no  harm,  I 
am  sure,  of  being  under  the  influence  of  a  petticoat  that  enfolds  a  pure, 
beautiful  and  virtuous  lump  of  female  corporeity ;  but  it  is  truly  conta 
minating  to  be  confined  in  the  atmosphere  of  one  that  shakes  vice  from 
its  folds,  and  drags  its  nether  extremity  through  the  mud  and  filth  of 
iniquity.  It  is  your  own  fault,  my  young  friends,  if  you  are  governed 
by  one  of  this  description.  If  you  follow  one  of  these  into  the  dark 
alleys  of  lewdness,  you  are  just  as  foolish  as  a  fish  is  that  bites  at  a 
tetl  woollen  *»g»  M  »u  eel  tiuil  hang*  on  to  the  UoU  wQyond  the  surfwo 
of  the  water* 

Oh  !  my  dear  friends — if  you  are  to  be  swayed  by  any  of  the  petti 
coat  tribe,  I  pray  you  to  let  those  rule  who  wear  the  white  dimities  of 
virtue,  morality  and  heart-born  love.  They  are  sub-angels,  whom  the 
angels  of  heaven  have  deputed  to  sojourn  for  a  season  upon  earth,  not 
only  to  scatter  fresh  roses  along  the  path  of  man,  but  to  eradicate  every 
noxious  weed  that  grows  in  the  flower-bed  of  his  affections.  You 
needn't  be  ashamed  of  such  petticoat  influence  as  this — for  it  is  as 
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wholesome  as  bean  porridge  to  a  peasant — but  take  a  petticoat,  my 
friends,  that  has  been  washed  in  the  soap-suds  of  matrimony,  and  you 
will  often  find  that  the  mysteriousness  of  its  power  is  all  gone — washed 
out — vanished.  Its  puissance  is  then  a  matter  of  comprehensive  real- 
ity :  you  can  understand  it  without  the  aid  of  an  interpreter.  Marriage 
sometimes  gives  man  a  good  boost  toward  tho  summit  of  earthly  hap 
piness  ;  and  it  not  unfrequently  places  him  in  a  soul-galling  bondage, 
whence  there  is  no  backing  out — no  retreating — no  climbing  over— 
and  no  breaking  through.  This  connubial  petticoat  influence  is  deci 
dedly  a  reproach  ;  and  well  may  its  sheepish  subjects  hang  their  heads 
for  shame  while  they  acknowledge  their  servility.  I  always  turn  the 
cock  to  the  fountain  of  my  sympathy  on  all  such  pusillanimous  fools, 
and  let  them  work  out  their  own  salvation  with  fear,  trembling,  wash 
ing  dishes,  and  peeling  potatoes.  The  idea  of  men  calling  themselves 
lords  of  the  soil,  when  not  one  half  of  them  are  masters  of  their  own 
homes,  is  so  ridiculous  that  I  shall  waste  none  of  my  valuable  wind  in 
blowing  words  at  it.  We'll  let  that  pass — as  the  pigs  said  of  the  steam 
locomotive. 

My  hearers — I  venerate  a  petticoat ;  and  so  might  any  one  who  has 
moral  courage  sufficient  to  protect  himself  from  its  despotic  arbitrament. 
Take  it  on  the  whole,  it  is  a  chastener,  purifier,  refiner,  comforter  and 
corrector  of  man.  Man  without  woman  is  a  monster — slovenly  in 
dress,  uncouth  in  appearance,  abrupt  in  manners,  and  vulgar  in  conver 
sation.  He  is  indebted  to  the  petticoat  for  all  his  polish,  his  manly 
qualities,  and  his  heavenly  virtues ;  and  I  hope  always  to  see  this  arti 
cle  respected  for  the  sake  of  the  good  that  it  has  wrought  and  is  daily 
working  in  this  world  of  sin  and  iniquity. 

But,  my  dear  friends,  petticoats  are  getting  to  be  worn  rather  too 
short  at  the  present  day  to  effect  much  good.  Some  don't  even  wear 
any  at  all.  You  know  as  well  as  I  that  most  of  our  modern  female 
dancers,  in  order  to  make  as  great  a  display  as  possible,  and  to  exhibit 
all  their  attractive  qualities,  wear  not  even  an  apology  for  a  virtue-pro 
tector  ;  and  the  consequence  is,  they  take  a  whole  community  by  storm, 
and  sacrifice  their  own  reputations  in  obtaining  the  conquest  There 
fore,  my  dear  brethren,  be  cautious,  be  careful  of  petticoat  influence. 
Be  not  brought  under  it  too  hastily,  and  neither  keep  altogether  without 
the  pale  of  its  powers — but  pursue  a  medium  course,  and  all  the  honor, 
the  glory  and  the  praise  shall  be  yours,  world  without  end.  So  mote 
it  be! 
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NUMBER   XCVI. 

ON  OLDEN  AND  PRESENT  TIMES. 

TMT.— Old  Time !  Old  Time !  you've  passed  away, 

And  men  have  sadly  altered ; 
The  robber  walks  amid  the  day, 

Unchided  and  unhaltered. 
The  statesman  talks  away  his  time. 

And  leaves  the  people  starving  ; 
The  scales  of  justice  lean  to  crime, 

And  doctors  cure  by  carving. — J.  E.  Dow. 

MY  HEARERS — Refinement  and  corruption  are  always  found  to  be  wed 
ded  together.  They  are  so  closely  allied  that  it  is  difficult  to  distin 
guish  which  from  which,  or  'tother  from  'tother.  In  fact  refinement, 
such  as  we  boast  of  at  the  present  day,  is  nothing  but  a  mass  of  cor 
ruption,  coated  with  a  beautiful  exterior  of  hypocritical  pretension.  Old 
Time  has  not  wholly  past  away,  as  my  text  might  seem  to  imply ;  for 
he  is  destined  to  drive  his  chariot  (the  wheels  to  which  are  rolling 
years)  into  the  edge  of  eternity,  before  he  can  be  reckoned  among  the 
has  beens ;  but  old  times  have  passed  away,  and  present  times  have 
fallen  into  such  a  state  of  degeneracy,  that  I  doubt  much  whether  we 
shall  have  any  times  at  all,  by  and  by.  We  talk  of  improvement ! 
What  kind  of  improvement  do  we  make  ?  Man,  after  having  soared 
upon  the  wings  of  science  to  the  celestial  cities  of  the  stars,  and  ex 
plored  the  aerial  desert  of  space — having  gone  up  in  balloons  among 
the  dark  billowy  clouds,  and  ascertained,  by  analyzation,  the  component 
parts  of  thunder  and  lightning — is,  after  all,  farther  off  from  heaven 
now,  than  he  was  five  hundred  or  a  thousand  years  ago.  By  the  aid 
of  telescopes  and  a  kind  of  delusive  fancy,  he  brings  objects  from  above 
apparently  near,  and  then  foolishly  imagines  that  he  at  last  has  arrived 
at  the  very  door-steps  of  heaven !  What  folly !  what  vainness  ! 

Why,  my  friends — to  tell  you  the  plain  truth,  as  we  advance  scien 
tifically,  intellectually  and  socially,  we  digress  morally.  There  is  no 
more  mistake  about  it  than  there  is  in  twice  two.  Good  morals  can't 
exist  where  fashion  and  refinement  are  associated  with  vice.  You 
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might  as  soon  think  of  catching  trout  from  a  putrid  pool,  or  of  breeding 
musquetoes  from  a  living  spring.  The  morals  of  this  and  every  com 
munity  have,  for  a  long  time,  been  growing,  downward,  like  a  cow's 
tail,  while  vice  keeps  turning  up  and  curling  under,  like  the  posteriorial 
embellishment  of  a  cur.  As  the  accomplished  arts  flourish,  morality  is 
left  in  the  shade ;  and  it  cannot  grow  while  such  weeds  are  sapping  it 
of  its  vitality.  While  this  state  of  things  remains,  man  may  grow  wiser 
and  wiser  with  each  returning  day ;  but,  depend  upon  it,  he  can  become 
no  better.  We  have  among  us  a  swarm  of  tinkers  of  public  morals ; 
but  while  they  endeavor  to  stop  one  hole,  they  are  sure  to  make  ten 
more — if  they  don't  even  expose  their  own  rottenness.  In  fact,  my 
friends,  morals  are  like  an  old  shirt :  they  may  look  cleaner  for  wash 
ing,  but,  at  the  same  time,  they  are  worse  than  ever,  and  more  liable 
to  rip  in  the  back.  The  only  way  to  forward  the  growth  of  morality 
is  to  cut  away  and  make  a  bonfire  of  all  such  noxious  brushwood  as 
avarice,  cupidity,  venality,  fashion,  and  selfishness;  and  then  it  will 
flourish  spontaneously  upon  the  uncultivated  soil  of  the  heart,  and  make 
man  appear  as  he  once  was — pure,  spotless  and  undcfilcd. 

My  dear  friends — it  is  a  melancholy  truth  that  man  has  sadly  altered. 
I  don't  believe  that  he  looks  any  more  like  the  model  which  the  Crea 
tor  made  as  a  pattern  for  us  all,  than  a  ribbed-nosed  babboon  looks  like 
Prince  Albert  or  the  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands.  His  moral  attri 
butes  are  not  the  same,  and  his  exterior  has  lost  all  its  original  marks. 
Oh !  how  degenerate  is  man !  and  oh,  how  corruption  oozes  from  the 
.suies  of  society!  Not  only  the  professional  robber  walks  unchided 
and  unhaltered  in  the  broad  light  of  day,  but  you  also — yes,  you,  ye 
unceremonious  robbers — all  of  you,  are  permitted  to  rob  one  another, 
•by  way  of  trade,'  as  the  saying  is,  or  in  other  words  'just  for  a  lark,' 
with  perfect  impunity.  Yes,  you  lie,  cheat  and  steal  all  the  week  for 
the  sake  of  Mammon,  then  go  to  church  and  pile  up  your  sins  at  the 
fool  of  the  altar,  and  then  hurrah  for  more  money,  either  by  fair  or  by 
foul  means.  You  dare  not  deny  it,  you  sin-scathed  sons  of  avarice, 
that  many  of  you  have  been  known  to  drive  over  dead  mendicants' 
bones,  on  your  unhallowed  errands  of  venality ;  and  I  have  no  doubt 
that  many  of  you  are  only  free  from  the  charge  of  picking  pennies 
from  a  blind  beggar's  hat  on  the  ground  that  no  opportunity  has  yet 
been  afforded.  Now,  my  friends,  you  must  know  that  you  are  paying 
a  very  heavy  tax  for  the  privilege  of  being  miserable ;  and  I  really 
wonder  that  you  don't  bring  about  a  reform  of  self-government,  and  let 
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peace,  contentment  and  happiness  once  more  hang  their  evergreen 
wreaths  in  the  blighted  bowers  of  the  heart. 

Our  congressmen,  my  friends,  what  are  they  ?  Nothing  but  blood 
suckers  upon  the  cheek  of  Uncle  Sam.  They  talk  and  drink  for  eight 
dollars  a  day,  and  you  have  to  stand  the  treat.  Don't  be  deceived. 
While  they  pretend  to  strengthen  the  pillars  which  support  our  temple 
of  liberty,  they  are  often,  by  their  very  acts,  undermining  its  base  ;  and 
you  musn't  be  surprised  if  the  whole  fabric  comes  down,  one  of  these 
days,  with  an  awful  crash,  and  upon  its  ruins  spring  up  the  deadly  upas 
of  despotism.  The  fact  need  not  be  concealed  that  our  senators  and 
representatives  who  are  now  feeding  upon  government  fodder  at  the 
District  of  Columbia,  will  gamble  at  the  faro  banks — play  cards — dice 
—make  use  of  profane  language — quarrel — fight  duels — and  drink  gin 
cocktails.  It  is  true  they  go  to  church,  but  it  is  for  form's  sake.  They 
seldom  read  their  bibles,  and  their  bosoms  are  well  stufied  with  selfish 
pride  and  vanity.  Instead  of  walking  and  watching  upon  the  watch- 
towers  of  the  nation,  they  are  loafing,  idling  and  blackguarding  their 
time  away ;  therefore,  don't  bo  deceived,  I  repeat,  in  your  estimation 
of  them  over  such  hewers  of  wood  and  drawers  of  water,  as  we  com 
mon  folks  are.  They  may  preach  as  much  as  they  please  about  the 
rights  and  privileges  of  the  poor ;  all  they  care  for  is  the  glory  and 
honor  of  their  stations.  They  are  always  ready  to  sacrifice  paltry 
words  for  the  sake  of  freedom,  but  you  don't  catch  them  sacrificing  any 
thing  of  greater  value.  They  ask  you  to  give  them  a  boost  into  the 
tree  of  ollice  ;  and  what  do  they  do  ? — they  cat  the  apples  and  then 
throw  the  cores  at  your  heads.  Such  are  our  statesmen,  and  such  is 
man  at  the  present  day.  Our  doctors  arc  working  hard  for  death  and 
the  devil  on  shares.  There  was  a  time  when  they  could  live  and  let 
live  ;  but  now  they  cut  and  slash  at  poor  humanity,  as  though  it  were 
an  inanimate  piece  of  clay.  They  feed  the  jaws  of  the  sepulchre  with 
all  the  coldness  and  sang  froid  that  ever  a  menagerie  keeper  threw  a 
pluck  to  a  tiger.  But  I  will  not  dilate  upon  this  uncongenial  topic. 

My  friends — as  the  good  old  days  are  gone  forever,  and  never  more 
to  return,  we  must  try  to  prevent  the  rust,  which  has  now  gathered  up 
on  the  times,  from  spreading  farther,  rather  than,  in  useless  endeavors, 
to  rub  it  wholly  off.  If  you  have  a  mind  to  try,  there  will  be  no  trou 
ble  iu  getting  smoothly  on,  till  you  arrive  at  that  blessed  country  where 
the  times  are  first  rate,  and  strict  morality  prevails  for  ever  and  ever. 
So  mote  it  be  ! 
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NUMBER   XCVII. 

ON  THE  RETURN  OF  Si'lllN'O. 
TEXT.—'  Sweet  Spring !  I  greet  thee  with  a  rapturous  kiss.' 

MY  DEAR  friends — Let  us  congratulate  one  another  that  the  cold-hearted 
tyrant  Winter  has  been  turned  out  of  office,  and  is  now  slumbering  in 
retirement  among  the  icebergs  of  the  North.  His  was  a  severe  reign, 
truly.  His  measures  were  altogether  too  destructive  to  the  interests  of 
the  North,  and  .too  favorable  toward  those  of  the  South.  He  took  too 
heavy  responsibilities  on  his  own  shoulders,  and  therefore  prostrated 
business  flatter  than  a  hammered  sixpence.  He  put  a  stop  to  all  of  our 
inland  navigation — levied  a  grinding  tax  upon  the  poor— buried  the 
prosperity  of  the  country  beneath  the  snows  of  usurpation,  and  created 
banks  after  banks,  to  blork  up  the  honest  yeoman's  road  to  fortune  ;  but 
most  of  them  have  been  run  upon  so  often  that  they  are  now  trodden 
down,  if  not  wholly  annihilated  forever. 

My  friends — setting  aside  all  politics,  whether  seasonable  or  unsea 
sonable  ;  let  us  rejoice  that  warmer,  milder  and  sunnier  days  are  be- 
ginning  to  peep  through  the  wind-tattered  curtain  of  March,  and  that 
we  shall  soon  get  a  smell  at  some  such  odors  as  delighted  the  olfacto 
ries  of  our  first  parents,  as  they  «ut  weaving  love-knots  in  the  gay  bow 
ers  of  Eden,  or  picking  the  violets  that  surrounded  the  cmdlo  of  new 
born  Spring.  Nature,  though  comparatively  dormant,  is  not  yet  dead. 
Every  day  exhibits  new  symptoms  of  returning  animation  ;  and  you 
will  soon  see  her  habited  in  a  new  frock  of  green,  and  with  the  young 
buds  of  promise  wreathed  in  her  ringlets. 

The  infant  blossoms,  that  lead  the  floral  year,  Will  shortly  rear  their 
tiny  heads  upon  the  velvet  lawns,  and  laugh  for  joy  at  the  glad  pros 
pect  before  them.  The  little  birds,  too,  will  corne  and  cheer  us  with 
their  enlivening  carolings  ;  and  every  crotchet,  quaver,  semiquaver  and 
dcmi-semiquaver  in  the  unwritten  music  of  nature  will  be  run  over  by 
these  feathered  choristers  of  heaven  with  the  exactness  of  a  pocket 
organ.  Soon  the  earth,  which  has  lately  been  a  sepulchre  for  the  dead, 
will  be  converted  into  a  garden  of  life  and  industry.  Damask  roses 
shall  bloom  upon  Winter's  barren  grave,  and  green  garlands  hang  upon 
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every  leafless  bough.  I  know  that  all  these  things  will  take  place,  for 
I  feel  it  in  my  finger's  ends  ;  and  my  corns  grow  easier  in  the  glorious 
anticipation  of  being  trod  upon  only  by  the  satin  slippers  of  Flora  in 
stead  of  the  iron-heeled  boots  of  Boreas. 

My  friends — only  mark  the  difference  between  the  natural  and  the 
animal  world !  While  the  earth  enjoys  an  annual  renovation,  and 
crowns  herself  every  spring  with  the  blooming  chaplet  of  youth,  man, 
frail  man,  is  hastening  to  decay.  No  vernal  morn  sheds  its  freshness 
over  the  autumnal  landscape  of  life — no  balmy  breezes  can  blow  youth 
ful  vigor  into  the  superanuated  system  of  age.  When  the  physical  tree 
sheds  its  verdure,  and  the  limbs  become  sapless  and  old,  it  flourishes 
no  more — and  when  the  vegetation  of  the  cranium  is  dried  and  withered 
in  the  December  of  time,  it  can  never  sprout  again  till  the  soil  is  water 
ed  and  enriched  by  the  April  showers  of  immortality.  Yes,  my  friends, 
decay  is  written  upon  the  foreheads  of  you  all  as  plainly  as  the  heading 
to  a  theatre  bill ;  and  you  should  consider  yourselves  particularly  favor 
ed  by  a  merciful  Providence  that  you  are  permitted  to  behold  the  open 
ing  of  another  spring.  For  my  part,  I  roll  up  my  eyes  in  wonder, 
and  thus  colloquize  with  my  own  mysterious  self:  Can  it  be  possible 
that  I  am  again  to  enjoy  the  May-days  of  another  year  ? — how  many 
times  more  will  yonder  sod  clothe  itself  in  green,  before  it  shall  be  up- 
torn  by  the  sexton's  spade,  and  planted  upon  my  clay-cold  bosom  ? 
Such  questions  as  these  you  all  ought  to  ask  yourselves,  as  well  as  I, 
and  live  as  though  it  were  the  last  spring  with  which  you  are  ever  to 
be  favored  in  this  changing  sphere.  Because  everything  around  you 
seems  lively,  cheerful  and  young,  don't  bo  bamboozled  into  the  idea 
that  tho  HuiuU  in  tho  huur-^luss  of  Time  huvo  ceased  to  run— that  you 
can  linger  upon  life's  flowery  banks  forever — and  that  you  are  now  as 
near  the  dark  portal  of  the  tomb  as  you  will  be  when  another  year  rolls 
round.  Ah !  my  friends,  you  are  all  marching,  with  a  double-quick 
step,  toward  the  battle  field  of  death ;  and  when  you  and  I  shall  have 
spilt  ourselves  upon  the  ground,  the  Earth  will  still  be  in  her  teens,  and 
the  sweet  lassie  Spring  will  trip  it  over  our  graves  with  as  lightsome  a 
step  as  when  she  first  came  dancing  into  the  world  with  garlands  ga 
thered  in  the  gardens  of  heaven. 

My  dear  friends — I  hail  the  approach  of  returning  Spring  with  rap 
turous  delight ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  but  you  each  do  the  same,  unless 
your  souls  are  madtj  of  some  such  unelastic  ingredients  as  mud,  molas 
ses  and  meadow  mould.  I  glory  in  its  coming,  because  it  preaches 
moral  sermons  to  the  heart,  more  eloquently  than  my  auctioneering 
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friend,  brother  Bell,  ever  discoursed  to  a  worldly  minded  and  penurious 
congregation.  It  tells  us  of  the  watchfulness,  the  mercies,  and  the 
wise  provisions  of  Him  who  feeds  the  young  ravens,  and  tempers  the 
winds  to  the  shorn  lamb  ;  and  it  says  in  plain  English,  that  man  is  not 
to  lie  forever  frozen  up  in  the  wintry  grave,  but  be  thawed  out,  revived 
and  renovated  by  the  warm  and  gentle  breezes  of  an  eternal  Spring. 
So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    XCVIII. 

ON  YOUTHFUL  ENJOYMENT, 

TEXT. — *  Go  it  while  you're  young, 

For,  when  you're  old  you  can't.' 

MY  HEARERS — The  old  proverb  says,  *  Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he 
should  go,  and  when  he  is  old  he  will  not  depart  from  it ;'  but  this,  mo 
dernized,  reads,  'Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  would  go,  and  before 
he  is  old  he  will  go  it.'     Yes,  my  friends,  there  is  no  mistake  about  it 
—if  you  let  a  child  run  loose  over  the  fenceless  fields  of  his  own  incli 
nation,  he  will  wear  out  more  moral  shoe-leather  in  one  day  than  an 
old  man  will  in  six  weeks,  who  walks  moderately  along  the  gravelly 
highway  of  sin.     I  would,  however,  have  you  understand  that  I  have 
no  objection  to  the  sons  nnd  daughters  of  earth  going  it  while  they  arc 
y-wui?,  provided  lUcy  dou't  go  it  too  strung;  for  1  know  tlwt  Uu>  Uonvy* 
suckles  of  pleasure  grow  only  in  the  green  valley  of  youth,  and  that 
they  all  shed  their  sweetness  in  the  morning  of  life :  that  the  declining 
sun  of  age  casts  but  a  sickly  glare  on  the  tomb  of  worldly  enjoyment— 
and  that  old  men,  tottering  toward  the  lone  tenement  of  death,  are  often 
times  compelled  to  bear  the  insults  and  jeers  of  thoughtless  juveniles, 
who  run  after  them  shouting,  '  Go  it,  ye  cripples !'  when  the  young  ras 
cals  know  that  they  are  no  longer  able  to  go  it  as  they  once  did,  when 
the  wheels  of  life  were  new — when  every  hinge  in  the  physical  machi 
nery  operated  without  squeaking — and  when  the  heart's  tallow  was  al 
ways  kept  melted  by  the  warm  blaze  of  youthful  enthusiasm. 

My  dear  children !  go  it  whilo  you  are  young,  but  be  careful  how  you 


_  1    SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS.  343 

go  it.  Lie  down  and  roll  over  as  much  as  you  please  upon  the  per 
fumed  beds  of  indulgence,  but  mind  and  not  roll  into  the  brambles  of 
everlasting  misery.  Kick  up  your  heels  along  the  gay  walks  of  plea 
sure,  but  don't  crush  the  tender  buds  of  virtue  beneath  your  careless 
tread  ;  and,  above  all,  don't  run  so  swiftly  as  to  produce  a  spontaneous 
combustion  of  morality — for  when  that  spiritual  essence  is  once  destroy 
ed,  you  are  just  as  surely  done  up  and  bursted  as  though  you  were  obli 
ged  to  borrow  a  shirt  to  keep  up  appearances.  Drink  deep  from  the 
cup  of  rational  enjoyment,  but  shun  the  inebriating  bowl  as  you  would 
the  small  pox  or  the  double-width  measles.  Don't  meddle  with  it,  my 
young  friends — for,  when  you  once  get  your  sucker  in,  you  will  find  it 
scorched  before  you  can  get  it  out — your  fine  sympathies  crisped  to 
cyndcrs— and  your  reputation  blasted  forever,  In  a  spirit  of  mildness, 
meekness,  mercy  and  modesty,  I  warn  you  against  that  worst  of  all 
vices,  gambling.  It  is  but  a  trick  of  the  devil  to  entice  you  into  his 
slaughter  house.  It  induces  you  to  lie,  cheat  and  indulge  in  profane 
language  ;  and  it  moreover  offers  you  an  invitation  to  get  your  living  by 
other  means  than  those  prescribed  in  the  golden  decalogue  of  honest 
industry.  Be  careful,  also,  how  you  go  it  in  your  approximations  to 
ward  the  female  sex.  Let  your  love  be  that  of  the  purest  and  most  ex 
alted  nature.  Instead  of  hankering  after  the  flesh,  you  ought  to  have 
your  affections  placed  upon  those  heavenly  virtues  with  which  it  is 
stuffed — for  it  is  the  stuffing  alone  that  contains  the  true  spice  of  reci 
procal  love. 

Go  it,  young  man,  now  in  the  days  of  your  youth !  Revel  in  the 
sweets  of  enjoyment  while  Fancy's  flowers  are  in  their  fullest  bloom — > 
while  the  pinions  of  Hope  droop  not  in  the  cold  storms  of  adversity— 
.  .  while  the  sun  of  Ambition  still  shines  upon  the  far  distant  summit  of 
fiuuo*  Lot  yuur  Uo»rt  ulHauul  vviih  ^owl  t'Uwr— huuUh  nvory  HuU'iihil 
thought  from  the  mind — ami  let  the  soul  surfeit  upon  the  luxuries  of 
mental  bliss  :  but,  while  you  arc  partaking  of  these  bounties,  you  must 
try,  young  friend,  to  lay  up  a  portion  of  them  to  feast  upon  when  you 
become  old,  and  are  no  longer  able  to  go  it  with  that  looseness  with 
which  you  are  now  privileged.  The  time  will  come  when  the  sweet 
est  soup  of  life  will  taste  as  insipid  as  dish-water — when  every  lump 
of  joy  will  lose  its  seasoning — when  your  bread  of  hope  wont  rise  for 
the  want  of  leaven — and  when  like  a  dried  sapling,  you  will  have  grown 
so  stiff  and  old,  that  you  can't  bend  without  cracking. 

My  dear  friends — when  you  are  old  you  can't  go  it  any  more  than  a 
broken  down  stage  horse  ;  and  if  you  don't  enjoy  yourself  while  you 
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feed  upon  the  cuts  of  youthful  anticipation,  you  will  find  out  that  yon 
never  can  do  it  when  you  come  to  graze  in  the  barren  pastures  of  age. 
If  I  compare  you  to  horses,  my  respected  hearers,  I  trust  you  will  for 
give  the  comparison,  inasmuch  as  the  mortal  part  of  man  is  subject  to 
that  same  decay  which  horse-flesh  is  heir  to.  Yes,  the  juices  of  our 
bodies  become  dried  in  the  autumnal  winds  of  age — our  hearts  are  rob 
bed  of  all  their  former  delights — and  the  few  jewels  that  remain  in  the 
casket  of  Memory,  although  pure  and  brilliant,  are  hardly  worth  cherish 
ing,  considering  that  the  little  comfort  they  give  is  so  overspread  with 
the  mustard  of  regret.  When  our  heads  grow  gray  with  age,  a  sort  of 
grayness  comes  over  the  landscape  of  existence,  and  a  forbidding  gloom 
succeeds.  Then  we  don't  care  about  going  it  as  we  did  once,  lest  we 
might  accidently  bump  our  noses  against  the  tomb,  and  perhaps  keel  up 
for  all  night ;  and  if  we  should  like  to  cut  capers  and  spend  a  copper, 
our  wishes  could  never  be  gratified.  Therefore,  go  it,  while  you  are 
young,  in  all  that  is  rational  and  becoming,  before  the  evil  days  draw 
nigh  in  which  you  shall  say,  I  have  no  pleasure  but  the  prospect  of 
heaven,  and  no  hope  but  that  which  is  eternal.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    XCIX. 

ON  ASSUMED  CHEERFULNESS. 

TEXT. — Oh,  dismal  dole,  when  the  secret  soul 

Is  mocked  by  the  outward  showing  ! 
"When  we  dress  the  eyes  in  a  gay  disguise, 

While  tears  are  inward  flowing  : 
When  groans  ami  grief  would  be  a  relief, 

But  with  carols  we  keep  them  under  ; 
And  a  laugh  we  start  when  the  throbbing  heart 

Is  ready  to  burst  asunder ! — ANON. 

MY  HEARERS— -How  apt  are  we  to  say  that  such  or  such  a  person  takes 
the  world  easy,  and  enjoys  the  real  nectar  of  happiness,  because  we 
fancy  we  can  read  upon  his  phiz  nothing  but  the  poetry  of  mirth  and 
merriment — and  how  often  are  we  mistaken  in  this  respect !  I  know 
that  the  face  is  generally  admitted  to  be  an  index  of  the  heart  ;  but  this 
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index,  my  friends,  varies,  like  the  mariner's  compass  ;  and  we  cannot 
always  depend  upon  it  in  every  latitude  and  longitude  laid  down  in  the 
broad  chart  of  human  nature.     To  suppose  that  every  individual  who 
wears  a  smile  upon  his  countenance,  is  uniformly  more  cheerful  and 
contented  than  he  whose  mouth  is  bent  downward  at  the  corners  like 
that  of  a  sea  bass,  is  the  very  top  niche  of  absurdity.     Why,  my  friends, 
it  is  full  as  preposterous  as  to  think  that  you  can  make  a  pair  of  new 
boots  go  on  easy  by  swallowing  a  dose  of  castor  oil.     A  man  may  some 
times  frame  his  face  to  a  particular  occasion,  and  deck  it  with  the 
smiles  of  levity  and  joy ;  but  that  is  not  conclusive  evidence  that  his 
bosom  is  free  from  the  corrosive  sublimate  of  mental  anguish.     No — if 
you  were  to  enter  the  sacred  temple  of  his  heart,  you  might,  perchance, 
find  its  walls  darkened  with  such  conglomerous  words  as  Care,  Misery, 
Anguish,  Grief,  Sorrow,  et  cetera,  pasted  over  the  golden  letters  of  hope 
and  enjoyment.     You  can't  read  the  inmost  thoughts  of  a  man,  at  all 
times,  upon  his  face  no  more  than  you  can  fathom  the  depths  ot  dark 
ness  that  lie  beyond  the  glittering  stars  of  heaven.     Here's  myself,  for 
instance :  I  sometimes  look  sour  enough  to  curdle  milk  in  the  winter, 
and  yet  feel  sufficiently '  rich  about  the  gizzard  to  upset  crockery  and 
laugh  at  the  expense  ;  and  then  again  I  light  up  the  smile  of  joy  upon 
the  very  altar  where  1  have  just  sacrificed  the  fairest,  the  fullest  and 
the  most  comfortable  hope  that  the  world  can  bestow. 

My  dear  friends  !  to  be  compelled  to  put  on  a  gay  disguise  when  the 
interiors  of  our  bosoms  are  hung  with  the  mournful  emblems  of  grief, 
is  about  as  uncongenial  as  it  is  to  vote  contrary  to  one's  political  opin- 
•  ions,  through  the  compulsory  virtues  of  a  five  dollar  bill.  Stage  actors 
—those  amalgamated  emblems  of  mirth  and  misery — are  often  compel 
led  to  assume  guises  which  no  more  correspond  with  the  tenor  of  their 
souls  than  does  a  rulllod  shirt  with  a  pair  of  torn  breeches.  I  have 
seen  many  a  one  of  the  Thespian  family  come  forward  and  sing  •  From 
care  I'm  free — why  ain't  you  all  content*  like  me  ?'  when,  at  the  same 
time,  I  knew  he  was  as  miserable  at  heart  as  a  mouse  in  a  junk  shop. 
Yes,  and  I  have  seen  the  diciples  of  Momus  display  their  pranks  and 
pour  out  their  jests  upon  a  laughing  audience,  at  the  same  time  that 
tears  were  flowing  inwardly,  and  while  the  vulture,  grief,  was  preying 
upon  their  vitals.  When  I  see  a  poor,  unfortunate  player,  who  subsists 
upon  the  superfluous  crumbs  that  fall  from  the  publi^  table,  appear  upon 
the  stage  with  his  eyes  dressed  in  the  disguise  of  gaiety,  and  his  secret 
soul  mocked  by  outward  showing,  I  cannot  help  thinking  of  Samson 
and  the  Philistines,  or  the  frog  in  the  fable  :  it  may  be  fun  to  somebody, 
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but  it  is  death  to  him.  Every  smile  that  he  puts  forth  is  the  bastard 
bantling  of  artifice  :  each  facetious  word  he  utters  fights  its  way  through 
a  belligerant  army  of  heart-bred  woes — and  every  action  is  but  an  artifi 
cial  movement  of  the  muscles  operated  upon  by  the  galvanic  battery  of 
compulsion.  When  domestic  affliction,  or  some  other  local  calamity, 
is  putting  the  screws  of  torment  to  the  spirit,  it  is  just  about  as  easy  to 
put  on  the  show  of  hilarity  and  humor,  as  it  is  to  go  laughing  through 
purgatory  with  the  blisters  of  a  guilty  conscience  burning  upon  the 
bosom. 

My  friends- — all  we  behold  around  us  is  as  artificial  as  wax  flowers 
and  rag  babies.  It  is  difficult  to  determine  where  pure  enjo)  ment  ex 
ists,  on  account  of  those  deceptive  appearances  which  so  often  give  a 
fresh  coloring  to  the  faded  chaplet  of  hope,  and  so  frequently  cast  a 
sunshine  upon  the  turbid  waters  of  despondency.  I,  every  day,  see  a 
frown  upon  the  brow  of  that  rich  man,  whose  deposits  of  bliss  have 
been  removed  from  the  treasury  of  his  heart  into  his  breeches'  pocket ; 
and  I  also  have  the  opportunity  of  witnessing  hundreds  of  fortune-kick 
ed  invalids  who  wear  the  complacent  smile  of  content  upon  their  fea 
tures,  while  the  worm  of  want  is  stripping  the  last  green  leaf  from  their 
bowers  of  comfort.  Oh,  the  heart  of  man  is  truly  unsearchable  and 
past  finding  out !  I  have  morally  dissected  a  great  portion  of  the  hu 
man  race,  and  carefully  examined  the  inward  properties  of  various  in 
dividuals  ;  but  I  must  confess  that  there  is  a  spiritual  essence  contained 
in  humanity,  too  subtle  to  be  analyzed  by  any  process  save  that  which 
is  secreted  in  the  understanding  of  the  great  Creator  of  the  universe. 

My  worthy  hearers — if  you  wish  for  a  perpetual  serenity  of  mind, 
and  would  avoid  the  agony  of  a  conflict  between  the  spirit  and  the  flesh, 
you  must  do  as  I  tell  you,  and  not  as  I  do,  in  every  particular :  that  is, 
you  must  lay  a  good  groundwork  of  morality  upon  which  to  build  the 
pillars  of  future  happiness.  Do  this,  and  neither  shall  the  storms  of 
time  prevail  against  them,  nor  shall  the  tide  of  death  raze  them  to  their 
foundations.  So  mote  it  be ! 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS.  547 


NUMBER    C. 

1 .  •  •  •    '  '   - 

ON  THE  PAYMENT  OF  DEBTS. 

TEXT.— If  ye  are  honest,  honorable  men, 

Go  ye  and pay  the  printer. — ANON. 

Mr  HEARERS— There  are  many  seeming  trifles  in  this  world  which 
you  are  too  apt  to  overlook  on  account  of  their  apparent  unimportance, 
the  neglect  of  which  has  plunged  thousands  into  the  deepest  mire  of 
misery,  and  sunk  their  characters  into  inextricable  degredation.  Among 
these  ostensible  trifles,  that  of  neglecting  to  pay  one's  honest  debts  is 
the  most  common,  and  attended  with  the  worst  of  consequences.  It 
takes  off  all  the  silken  furze  from  the  fine  threads  of  feeling — creates  a 
sort  of  misanthropic  coldness  about  the  heart — skims  off  all  the  cream 
that  may  chance  to  rise  upon  the  milk  of  generosity — and  makes  man 
look  as  savagely  upon  his  brother  man  as  does  a  dog  upon  one  of  his 
species  while  engaged  in  the  gratifying  employment  of  eating  his  mas 
ter's  dinner.  One  debt  begets  another.  I  have  always  observed  that 
he  who  owes  a  man  a  dollar  is  sure  to  owe  him  also  a  grudge ;  and  he 
is  always  more  ready  to  pay  compound  interest  on  the  latter  than  on 
the  former.  Oh,  my  friends,  to  be  over  head  and  ears  in  love  is  as  bad 
a  predicament  as  a  person  ought  ever  to  be  in ;  but  to  be  so  deeply  in 
debt  that  you  can't  sleep  of  nights  without  being  haunted  by  the  ghost 
of  some  insatiate  creditor,  is  enough  to  give  a  man  the  hydrophobia — 
make  him  bite  a  wheelbarrow — cause  it  to  run  mad,  and  create  a  gene 
ral  consternation  among  the  lamp  posts. 

My  dear  friends — the  debt  that  sits  heaviest  on  the  conscience  of  a 
mortal — provided  he  has  one — is  the  debt  due  the  printer.  It  presses 
harder  upon  one's  bosom  than  the  nightmare — galls  the  soul — frets  and 
chafes  every  ennobling  sentiment — squeezes  all  the  juice  of  fraternal 
sympathy  from  the  heart,  and  leaves  it  drier  than  the  surface  of  a 
roasted  potato.  A  man  who  wrongs  the  printer  out  of  a  single  cent 
can  never  expect  to  enjoy  comfort  in  this  world,  and  may  well  have 
doubts  of  rinding  happiness  in  any  other,  lie  will  be  sure  to  go  down 
to  the  grave  ere  Time  shall  have  bedecked  his  brow  with  the  silvery 
blossoms  of  age  ;  and  the  green  leaves  of  hope  will  fall  before  the  first 
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bud  of  enjoyment  has  expanded.  It  is  true  the  mushrooms  of  peace 
may  spring  up  during  a  short  night  of  forgetfulness,  but  they  will  all 
wither  beneath  the  scorching  rays  of  remorse.  How  can  you,  my 
friends,  ever  have  the  wickedness  and  cruelty  to  cheat  the  printer, 
when  you  consider  how  much  he  has  done,  and  is  every  day  doing,  for 
you.  He  has  poured  into  the  treasuries  of  your  minds  some  of  the 
most  valuable  gifts  that  anything  short  of  a  God  can  bestow — aye, 
riches  with  which  you  would  not  part  for  the  possession  of  the  whole 
world  and  a  mortgage  on  a  small  corner  of  heaven.  With  the  keys  of 
magic,  as  it  were,  he  has  opened  the  iron-cased  doors  of  the  human 
understanding — dispelled  the  darkness  of  ignorance,  and  lit  up  the 
lamps  of  knowledge  and  wisdom.  That  mighty  engine — the  Press—- 
is  surrounded  by  a  halo  of  glory,  and  its  effulgence  extends  all  over 
the  broad  empire  of  the  mind,  illuminating  the  darkest  avenues  of  tho 
heart :  and  yet  the  printer — the  man  who  toils  at  the  lever  of  this  soul- 
enlightening  instrument— is  often  robbed  of  his  hard-earned  bread  by 
those  whom  he  has  delivered  from  mental  bondage,  and  placed  in  a 
paradise  to  lay  off  and  grow  fat  upon  the  fruits  of  his  labors ! 

Oh,  you  ungrateful  sinners !  if  you  have  hearts  moistened  with  tho 
dews  of  mercy,  instead  of  gizzards  filled  with  gravel,  take  heed  what 
I  say  unto  you.  if  there  be  one  among  you  in  this  congregation  whose 
account  is  not  settled  with  the  printer,  go  and  adjust  it  immediately, 
and  be  able  to  hold  your  head  up  in  society,  like  a  giraffe  :  be  respected 
by  the  wise  and  the  good — free  from  the  tortures  of  a  guilty  conscience 
— the  mortification  of  repeated  duns — and  escape  from  falling  into  the 
clutches  of  those  licensed  thieves,  the  lawyers.  If  you  are  honest  and 
honorable  men,  you  will  go  forthwith  and  pay  the  printer.  You  will 
not  wait  for  the  morrow — because  there  is  no  to-morrow :  it  is  but  a 
visionary  receptacle  for  unredeemed  promises :  an  addled  egg  in  tho 
great  nest  of  the  future :  the  debtor's  hope  and  the  creditor's  curse. 
If  you  are  dishonest,  low-minded  sons  of  Satan,  I  don't  suppose  you 
will  ever  pay  the  printer,  as  long  as  you  have  no  reputation  to  lose- 
no  character  to  sustain — and  no  morals  to  cultivate.  But,  let  me  tell 
you,  my  friends,  that  if  you  don't  do  it  your  paths  to  the  tomb  will  be 
strewn  with  thorns — you  will  have  to  gather  your  daily  food  from  bram 
bles — your  children  will  die  of  the  dysentary,  and  you  yourselves  will 
never  enjoy  the  blessings  of  health.  I  once  •  called  on  a  sick  person 
whom  the  doctors  had  given  up  as  a  gone  case.  I  asked  him  if  he  had 
made  his  peace  with  his  Maker  ?  He  said  he  thought  he  had  squared 
up.  I  inquired  if  he  had  forgiven  all  his  enemies  ?  He  replied,  yes. 
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I  then  asked  him  if  he  had  made  his  peace  with  his  printer.  He  hesi 
tated  for  a  moment,  and  then  said  he  believed  to  he  owed  him  some 
thing  like  about  two  dollars  and  fifty  cents,  which  he  desired  to  have 
paid  before  he  bid  good-bye  to  the  world.  His  desire  was  immediately 
gratified ;  and  from  that  moment  he  became  convalescent.  He  is  now 
living  in  the  enjoyment  of  health  and  prosperity— at  peace  with  his 
own  conscience,  his  God,  and  the  whole  world.  Let  this  be  an  exam 
ple  for  you,  my  friends.  Patronize  the  printer :  take  the  papers :  pay 
for  them  in  advance :  and  your  days  will  be  long  upon  the  earth,  and 
overflowing  with  the  honey  of  happiness. 

My  hearers !  Pay  all  your  debts  and  keep  an  honorable  reckoning 
with  your  fellow  men :  but,  above  all,  keep  paying,  by  daily  instal 
ments,  that  everlasting  debt  of  gratitude  which  you  owe  to  Him  from 
whom  you  obtained  capital  sufficient  to  begin  the  first  transactions  of 
life  ;  so  that  when  you  come  to  balance  accounts  at  the  day  of  general 
settlement,  all  tilings  may  appear  fair  and  above  board.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


NUMBER    CI. 

ON    RURAL   PLEASURES, 

TEXT.— 0  blessed  shades !  O  gentle  cool  retreat 

From  all  th'  immoderate  beat, 
In  which  the  frantic  world  does  burn  and  sweat : 
"Where  birds  that  dance  from  bough  to  bough, 
And  sing  above  in  every  tree, 
Are  not  from  fears  and  cares  more  free 
Than  we,  who  lie,  or  walk  below. — COWLEY. 

MY  DEAR  hearers, — We  are,  once  more,  about  to  be  thrust  into  the  hot 
oven  of  summer,  where  we  must  lie  and  simmer  in  the  gravy  of  phy 
sical  prostration  till  relieved  by  the  tempering  breezes  of  autumn.  It 
is  truly  a  fiery  ordeal  for  such  a  fusible  mass  of  mortality  as  man  is  to 
go  through ;  and  if  an  individual  who  is  addicted  to  a  superfluity  of 
flesh  should  happen  to  get  out  of  it  without  having  a  considerable  quan 
tity  of  his  corporeal  tallow  melt  and  run  down  into  his  boots,  he  may 
look  upon  himself  as  being  a  living  refrigerator — impenetrable  to  calo- 
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tic— and  as  cold  blooded  as  a  green  turtle.  It  is  horrible,  my  friends, 
to  think  of  being  obliged  to  stay  and  roast  for  three  months  in  this  air* 
exhausted  city — this  great  cooking  apparatus  of  creation — this  target 
at  which  Sol  shoots  his  blazing  arrows,  regardless  of  consequences. 
Yes,  it  is  truly  painful  to  harbor  such  a  scalding  idea ;  and  I  hopo  that 
there  are  none  but  can  disenthrall  themselves  occasionally  from  the 
bondage  of  business  to  take  a  snuff  of  such  refreshing  gales  as  the 
gods  manufacture  in  the  bowers  of  Hoboken.  It  wont  answer,  my 
friends,  to  be  here  continually  among  these  burning  piles  of  bricks  dur 
ing  the  days  when  dog  fevers  and  doctors'  bills  rage  so  alarmingly.  It 
consumes  the  body — dries  up  the  sap  of  life — shrivels  up  the  intellect 
•—and  does  material  damage  to  the  moral  faculties ;  inasmuch  as  it  in* 
duces  too  many  to  scar  their  characters  and  scald  their  noses  in  those 
fiery  cups  of  dissipation,  which  they  lay  hold  of  just  for  a  cooler,  as 
they  call  it.  0,  they  are  not  aware,  perhaps,  that  by  doing  this  they 
only  add  fuel  to  the  flames — that  the  fire  of  damnation  is  associated 
with  the  ice  of  a  julep,  even  as  the  wrathful  lightnings  of  heaven  are 
sometimes  commingled  witli  hail  stones !  No,  my  hearers,  it  is  not 
advisable  to  stay  hero  altogether  through  the  summer ;  for  this  heated 
hall  of  Gotham,  during  that  time,  is  seldom  ventilated  by  invigorating 
breezes.  Whenever  a  vagrant  zephyr  happens  to  wander  over  this 
burning  desert  of  iniquity,  it  soon  folds  its  feeble  pinions  and  dies  of 
the  pestilence  that  springs  forth  to  meet  it.  Go  into  the,  country— pre 
serve  your  healths — purify  your  morals — be  released  from  care — talk 
with  God  rather  than  dispute  with  man — look  at  the  beautiful  paintings 
on  the  broad  canvass  of  creation — and  read  in  the  book  of  nature  how 
wondrous  are  the  works  of  Nature's  God,  and  then  think  what  an  igno 
rant  fool  Shakspeare  was ! 

My  hearers — when  the  fiery  furnace  of  summer  is  in  full  operation, 
and  the  thermometer  is  nigh  unto  bursting,  I  cannot  help  sighing,  like 
Addison,  for  some  accommodating  spirit  to  bear  mo  to  Uieia's  gentle 
bower,  or  cover  me  in  Umbria's  green  retreats,  where  even  the  rough 
rocks  are  fringed  with  myrtle — where  lichens  weave  an  emerald  carpet 
for  the  wood-squirrel's  tiny  feet — whero  western  gales  eternally  reside 
— and  where  the  whole  atmosphere  is  so  pregnant  with  perfume  that 
even  the  etlluvia  of  carrion  rises  to  the  olfactory  avenues  with  a  delight 
ful  odor.  O  blessed  shades !  There  is  something  bewitching  in  the 
very  thought  of  them — refreshing  spots,  where  the  thirsty  soul  can 
drink  from  the  waters  of  content — and  where  music  not  only  titilates 
the  tympanum  of  the  ear,  but  sinks  deep  into  the  heart  and  vibrates 
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upon  every  sympathetic  string.  The  sweet  treble  of  the  birds  that 
dance  from  bough  to  bough,  commingling  with  the  grave  base  of  mur 
muring  fountains,  affords  music  rich  enough  for  any  mortal  who  can 
discriminate  between  the  dulcet  tones  of  an  angel's  lyre  and  the  mono 
tonous  twang  of  a  penny  jewsharp.  The  green,  shady  grove,  is  the 
home  where  the  cradle  of  music  was  rocked  to  the  harmonious  num. 
bers  of  the  breeze.  It  was  beneath  the  umbrage  of  the  forest  that 
Orpheus  first  struck  his  inspired  lute,  and  caused  the  trees  to  dance 
like  parching  peas  upon  a  hot  shovel,  and  made  the  stones  come  a 
double  shuflle  in  an  agony  of  bliss.  The  little  god,  Love,  too,  was 
bom  in  a  cooling  bower  upon  a  couch  of  roses,  where  he  was  fed  on 
honey-dews  till  his  pin-feathers  started  and  his  pinions  gained  strength 
sufficient  to  carry  him  upon  his  depredatory  errands  among  the  habita 
tions  of  man.  Yes,  my  friends,  there  is  no  place  like  a  secluded  grove 
to  call  up  amorous  thoughts  and  feelings  of  a  pure  and  exalted  charac 
ter  ;  and  there  is  nothing  so  c(Tec:ual  as  refined  love  (I  don't  mean  any 
of  your  common  market  stuff)  in  subduing  unholy  passions,  and  bring 
ing  the  whole  human  race  to  a  level  of  mutual  esteem.  A  small  quan 
tity  of  this  oil  poured  upon  the  tempestuous  waves  of  anger  will  cause 
them  to  subside,  and  sleep  as  quietly  as  a  pan  of  milk  in  a  dairyman's 
pantry. 

My  dear  friends !  If  you  have  a  mind  to  stay  in  this  scorching  city 
through  all  the  hot  days  that  are  fast  approaching,  I  shouldn't  wonder 
if  some  of  you  melted  down  into  grease  spots,  and  nothing  be  left  to 
give  evidence  that  you  once  had  existed,  save  a  strong  smell  of  sin 
and  sulphur ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  if  you  can  only  persuade  yourselves 
to  trespass  so  much  upon  your  wonted  habits  as  to  rise  early — take  a 
walk  to  the  inviting  outskirts  of  the  town — and  become  better,  morally, 
mentally,  and  physically — you  will  not  only  unroll  considerably  more 
of  the  yarn  from  the  ball  of  life,  but  find  it  comparatively  free  from  the 
knots  and  snarls  of  trouble  and  care.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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NUMBER  CII. 

••:;.) 
. 

ON    THE    WORLD. 

TEXT. — The  world's  a  book  writ  by  th'  eternal  art ' 

•  Of  the  groat  Author ;  printed  in  man's  heart ; 
'Tis  falsely  printed,  though  divinely  penned, 
And  all  the  errata  will  appear  at  the  end. — ANON. 

MY  HEARERS — This  world,  to  us,  is  a  great  folio  volume,  containing 
histories,  biographies,  travels,  good  moral  lessons,  with  now  and  then 
an  obscene  paragraph  thrown  in,  just  by  way  of  variety;  but,  to  the 
Almighty,  it  is  only  an  abridged,  pocket  edition  of  his  knowledge, 
power,  wisdom  and  love,  laid  upon  the  centre-table  of  the  universe,  to 
be  read,  criticised,  praised  and  abused  by  that  vain,  egotistical  creature 
called  Man.  The  material  world,  consisting  of  the  earth,  sun,  moon, 
stars,  and  so  forth,  is  the  original  chirographic  edition,  written  by  the 
immaculate  pen  of  Omniscience,  and  subject  to  no  emendations,  altera 
tions,  nor  interpolations.  As  it  was  in  the  beginning  so  it  shall  ever 
remain,  till  its  author  sees  fit  to  strip  its  millions  of  leaves  from  their 
blue,  ethereal  binding,  and  cast  them  upon  the  waves  of  chaos  to  be 
read  and  remembered  no  more.  This  volume,  my  friends,  I  want  you 
to  peruse  with  all  the  interest  and  attention  of  a  half  crazed  novel 
reader,  because  it  lets  you  into  secrets  worth  knowing — imparts  know 
ledge  worth  possessing — and  not  only  tells  of  what  has  been,  but 
speaks  of  what  is,  and  hints  of  what  is  to  be.  Don't  open  the  book 
always  at  one  place,  and  with  the  greasy  thumbs  of  careless  stupidity 
obliterate  some  of  its  finest  passages  ;  but  turn  over  a  new  leaf  every 
day,  and  gather  fresh  instruction  from  every  page.  If  any  of  you  are 
so  unfortunate  as  not  to  be  endowed  with  reading  or  spelling  faculties, 
you  can  look  at  the  pictures  in  this  ponderous  tome  of  nature,  and 
thereby  get  hold  of  some  of  the  sublime  ideas  that  God  meant  to  con 
vey  to  man  when  ho  wrote  his  preface  to  the  Book  of  Creation.  The 
lofty  mountain,  that  wears  a  cloud-woven  wig  upon  its  verdureless  front, 
is  a  picture  that  speaks  of  the  majesty  of  the  Almighty  and  of  his  in 
comprehensible  infinity.  The  sun  that  lights  up  this  benighted  mun 
dane  sphere  tells  of  the  glory  that  surrounds  the  throne  of  Him  who 
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said, '  Let  there  be  light/  and  it  shot  forth  like  a  stream  of  ginger  pop 
just  burst  from  the  confines  of  its  prison-house.  The  fierce  lightning 
that  knocks  down  old  dry  trees,  and  upsets  mortal  man  in  its  mad 
career,  is  emblematic  of  his  wrath ;  and  the  genial  showers  that  de 
scend  as  gently  as  dew-drops  shook  from  angels'  wings,  whisper  of 
his  benevolence,  mercy  and  love.  In  short,  my  hearers,  every  picture 
that  you  behold  in  the  book  of  Nature  is  as  full  of  meaning  as  a  dic 
tionary  ;  and  he  that  looks  may  read,  and  he  that  reads  and  doesn't 
learn  a  thing  or  two,  must  be  fully  as  incapable  of  instruction  as  a 
white-oak  dog  with  a  bass-wood  tail. 

My  friends — I  will  now  touch  upon  the  immaterial  or  the  moral 
world.  Man's  heart  is  an  odd  volume  in  the  library  of  creation,  con 
taining  an  unfinished  tale,  unless  coupled  with  that  of  woman.  Though 
,it  be  divinely  penned,  yet  it  is  falsely  printed,  and  as  full  of  errors  as 
a  schoolboy's  slate.  It  is  astonishing  how  many  editions  of  this  book 
have  been  issued  since  the  time  of  Adam  senior,  and  how  many  errors 
have  crept  in  and  are  suffered  to  pass  unnoticed  and  uncorrected !  It 
is  tme  that  the  book  of  the  soul,  which  every  man  carries  in  his  own 
bosom,  is  in  a  degree  closed  to  every  one  except  its  possessor ;  but  I 
can  look  far  enough  into  it  to  know  that  its  pages  are  blurred  with  vice 
and  iniquity,  and  that  almost  every  sentence  which  inculcates  good 
morals,  is  followed  by  one  rife  with  venality  and  corruption.  It  would 
be  a  blessed  thing,  my  friends,  if  we  could  all  read  what  is  recorded  in 
one  another's  hearts.  In  thousands  of  instances  we  should  find  ihero 
printed  in  staring  capitals,  Wo,  Want,  Misery,  and  Suffering ;  and  if 
Relief  didn't  soon  rub  them  out,  it  would  be  because  the  fountains  of 
man's  sympathy  had  become  for  ever  dried  in  the  soul-withering  sun 
of  selfishness. 

My  dear  friends— -your  hearts  all  need  revising  and  correcting  as 
much  as  ever  did  the  first  proof  of  a  printer's  devil's  labors  ;  and  if  yon 
don't  set  about  it  pretty  soon,  you  will  find  that  the  whole  of  life's  edi 
tion  will  be  worked  off,  bound  up,  and  ready  for  importation  to  another 
world  before  you  are  aware  of  it — there  to  be  criticised  by  One  who 
understandeth  all,  from  the  Alpha  to  the  Omega  of  man's  intentions, 
and  judgeth  accordingly.  Yes,  and  you,  ye  children — ye  pocket  edi 
tions  of  sin  and  depravity ! — you  must  correct  all  your  errors  as  fast  as 
you  enlarge  ;  or  when  the  volume  of  existence  is  about  to  be  closed  for 
ever,  you  will  look  back  upon  some  of  the  former  chapters  and  shake 
like  a  shirt  in  a  hurricane  for  fear  of  the  issue.  And  now,  my  friends, 
one  and  all — do  look  over  the  volumes  of  your  past  lives — see  what 
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errors  are  therein  contained,  and  be  resolved  that  the  unsullied  page  of 
the  future  shall  not  be  marred  by  any  vicious  impressions.  In  fact,  you 
must  do  it,  or  when  the  whole  works  are  revised  by  the  great  Author 
of  the  Universe,  you  will  find  such  an  errata  at  the  end  as  will  cause 
you  to  hide  your  heads  for  shame,  and  acknowledge  yourselves 'Unwor 
thy  of  even  a  three-legged  stool  in  the  temple  of  everlasting  happiness. 
So  mote  it  be ! 


NUMBER    CIII. 

; 

ON    THE    GRAVE. 

TEXT. — Behold  a  charnel-house 

O'er  covered  quite  with  dead  men's  rotting  bones, 

With  reeky  shanks,  and  yellow  chapless  skulls. — SIUKSPEARB. 

MY  HEARERS — In  your  peregrinations  up  and  down  the  wide  avenues 
of  the  world,  I  have  often  observed  with  what  cold  unconcern  and  in 
difference  you  pass  by  church-yards,  tombs,  sepulchres,  and  all  such 
sacred  repositories  for  the  dead.  Are  you  not  aware  that  they  contain 
the  refuse  of  mortality  ? — that  within  their  gloomy  apartments  lie  bo 
dies  crumbling  to  ashes  that,  like  your  own,  once  possessed  the  power 
of  locomotion,  and  moved  about  as  carelessly,  recklessly  and  unheed- 
ingly  as  yourselves?  If  you  don't  know  this,  it  is  time  you  did.  It 
is  time  that  you  had  taken  a  lesson  from  the  sad  remnants  of  mortals 
that  lie  scattered  upon  the  shore  of  eternity.  It  is  time  that  you  had 
learned  your  fate  from  these,  and  begun  to  live  as  though  you  had  an 
inritation  to  dine  with  Death  on  the  morrow,  and  expected  to  get  floored 
on  the  occasion.  You  had  better  get  your  tabernacles  of  flesh  insured 
as  soon  as  possible,  no  matter  what  premium  may  be  required ;  for  I 
know  that  some  of  them  are  extra-hazardous,  and  exceedingly  liable  to 
fire.  You  needn't  think  it  no  great  shrikes  to  die,  for  it  is  not  a  very 
pleasant  job,  I  can  assure  you.  Death,  my  friends,  comes  but  once, 
philosophers  say ;  but  that  once  is  a  clincher,  and  no  mistake  :  so'pre- 
pare  yourselves  for  the  tussle  that  you  may  come  off  victorious  in  the 
end,  and  exult  over  tho  conquest,  when  the  spirit  rises  from  its  ashes, 
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shakes  tbe  rust  of  tim^  from  its  wings,  and  scars  for  ever  in  the  sun 
shine  of  immortal  glory.        . 

My  friends — a  charnel-house  is  the  very  last  building  on  the  turn 
pike  that  leads  from  time  to  eternity.  It  is  the  chamber  where  the  soul 
of  man  throws  off  its  mortal  garments — puts  on  the  robe  of  immortality, 
and  speeds  away  to  the  realms  of  righteousness  or  the  regions  of  ever- 
lasting  misery,  leaving  the  body  to  mingle  with  its  native  dust,  and 
manure  the  soil  that  once  afforded  it  nourishment.  Oh,  my  dear  friends ! 
it  is  a  dismal  sight  to  look  into  the  dark  and  mouldy  museum  of  Death, 
and  find  that  all  which  is  left  of  our  former  friends  and  acquaintances 
is  a  parcel  of  dry  bones  piled  together,  with  no  mark  upon  them  to  tell 
that  they  are  the  fragments  of  those  whom  we  once  cherished,  loved 
and  admired !  It  makes  a  person  shiver  like  a  loose  shingle  in  the 
wind  to  gaze  upon  these  sad  relics  of  pride,  ambition  and  vanity ;  and 
to  ponder  over  them  breeds  thoughts  in  the  bosom  too  big  to  be  deli 
vered  in  a  lump,  and  too  sickening  to  be  retained  on  an  empty  stomach. 
\Vbile  cogitating  upon  the  melancholy  subject,  such  question  as  these 
will  naturally  bubble  up  from  the  well-spring  of  philosophy  for  solution : 
Is  this  all  that  man  amounts  to  in  the  end  ? — a  heap  of  marrowless 
bones  and  a  peck  of  paltry  dust  ?  must  we  all  come  to  this  at  last  ?  can 
there  be  no  mode  of  escape  from  this  dreadful  dissolution  ?  is  there  no 
path  that  leads  to  another  world  save  that  which  passes  through  the 
annihilating  tomb?  and  can't  man  discover  some  secret  road  upon 
which  he  can  walk  into  heaven  with  his  hat,  boots  and  breeches  all 
on  ?  These  questions,  my  friends,  naturally  suggest  themselves  to  the 
mind  of  him  who  dare  reflect  upon  the  horrors  of  the  grave ;  and  their 
answers  arc  surrounded  by  the  black  lines  of  fear,  doubt  and  despair. 

My  dear  hearers — yon  charnel-house — built  upon  the  mould  of  per 
ished  generations — is  never  full  but  always  filling.  You,  too,  after 
having  done  sufficient  damage  to  life's  brittle  material,  must  deposit  it 
there  to  add  to  the  heap.  Yes,  you  must  all  come  to  the  scratch  by 
and  bye,  without  any  deference  being  paid  to  character  or  to  indivi 
duals.  I  know  some  of  your  hearts  contain  the  milk  of  generosity — 
some,  the  sap  of  simplicity — some,  the  soft  pulp  of  pride — some,  the 
vinegar  of  acrimony — some,  the  gall  of  jealousy — and  some,  the  real 
sugar  of  love  ;  but  they  shall  all  be  one  day  powdered  to  dust  alike  by 
the  clod-worm,  that  enjoys  as  delicious  a  meal  from  the  heart  that  hates 
as  from  the  heart  that  loves.  Those  living  skulls  of  yours,  my  friends 
— those  palaces  of  the  soul — those  temples  where  Reason  builds  her 
throne — those  nurseries  where  young  ideas  are  reared  and  fostered — 
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will  soon  be  as  deserted  and  vacant  as  hornets'  nests  in  winter,  and  left 
to  decompose  in  the  damp,  cold  cave  of  death. 

You,  young  ladies — you  patchworks  of  beauty,  love  and  frailty — 
listen  to  tho  prctichor.  It  U  a  horrible  reflection  to  think  that  such 
fascinating  specimens  of  carnal  loveliness  as  you  ure  should  be  destined 
to  fade,  decay,  die,  and  turn  into  corruption — that  your  charms  should 
be  doomed  to  rot  in  the  ground — that  the  dreary  charnel-house  must  be 
your  final  home,  where  love  never  enters,  and  where  the  sweet  kiss  of 
affection  must  lie  frozen  on  the  lips  for  ever !  But  it  must  be  so.  Your 
wax-like  figures  will  ere  long  be  transformed  into  uncouth  skeletons ; 
those  eyes,  which  are  now  sparkling  with  delight,  will  be  thrust  from 
their  spheres  ;  those  smiles  of  fondness  will  be  changed  to  demoniac 
grins,  and  the  spicy  breeze  of  life  no  more  will  issue  from  those  oral 
apertures  which  now  exhale  the  sweet  odors  of  love. 

My  friends — a  charnel-house  calls  up  some  serious,  sober  and  solemn 
meditations ;  and  the  more  you  exercise  them  the  better  you  will  pro 
bably  be,  unless  you  are  as  impenetrable  to  feeling  as  a  man  made  of 
hickory  wood ;  but  I  feel  a  hope  sprouting  in  my  bosom  that  you  will 
often  think  of  that  dreadful  accident  which  is  to  happen  to  us  all,  some 
day  or  other ;  so  that  when  it  does  come,  it  may  not  find  you  unpre 
pared  to  meet  it.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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